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THE HAZARD OF THE SPANISH HORSES

NDOUBTEDLY Rudolf Beckendotf had had too much

champagne that night at the Little Hot Dog. If he had
not ordered that fifth bottle he would never have bet Count
von Drasselburg that he would break into the stables of the
Spanish horses and ride one of them to Ebeldorf, a village
some ten miles from Vienna, and back. If he had not ordered
that fifth bottle there would have been no bet and no story.
As it is—well, at all events, the management of the Little Hot
Dog benefited by some 300,000 kronen, of which at least
6o pet cent must have been sheer profit.

The Spanish horses—some thirty splendid white Arabs,
and one brown—are so called because they ate trained and
equipped in the Spanish manner. For on the model of the court
of Spain the Austrian emperors founded much of their own stiff
code of ceremonial. ‘These horses wete once the property of
the Emperor of Austria, and were ridden only by members
of the Imperial family.

You can see them in their stalls, if you pay 10,000 kronen ;
lovely things, with coats of shining satin and soft black velvet
muzzles. Their dark eyes still flash fire, and their fine-drawn
legs remind you irtesistibly of the tapering spars of a racing
yacht leaning before the wind.

They are still one of the sights of Vienna; and every
morning they are cantered round the tan-covered floor of the
riding-school of the Hofburg. There is something tragically
futile about these hortses, still in their royal stable, yet with
never an Archduke to ride them ; tragic as all the symbols of

17



18 G. B. STERN

vanished pomp and majesty that still strew Vienna—once the
chief city of an empite, now the bourgeois capital of a minor
republic. v

Rudolf Beckendorf, his twin brother Fritz, the Count von
Drasselburg, and two ot three of their friends who were
sitting in a box at the Little Hot Dog, all semi-intoxicated,
were also rather tragic survivals. A few years before, they
had galloped behind the carriage of old Emperor Franz; ot
danced, magnificent in uniform of blue and silver, at the
stately Imperial balls.

Now, when the Emperor was dead, the Empite torn to
fragments, the army a shadow, the Hofburg tenanted by
disdainful ghosts and shabby caretakers, they could find
nothing better to do than to forget the splendours of the past
for an hour ot two, by the help of the widow Clicquot, and
the entertainment provided at a cabaret. And they were all
of them in that dangerous inflammable, discontented mood,
which came of having nothing left to do, and no ideals to live
for. It was a pity that such personable youngsters, showing
in line and catriage a breeding no less distinguished than that
of the Spanish horses, should be wasted on evenings of
alternative quarrelling and maudlin recollection.

The Beckendotf twins, in particulat, wete a handsome pair,
uncannily like each other except in expression, for Fritz wag
dreamy where Rudolf was reckless. Whenever they looked
at Von Drasselburg, however, you had not even that slight
help in telling them apart, for then their faces were stamped
equally with haughty dislike ; Albrecht Von Drasselburg was
a braggart who did not perform.

“Do you temember, Rudolf,” said his brother, ‘“when you
jumped on and off the mess table one Christmas night, on that
chestnut mare of yours ?”’

“Pooh! Beckendotf couldn’t jump a hurdle,” sneered Von
Drasselburg. ‘“‘He rides like a Prussian.”
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“If I ride like a Prussian, you ride like a Polish tailor,”
Rudolf snarled in reply. ““You won’t find a horse in all Vienna
that I can’t ride.”

“I know of thirty-one horses you daren’t ride !”

“T’ll ride any and all of them up and down this staircase,
yes, and jump them into a box from the dancing-floor !’

“T’ll bet you fifty million to ten you won’t break into the
Spanish stables, saddle one of the horses, and ride him to
Ebeldotf and back.”

“Done, and to-night!” cried Rudolf, shaking off his
brother’s restraining hand.

Fritz flushed a hot scatlet. Less drunk than the others,
he could not bear the idea that Rudolf might make a fool
of himself in Von Drasselburg’s eyes. But to steal one of
the Spanish horses—it was a2 mad undertaking. He tried,
too late, to treat the whole bet as a joke.

But Von Drasselburg merely wiped him out with a cold
glance. It will not take me longer than twenty minutes
to drive down to the Rother Adler, in Rapaport’s car; we
will expect you there at four o’clock, Beckendorf. Laslov,
will you remain in Vienna, outside the Hofburg, to time
the hour of his return ? Don’t trouble to dismount, Rudolf,
just tap with your crop—I will put cotton-wool in my ears
and save myself fifty million! Ha! ha!”

His two supporters, Rapaport and Laslov, roared with
laughter. They were lubricated at all times after 11 p.m. to
laugh easily. Rudolf scowled, and demanded fiercely whethet
his opponent doubted his honour.

Von Drasselburg’s high forehead seemed to grow yet
higher and more polished with annoyance: “I said nothing
about your honour.”

“Because you dare not !”

Then they had another quarrel; and presently, after a

little glooming, to pass the time, yet another, hurling at
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each other phrases that were fierce and fuddled, having little
connection with the sentence just uttered, and practically
none at all with the sentence yet to come.

Then Rudolf lurched to his feet, and vowed that if he were
to risk a broken back that night he must have a last dance
with his Kissy Gitl. Scarcely had he left the box than Von
Drasselburg and Laslov drew aside and whispered.

“What is it ?” Fritz asked suspiciously.

“Rather too paprika for prigs,” retorted Von Drasselburg
contemptuously, and also left the box. A few minutes later,
he could have been seen in the passage giving earnest instruc-
tions to Nadine, who, although figuring in the official pro-
gramme of attractions as Louis Valdematr’s partner, was
unofficially at this time very much more partner to Von
Drasselburg himself. Nadine listened with not a ripple
either of dissent or amusement over her suave and inscrutable
beauty—that Benda-mask of beauty which had made Von
Drasselburg latterly so much the envy of his comrades.

Fritz was uneasy. Accustomed to a normal amount of -
supercilious treatment from Von Drasselburg, he was yet
staggered by the sheer rudeness of his remark about paprika
and prigs. ‘The man would not have spoken like that if he
had not been cocksure of winning his bet. He decided to
give Rudolf a fifty-foot start, and follow discreetly. Suddenly
he halted, and then quickened speed. His hare-brained fool
of a brother was walking, none too steadily, with his arm
pulled through a woman’s, who must have accosted him
just beyond the lights of “The Little Hot Dog.”

“Herr Jesus !” muttered Fritz. “It’s Von Drasselburg’s
Nadine.”

A couple of strides brought him level with the pair.

“Look here, old man, excuse me for interrupting, but
you haven’t too much time if you are going to be at the
Rother Adler by four o’clock.”
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“Rother Adler be damned!” swaggered Rudolph
hilariously. He was drunker even than Fritz had anticipated
—“If I don’t do him down one way, why, I’ll do him down
another, and cheap at the price.” He then proceeded to
flatter Nadine, to the detriment of the Spanish horses,
individually and severally. She smiled and drew him on.

Fritz realised that if the family reputation for courage were
to be saved, he would have to do the job himself, relying on
his strong likeness to his twin brother to deceive the others.

He had even less liking for it than Rudolf would have
had, if he had been sobet. He was back at his rooms in ten
minutes, and in another five he had donned breeches and
boots and slipped spurs into his pocket. Taking a whalebone
crop from a rack, he let himself out into the deserted streets.
A wind from the south-west had covered the sky with angty-
looking clouds, and a scatter of rain beat in his face.

In these days of reduction of staffs, only one man guarded
the Spanish horses at night. Fritz prayed fervently that he
would be asleep, as he climbed the gate and dropped as
silently as possible to the ground. He tiptoed in, and went
right into the stall of the nearest horse—a stallion called
Sultan. He saddled him quickly, drew the girths tight,
softly slid back the heavy bolts of the gate, and led him out.

His hoofs sounded terribly loud on the cobbles, but
Fritz gained the street in safety, mounted, and turning to the
right, made for the high road that led south out of Vienna.

The beast he was riding was obviously unused to street
and lamps. Twice he shied badly, and it was not until they
reached the open country that he began to go at all steadily.
Then he settled into a swinging trot, vatied by spells of
walking and an occasional canter on a grass path by the side
of the road.

-And the weather grew worse. The wind rose to a scteam
among: the tossing pine trees, the driving rain stung Fritz’s
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face; but this discomfort was small compared with the
exhilaration that gradually took possession of him as his head
cleared and he realised the magniﬁccﬁce of his mount. It
must indeed have been worth while to have been an archduke
in the olden days, to have a hotse such as this at one’s
command. The enterprise, at first a desperate and distasteful
effort to save the honour of his name, was now for Fritz
the most thrilling romantic episode of his life. He was
actually, in the flesh, on the horse of his dreams ; the impot-
tance of the venture added a subtle spice to his ecstasy, as
did the continuous demands on his good horsemanship.

Fritz rode up the one cobbled street of Ebeldotf sooner
than either he or Von Drasselburg expected, so that no one
was at the door of the Rother Adler. But at the clatter of
his horse’s hoofs, the one lighted window of the inn was
flung open. Von Drasselburg; leaning out in consternation,
saw, through the fitful darkness, a glowing, reckless,
triumphant face upraised, that was certainly more Rudolf’s
than that of the gentle scholatly Fritz they knew. He swore
at the absent Nadine. “‘Curse the little bungler I”’ as the rider
sharply wheeled his horse and disappeared.

“Nothing more to be done here,” grumbled the man to
his companion. “Come on, Laslov, let’s cleatr out, and start
the car!”

Fritz was pounding jubilantly along in the datkness. He,
Fritz, had reached Ebeldorf! He, Fritz, would surely manage
to return Sultan safely. Von Drasselburg must surely be
furious; honour was preserved; his brother’s stupid
poltroonery atoned for; he, Fritz, the dreamy one, the
inactive one!

Mounted there on that magnificent horse, his head 2
whitl of dreams and triumphs, his blood boiling, the wind
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behind him, he forgot that it was over-long since his Pegasus
had been ridden outside the Spanish riding school.

And it was Pegasus who first noticed the shadow, faint
and long, dancing about in front of him and growing rapidly
shorter and blacker—Pegasus, bearing his ttiumphant, chanting
rider, who shied so violently as the car rushed past—first
dazzling him and then blinding him as the headlights drew
level and forged ahead. Pegasus, who, terrified by this
phenomenon, dashed headlong towards the city. . . .

It had been a very late night at “The Little Hot Dog,”
and Veronica and Franz were walking home in the wet pallor
of the dawn. As they turned into the Graben, a great white
hotse dashed by, like a ghost, riderless and galloping madly.
The stirrups swung and clinked, his flanks were flecked
with blood-stained foam, his coat dark with sweat, his long
tail swept the mud.

“Good God !” exclaimed Franz, startled out of his usual
composure, “it’s one of the Spanish horses! Now how the
devil—"

Fritz Beckendorf might have answered his question if
he had not been lying on the Ebeldorf road with his neck
broken.

And the pity of it all was that Rudolf did not even win
his bet.
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MAN NOT OVERBOARD

EN BRAINARD posed for the newspapet photographers
B on the deck of the Garganina, saying to himself : “There’s
a picture for page one—Young Novelist Kills Himself at
Sea.””

He went into his cabin and opened his two bags. In one
wete a couple of clean handkerchiefs. The other was empty.
He would tell the steward he had come in a terrible hurry,
had not time to pack. The truth was that after eleven o’clock
that night he would need nothing in the world, not even the
clothes he was wearing. He wondered vacantly how long a
man’s clothes outlasted his body in salt water.

He sat down on the bed and felt pressing against him the
little gun he had bought on Third Avenue a week ago, the day
when he had planned this thing he was going to do. He would
have been a week dead now but for his not exceptional aver-
sion to funerals and his preference to die at sea, and the added
fact that it was not quite a year since he had taken out insurance
for £10,000 in favour of his mother and sister, and the suicide
clause would still, five days ago, have been in force. The
mother and sister had very little, and he realised that he was
hurting them enough by just killing himself without, in addi-
tion, leaving them penniless.

His plan had been carefully made. The Gargantua, on
which his friend Phil Runyon was putser, would dock on the
eighth and sail again on the tenth, just a week after this Third
Avenue shopping tour. He would be on board and would
have Phil for a witness of his death to avoid any baulking on

27



28 RING W. LARDNER

the part of the insurance company. And he would spend the
intervening days and nights in boundless drinking, such as
would cause him to be remembered around New York as
something more than the writer of two popular books and
one which no publisher would accept. (Perhaps they would
accept it when he had made his name better known by doing
what he was about to do ; if so, the royalties would help his
poor mother and sister.)

Well, he had had his orgy, opening and closing day clubs
and night clubs till eatly yesterday morning, when he had
been taken home and put to bed by his friend the purser after
a party of whose details he remembered nothing at all.

The Gargantna was gliding smoothly out of New York
Harbour. Ben Brainard went into the lounge and ordered
three quick drinks to steady his hand so that he might write
farewell letters to the members of his family and to the girl
whose heartless treatment of him had made life intolerable.
His last act would be to entrust these letters to good old Phil
Runyon, just previous to his embarkation to another world.

To his mother and sister he explained the reasons for his
deed—the failure of his latest and greatest work to win
appreciation, and the loss of the most wonderful and lovable
of all girls. He asked their forgiveness. He knew they would
understand.

To the girl he wrote over two thousand words that would
make her at least a little bit sorry, even if she were really as
hard-hearted as she had appeared at their last meeting. (The
girl was Pauline Lannin of the chorus of ¢ Hit the Deck,”
and he might have known that a chorus girl, what with making
quick changes and one thing and another, would never have
time to digest two thousand words, especially as the ordinary
daily extent of her reading was the captions in an evening
tabloid.)

The bugle blew for dinner, but of what use was dinner to
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a man who had only four hours more to live ? What Brainard
needed was enough Scotch to sustain his resolution, for it
really is tough to pass out at the age of thirty, when you are a
genius and there is so much good writing God wants you to
do. It was this fear of weakening at the last moment that had
influenced him to buy a gun. He was an excellent swimmer
and if he toppled overboard without shooting himself first,
a natural instinct of self-preservation might keep him afloat
until the Gargantna’s sailors had rescued him.

He had had one drink and was about to order another when
a stranger stopped at his table, 2 man of robust health, appar-
ently about fifty-five years old.

“Do you mind if Tjoin you ?’’ he asked. “Iamall alone and
I like company when I have a drink.”

Brainard was going to lie and say he expected a friend,
but it occurred to him that the time would pass more quickly
if he had someone to talk to ; listen to, rather, for he was not
in 2 mood to do much talking himself.

“Sit down,” he invited. ‘“Tam ordering a Scotch high-ball.
Perhaps you’d rather have a cocktail ?”’

“No, make it two high-balls,”’ said the stranger, and added
to the waiter, “bring me the check.”

“You can buy the next one,”” Brainard said. “I suppose
we ought to introduce ourselves. I am Benjamin Brainard of
New York.”

“Not Benjamin Brainard, the author ?”’ the other exclaimed.
“Why, I read two of your books and enjoyed them immensely.
But I certainly never would have guessed you were such a
young man; your novels show such a wide knowledge of
life.”

“I guess I’ve lived !”’ said Brainard with a bitter smile.

“My name,” said his new companion, “is Fred Lemp.
I'm just a plain business man, with very little business,” he
added good-naturedly.
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“Where ate you bound for ?”’ Brainard inquired.

““Patis,” said Lemp. “Paris and Chateau-Thierry. And you?”

Brainard’s face wore a queer expression. ‘I don’t know,”’
he said. ‘

“You don’t know ?”’

“I only know that it’s a long way off,”’ said Brainard.

““Oh, I suppose you are just wandering around, in search
of matetial for a new book.”

I have written my last book.”

“You mustn’t say that! ‘A man your age, and with your
talent! You owe it to the world to keep on writing.”

“Thank you, but T amsureI don’t owe the world anything.”

They had had four drinks and Brainard was now ordering
another.

“I don’t know whether I"d better or not,”” said Lemp
hesitantly. ‘I hardly ever drink more than three, because
after three I get talky and bore everybody to death.”

“It doesn’t matter to me if you get talky,”” said Brainatd,
and added to himself: ‘I don’t have to listen to you.”

“Well, it’s on your own head,” said Lemp, and ordered
his fifth high-ball.

“Mr. Lemp,” Brainard said, ““what would you do—Never
mind. I guess I’'m getting too talky myself.”

“Not at all,”” said Lemp. “I’d like to hear what you were
going to ask me.”

“Well, I was going to ask you what you would do if you
were an attist in a certain line and nobody appreciated your
work i

“T’d keep at it anyway if I knew it was good work.”

I wasn’t through. What would you do if you suddenly
realised you were an unappreciated artist, and then, on top
of that, a girl broke your heart 2>’

¢Is this autobiographical ?”’

“Perhaps.”
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“Well, I’d try my best to forget her and I'd go ahead and
do such a masterful work that she would be very sorry for what
she had done to me.”

“Forget her |” Brainard’s tone was bitter in the extreme.

They were awaiting a sixth drink.

“You said you were going to Chateau-Thierry. I was in
the fight there. I wish I’d been killed 1

“My boy was,”” said Lemp.

“Are you going to visit the grave ?”

“Yes, and also visit a little Frenchwoman who ought to
have been his wife. Every year I pay her a call, to see if there
is anything I can do for her, and her child. Every year I try
to coax her back to America with me, but she won’t leave
France. 1 wish she would. I’m all alone now, and the
youngster—he’s nine years old—he’s a mighty cute kid and
‘would be company for me. A man gets lonesome sometimes.
And my wife is worse than dead. She has lost her mind and
has to be kept in a private sanatorium.”

““‘Are you allowed to see her ?”’

“I do see her twice a yeat, on her birthday and on our
anniversary. But I might as well stay away. She has no idea
who T am. Poor Margaret! She is almost as beautiful as the
day I met her.”

“What type ?”

I suppose you would call her an Irish type—black hair
and blue eyes. Just the type my first wife was; in fact, I
believe it was her resemblance to Edith that made me fall in
love with her.”

“How old was your first wife when she died ?”’

“She didn’t die. Poor Edith! I guess it was mostly my
fault. She was too young to marry, too young to know her
own mind. When we had lived together a little over a year,
she fell desperately in love with a man I used to invite fre-
quently to the house, a business acquaintance.”
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“Did she run away with him ?”’

“Yes. He had more money than I. I don’t mean to say
that Edith was money-mad, but she did like good times, and
our marriage came just at a period when I was in desperate
financial straits ; rather, just before that period, for naturally,
I had known what was going to happen, I wouldn’t have
married her.”

““What did happen ?”* asked Brainard, sipping his eighth
drink.

“You are an inquisitive young man.”

““Oh, if you’d rather not tell me ¥

“I might as well. I warned you I’d get talky. Well, my
youngest brother went wrong. He was cashier in a small bank,
out on Long Island, and he embezzled to the extent of twenty
thousand dollars. He had gambled it all away at the race-
tracks and in order to keep him out of gaol I liquidated all my
assets and borrowed three thousand from a friend to make up
the amount. I did it more for my mother’s sake than for his ;
I knew that if she heard that he had stolen it would kill her.”
Lemp brushed a hand across his eyes. ‘“‘She found out about
it anyway, and it did kill her.”

“Horrible I’

“I worked like the devil to get back on my feet, and I did
it. But it was too late. Edith had gone.”

““What do you say if we have a drink ?”

I say yes.”

““And how long after that did you get married the second
time ?”’

“Four years, and the same thing nearly happened again.
My other brother, older than I, fell in love with a woman in
Gatrden City, another man’s wife. The husband found it out
and there was a fight in which my brother shot the husband
dead. There was no chance in the world of my brother’s
getting off, but I felt it my duty to give him the best counsel
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obtainable. He had no money himself. I paid two lawyers
forty thousand and my brother went to the chair. Well, I
learned afterwards that on the very same day my brother
committed murder, Margaret, my second wife, became
triendly with a piano tuner. Of course he had nothing except
his wages and she was not fool enough to give me up for him.
But when those lawyers had taken all my capital she would
have left me if Providence had not intervened. The piano
tuner was hit by a truck on the Fifty-ninth Street bridge and
lost his hearing.”

““Did you have any other children besides the boy killed
in the war ?” '

‘““Yes, a girl. But I’d rather not talk about her. Oh, well,
what does it matter ? Miriam was our first-born, a year and
a half older than my son. One day she was driving a car up
in Westchester County, going forty or fifty miles an hout,
when she was stopped by a handsome young motor-cycle
policeman, and the rascal told her he would let her off if she
would be his girl.

“‘She said to him, ‘I don’t know what you mean by being
your girl, but I think you’re awfully nice-looking and I'd
just as soon be your wife.” They were married and had
three children. Then it was discovered that he had another
wife and family in Ardsley. He was sent to gaol, she is a
stenographer in an insurance office down-town and I am
supporting the kiddies.”

Brainard consumed his twelfth drink, then fumbled
awkwardly in his pocket and drew out his gun.

“Mr. Lemp,” he said. “I’m going to ask you to do me a
favour. Put this right in your mouth, aim it upwards and
shoot.”

“What are you talking about, boy ? Do you want me to
commit suicide? Why, I’m only sixty-one years old and
having a damn good time ! ' ”

B
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“You do as I say and do it right in here so we won’t lose
the gun. I’m going to need it myself at eleven o’clock.”

“What for ?”

““To do the same thing you’re going to do.”

“But I’'m not going to do anything except go to bed.
What you intend to do is none of my business, though I would
suggest that as you still have over two hours and a half to
wait, you go to your cabin and take 2 nap and leave a call for
eleven. I’ve always heard that the time to kill yourself with
the best results is right after a nice nap.”

Brainard had already started on one, but Lemp and a
steward managed to get his room key out of his pocket and
arouse him sufficiently to be conducted to the cabin, partly
undressed and laid on his bed. Lemp then returned to the
lounge and was soon joined by Phil Runyon.

““He’s safe for the night, anyway,” said Lemp.

“You’ve done a good job, Fred, and I’m grateful to you,”
said the purser. .

“I made him cry twice, and there wete three or four times
when I nearly broke down myself. Here’s his gun.”

“All right ; I’ll take charge of it, if you’re sure you don’t
want it. Though I don’t know what good it would do you,
as I emptied it yesterday morning after I’d got him to sleep,
and I don’t think we’re selling any ammunition on the
Gargantua, except what comes in bottles. That was a great
party he took me on night before last. He insisted on dragging
me to some night club and who should be there but this dame
that’s turned him down. She was with a man who could
have been her father, but wouldn’t want to if he was sobert.
I swear, Fred, she must be the manager’s wife’s sister ever to
land a job in what they tell me is a pretty chorus.

““He was going to their table and make a scene, but I told
him it would be cowardly to pick on a man as old as that.
I finally got her eye and gave her the office to duck, and when
she saw who was with me, she didn’t hesitate 2 minute.
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“Pretty soon Ben was worse than I ever saw him. He
had his suicide plan all worked out and he gave me the details,
thinking I was somebody else. He talked like this :

‘I haven’t much longer to live,” he said. ‘In fact, this is
the last time you’ll see me. I’ve got it all fixed up to kill
myself and a good old pal of mine is going to help me. I’'ve
bought a gun; it’s over in my room now, all loaded and
waiting for me. Well, this pal of mine is Phil Runyon, purser
on the Gargantua, and she sails day after to-morrow. I'm
going to be aboard and I’ll make a date to meet Phil when
we’re out at sea, and I’ll coax him to one of the decks, telling
him I want to discuss something with him where we can’t be
overheard. Then I’ll sit up on the rail, and I’ll sit so that when
I shoot myself I’ll be bound to fall overboard. You see, I've
got to have him there, or somebody else that knows me, so
there won’t be any trouble about my insurance. How is
that for an idea ?’

“Imagine him asking e what kind of an idea I thought
it was !

“And the funny part, along about five o’clock, when 1
finally succeeded in getting him out of the place, he knew me
and was calling me Phil and talking about other times we’d
been out together.

“Yesterday afternoon I called up his hotel and made sure
he was out ; then I went there and fixed it with a bell-hop and
porter to go up in his room after he left this morning and
pack up enough stuff for him to make the trip with and have
it sent down to the ship in my name. He thinks he hasn’t any
baggage, but he’s got enough to go over and back with, and
I really think the crossing will do him a lot of good. Though
writers are mostly all nutty, and you never know what to
expect of them.”

“I haven’t told you,” said Lemp, ‘that when I was
through with my story, he gave me the gun and ordered me
to use it on myself.”
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“Oh, Ben was always a generous boy,” said Runyon.
“It surprises me that he didn’t offer to take you out on deck,
shoot you and throw you off the ship.”

“Listen,” said Lemp : “I need one more drink for courage
and then I’ve got to find my wife and take my scolding. I
explained to her that I’d met a man I thought I could do some
business with and I might not be in for dinner. But what
good is that explanation going to be when she sees me ?”’

“Probably none,” Runyon said cheerfully. ‘‘But the drink
is on me.” :

About noon next day Brainard woke up, summoned his
steward and ordered him to send the purser to his cabin.

“Phil,” he said when Runyon atrived, “didn’t we have an
engagement last night >’

“Yes, but you went to bed long before your bedtime.”

““Phil, where did that steamer trunk come from ?”

I suppose it came from your hotel.”

“I didn’t bring any baggage except those two empty bags.”’

“Did you plan crossing the ocean without baggage ?”

“I didn’t plan crossing the ocean. And another thing,
who was the fella I was with all evening, a fella about sixty
years old, named Limp or Lemp or something 2>’

““Oh,” said Runyon, “that’s Fred Lemp, a big hosiery
manufacturer from up-state.”

““Say, he’s had a tough life. He told me all about it. He
told me stuff enough for a whale of a novel.”

‘“Why don’t you write it ?”’

“Because I can’t remember a word he said.”

“Well,”” said Runyon, “we’ll get you together again some
time.”’

“Do that, Phil,”’ said Brainard. ‘But make it out on
deck where he can’t order so many drinks. A man as old as
he ought not to drink so much. It’s liable to get him.”
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ALL FOOLS’ COURT

LEXIS MIKHAILOV was numbed by the soft-falling
A snow. For six hours he had been staring across the
whitening country, awaiting the appearance of the first black
specks that would mark the vanguard of the Swedish Army.
Far across the flat plains from Finland the Swedes had marched,
led by their king, who, so rumour said, could feel neither the
bite of winter cold not the dull ache of wounds. And Peter,
Tsar of All the Russias, could not stay the progress of this
conquering Goth. Peter, who was called ‘“‘the Great.”

The short day was ending and in the snow-darkened,
failing light Alexis could see scarcely twenty paces. Soon
he must rely on his ears to warn him of the expected
Swedes.

Yet all sound was deadened by the fall of snow, and
footsteps would be hard to hear on the single rutted road.
stretching across the Russian plain, along which the Swedes
must march. Alexis, for perhaps the first time since his
childhood, understood the fear that comes with loneliness.
He dreaded, too, the responsibility that had been thrust,
unwanted, upon him.

His thoughts returned to the glory that had been his
five days since. How, after the battle, Tsar Peter had called
him, Alexis Mikhailov, to his tent. Exalted by the heady
knowledge of his own bravery he had stared into the great,
sombre eyes of the Tsar without flinching. They were the
eyes of 2 madman, but in them Alexis had seen a gleaming

39
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fury of resolve, resolve determining that the peoples of all
Russia should turn from the slothful East and imitate the
thrusting nations of the West. Build their boats, learn from
them their art of war and perhaps one distant day rend them
with their own weapons.

Terrible stotries were told of Peter, as Alexis well knew.
Yet in this great, savage-natured god he had found the hero
his young fervour demanded. As he squatted in the white
waste he knew only that he served the mighty Tsar of All
the Russias. He longed to crush the bodies of the ravening
Swedes, to ttiumph in their death anguish.

Then return, his blood still heated, to Anna. His proud,
his lovely Anna, whose every movement was as a sculpture
in his memory. Yet she was low-born and Baltic bred. And
what great matter that in Peter’s Court, when the Tsarina
herself could boast but a peasant for her father? Equality
for all the brave and all the beautiful ! A kick for all snivelling
priests, for all bearded cowards who feared to leave their
age-trodden ways. Peter, great Peter, God love thee !

Sharply the present drove away the ecstasy of his thoughts.
Niggling fear, fear of the unknown blackness around him,
returned.

Then faintly, distantly, he heard the slosh of many feet
in the snow.

“Rotopin,” he spoke quietly, excitedly, “you and Nicolo-
vitch return quickly to the camp. Tell Captain Obtrenovitch
Captain Mikhailov says that the Swedes are approaching on
the Moscow road. We shall remain here until support or
the order to retire comes.”

The tramping, padded by the snow, grew mote distinct.
The seven men on the small knoll forgot the bitter cold.

A quarter of an hour passed, minute hanging on slow
minute. Alexis strained to hear the sound of feet, but all
again was silent. His men shuffled uneasily, continually
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changing their positions. The tension of uncertainty gripped
one and then another.

Suddenly from out of the blackness a man appeared. He
moved forward, unaware of the presence of the Russians.
A sharp flash lit for a moment his intent face, then he slipped
without a sound to the snow.

Instantly from all sides there was wild shouting in 2
gutteral foreign tongue. Quick bright flashes reflected palely
on the snow. '

At that moment all thoughts fled from Alexis, save one.
Life alone was dear to him. Forgotten was his devotion
to the Tsar, forgotten the glory that is brave death, forgotten
his proud fury against the invading Swede. Deep terror
drove reason from him. He screamed shrilly, boyishly,
and raced down the side of the knoll into the darkness.
Almost blind with exhaustion he reached the camp. He
was the only man to return. . . .

It was a fortnight later that Tsar Peter celebrated the
great victory of Pultawa. Chatles of Sweden was already
fleeing towards Ottoman territory. The Swedish Army was
scattered, starving in the Russian winter. A few famished
ghouls offered themselves to fight for their conqueror, who
received them with all honour before, often with his own
hands, he knouted the wan spark of life from out them.
He was jubilant. Did not Pultawa mean that his great fight
was won ? No longer could Russia look back with longing
to her Eastern ways. A Western Power had been defeated
on the battlefield. He was exalted, trance-like, as a man that
walks alone with God.

"To Alexis the shouting and brute revelry of the camp
was as the rejoicing of another world. His life had ended
the night he had fled from the Swedes. Coward, coward,
coward. The word flickered its ugly shape before him,
whether sleeping or waking, for there was no second chance

B*
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in the Russian Army. Never could he forget the anger in
the Tsar’s face when he had been dragged before him, for
it was the anger of great pain.

In the bloody helter-skelter he had been forgotten, left
chained in the scullion’s tent. They were too busy even to
end his misery. Occasionally someone threw him a bone
or a crust of rye-bread. Like a dog he was compelled to pick
it up with his mouth, for his hands were never loosed. Anna,
only, spoke to him as a human being. To her he was still
the lover she had known in the quick night-shadows and
bright days, whom she had followed far across the endless
plain. '

Never did she allow pity to show in her eyes, for she treated
him as if he were still the captain who first won her. For hetr
there had been no change. And among the sniggering of
the scullions’ crude jests he heard only her sweet whisperings.
Life was but a constant bitter regret.

One night they told him his fate. He was to live, to live,
they laughed. What guardian angel had he that took such
special care of him? Surely he must pay the monks a liberal
bounty ! To live, to live, they cried.

For Peter was to hold a Court of All Fools. All was
bustling and business. Alexis heard the mighty shouting that
accompanied the Tsar as he walked about the camp. Pultawa !
Victory ! And he, he was degraded into being one of the fools
and capering dwarfs. His life was spared, he was to be a
clown. A sob broke in his throat into a fool’s laugh.

The great tent was lit by flaring resin torches. Scrubbed
pinewood trestles, laden with roasted suckling pigs and
dark flagons of Tokay, formed three sides of a square. Skins
and bright-coloured Tashkent rugs were flung haphazard
to cover the bare ground.

The Tsar was in raucous genial mood. In the field, the
battle over, he was one among his generals. He complimented



ALL FOOLS’ COURT 43

them on their great victory, pretending his had been an
onlooker’s part. All topics were fit jest save one. Russia,
the new-moulded Russia, was a name sacrosanct.

Two hours the company feasted. Greasy fingers stuffed
pasties and Tiflis sweetmeats into greasy mouths till paunches
swelled and belts were thrown away as useless encumbrances.
A fat dwarf sat in front of Peter and mimed his every action.
Occasionally the Tsar leaned forward in vain endeavour to
cuff his impertinent fool, all the while guffawing and shouting
his applause. Ukrainian gipsies sang melodies that leapt and
fell in lilting melody. The dark-eyed, loose-limbed girls
twitled their red and yellow dancing skitts, but no one paid
them heed till all the food had gone and the flagons were
half-empty.

Tsar Peter sprawled across the table. ““All Fools’ Court,”
he shouted, and the cry was taken up with deep bellows and
half-frightened screams. “All Fools’ Court. Make ready
All Fools’ Court.”

Then there was a scurrying and a rushing and the gipsy
women climbed the toppling trestles to get to the man they
had chosen. Men who had fought must love. Peter, his eyes
already gleaming with a coursing madness, remained alone.

“Send them in,”” he shouted.

They came tumbling over each other, yelling, screeching,
jumping. Dwarfs, hunchbacks, a tiny woman of exquisite
doll propottions, a band of dark-skinned Arabs. Last, a
giant, bigger even than the Tsar himself. In each hand he
carried a sack, which he dropped in the centre of the tent.
Around them the dwarfs snuffled and yapped like dogs.

Peter leaned forward. “Open,” he said. His mouth
twisted in vicious cruelty. “Open!”

The giant ripped the hempen sacking. Anna and Alexis
lay sprawled opposite each other, blinking in the flaring light.
Alexis was caparisoned in the full regalia of his rank, but the
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brilliant cloth was slit to tatters. Anna was clad in a single
garment of white silk.

There was a sudden silence as these two stood up. What
jest had the Tsar prepared?

“Give him his sword,”” Peter ordered; then turned to
Alexis. “Captain Mikhailov, my brave captain! I give you
a royal chance to win back your honour. The Swedes ate
men bigger, stronger than yourself. The battle was scarce
fair. To-night you shall fight my dwatfs. And Anna shall
see your worth. Fight well, Captain, for Anna sits with me.
Come, Anna, my beautiful one !”’

Slowly, half-dazed, she stumbled among the clutter of
dwarfs. Peter lifted and sat her on his knee.

“Your leave,” he said, and kissed her mouth and neck,
A roar of delight passed round the crowded tent. The fun
was to their taste. Anna turned away her head, for she could
not look upon Alexis.

Small, gleaming daggers were handed to the dwatfs, who
scuttled, half-terrified around the motionless figure in their
midst. Alexis stared at Peter, but his eyes were glazed,
expressionless. He could not connect in his mind the fearless,
conquering Tsar with the gtross creature that held Anna in
its arms.

No, he was still on the snowy knoll. ‘The Swedes were
coming. He could hear them. Tramp, tramp. There they
were, all about him. Little, cowardly men. And in the
misty, distance there was a vision of Anna and the great
Tsar urging him to fight. What matter the numbers ? He
would win against them all.

A shout went up. “Fight, fight, coward!” Why were
people shouting ? They did not know his strength.

Then the dwarfs attacked, yelling little cties of rage. They
darted on their victim from all sides, fearful of coming within
his reach. For a second or two Alexis’s sword whirled
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glinting. ‘Then his arm dropped, for he knew the follyZof
his dream. He was humiliated, a mockety, a coward. And
these were dwarfs that danced around him.

Momentarily the dwarfs paused. They thought some
ruse was intended. But still Captain Mikhailov stood motion-
less. He looked scornfully at the small men jumping about
him. Instinctively they knew he would not retaliate. Two
bolder scurried towards him, plunged their puny daggers
in his back, and rushed back to safety. Still he stood, but his
eyes were fixed on Peter. Then the whole rabble were on
him, spitting at him, slitting his flesh. |

Suddenly there was a great cry. “Stop, you midgets !
By the Lord Christ, what have you done ?”* The excited buzz
in the tent died away. What sudden change was this in
the Tsar’s mood ? Peter flung Anna from him. “Go to him,”
he said roughly.

Alexis lay very still on the ground.

It was cold, but the snow had ceased. What sound was
that ? Surely the tramp of marching feet. Peter, great Tsar
of All the Russias, I serve. His face, unscarred, for the dwarfs
could not reach to it, stated up at the blackness of the tent.
There, looking down at him were the lovely eyes of Anna.
So gentle yet with an infinite yearning depth. That was her
voice calling, “Beloved, my own beloved.” His eyes closed
for he was very weary and there was a great darkness all
about him.
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HE family breakfast was interrupted by the familiar

pip-peep-pip, pip-peep-pip, followed by a peremptory
hoot, which signified that a Government message was coming
through on the radio.

Mrs. Arbler’s face whitened.

“I do so hope and crave it won’t be another Gas Practice,”
she quavered. “The horrid smells, and all the scurrying and
hurrying »?

“Ssh 1’ Her husband held up a warning forefinger.

“Stand by for Government Station O. 36,”” came an
authoritative voice from the loud-speaker.

One of the children giggled. It sounded like Michael.
Grandpa Arbler growled, deep down in his throat. “O.36!”
he echoed, derisively. “Ifit s another Gas Practice, they won’t
get me out again.”

George Arbler held up his finger once more as the broad-
cast began to come through.

“Government Station O. 36 speaking, O. 36. His Majesty’s
Government greatly regrets having to cause inconvenience to
the public, but there will be another Gas Practice Alarm this
morning at eleven o’clock precisely.”

This second voice was quiet and conversational in tone, as
though announcing some everyday item of news. “It has been
rendered necessary,” continued the voice, “by the unfortunate
ignoring of official instructions during the last mass practice,
and by the disorderly last-minute overcrowding which
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50 SIMPSON STOKES

occurred at some of the Air-Locks in this area. Will everybody
please listen carefully and remain standing by until the first
maroon. Understand. People in Area O. 36 are not to move
from their homes until they hear the first maroon. The Gas
Police will take very strict action against any unauthorised
persons found in the streets before that time.

“Promptly on the sounding of the first maroon every
citizen will emerge and parade with his proper section. Arm-
lets must be worn on the right forearm, with the identity
number clearly visible in front. Infants in arms are not exempt.
Parents, or those in charge of very young children, must see
that they ate paraded and kept in propet control, according to
Gas Protection Regulations. On the sounding of the second
maroon section leaders will give the necessary orders for
removal to their respective Air-Locks.

“Once more it is necessary to state that no luggage or
personal possessions of any kind are to be taken beyond what
can be carried conveniently in the clothing and in the regula-
tion kit-bags. Above all, Gas Protection Regulations insist
that no foodstuffs are to be cartied. Those in Area O. 36 will
be well advised to spend their time until the sounding of the
first maroon in reading aloud to their families or co-habitants
the clearly-expressed provisions of the Regulations.

“Government Station O. 36 speaking. O. 36. Now will
everybody please stand by until the first maroon at eleven
o’clock. It is now nine thirty-five. Radio receivers must be
leftin tune to Government Station O. 36 in case of further
announcements, and remember, that in time of real emergency,
should attack from the air unfortunately descend upon us, the
peace of mind and the safety of every citizen will depend upon
prompt and quiet obedience to orders. God Save the King
and His People.”

“There I” wailed Mrs. Arbler, wringing her hands.
“What did I tell you ?” '
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“Curse the Gas Regulations,” shouted Grandpa Arbler,
blinking his bloodshot eyes futiously, and working his loose
old mouth. “I’m going to sit here, I am, like every other
sensible person will. They won’t get me out.”

Michael capered about in undisguised glee. “Patsy,” he
said to his small sister, “there’s going to be a real gasser
to-day—a real one this time.”

“Be quiet, you little idiot,” said George. “If you say such
things outside, you’ll frighten people out of their lives.
Come, let’s get the armlets.” He went into the hall and
returned with the medallions, each mounted on a broad elastic
band.

“Hm I’ he muttered, mechanically reading the inscription
on the first medallion. “Area O.36. Air-Lock A.G. 75.
Section 271. Number 32. Adult, Male.”

He began to fix the armlets, first on his wife, then on the
children.

“Let’s get these all ship-shape,” he said. “Then we can
finish breakfast. We had better eat as much as possible because
we don’t know how long it will be before the next meal.
Now, Father,” he added coaxingly. “It’s no earthly use grous-
ing. Even if you are determined not to obey orders it won’t
hurt to have your armlet on.”

“I say,” cried Michael, looking out of the window into the
silent street. ‘““There’s the new berets. Aren’t they bright ?
Do look, Patsy.”

“Ah, yes,” said George, peering over his shoulder.
“Bright scatlet. Nobody can say they can’t spot the Gas Guards
a mile off now. And see. They’ve got scarlet cuffs, too, for
signalling.”

But Patsy was concerned with childish questionings.
“Daddy, why aren’t there any cars in the street ?”’

“Because they mustn’t come out till ‘All-Clear’ on Gas
Practice Days, Patsy. They would get in people’s way, and



52 SIMPSON STOKES

they wouldn’t know which Air-Locks to go to in a strange
districti??’ i ‘

“But why can’t we take some sandwiches with us ?”’

“That’s because of the new neutralisation rules, Patsy.”

“What for ?”

“Well, you see, if a real gas attack came and we had any
of it on our clothes or on parcels of food, we should be ill
after we got into the Air-Lock. So we mustn’t take any food,
and we have to be neutralised—the gas has to be taken away—
as soon as we get there.” :

“Why, look, Daddy. There isa car. Two of them. You
said they mustn’t, Daddy.”

“Oh, those can come out, deat. They are Gas-mask lorries
—Service lorries, you know, for people who happen to be
shut out of Air-Locks.”

“But couldn’t we let them into out Air-Lock, Daddy ?

Here Michael intervened, wtih all the superior wisdom of
his years.

“Of course not, silly. There wouldn’t be enough cubicles
for extra people. They’d eat our dinners, too, wouldn’t they 2>

Patsy was about to resume her catechism, when the hall
bell sounded. “I’ll go,” said Mrs. Arbler. “I had better have
something to do. I can’t keep still.”

She returned 2 moment later. “It’s Hubert,” she said, and
then to the children: “Your Uncle Hubert, in his nice new
beret.”

She was followed into the room by a tall and stoutly-
built gas guard, brightly adorned with the new beret and cuffs.
He looked additionally bulky by reason of the gas mask at the
““ready” position on his chest; the oxygen knapsack on his
back, and the slung cylinder by his side. Moreover, he clumped
in heavily on his double-sealed, impregnated boots, and the
oily texture of his one-piece overalls gleamed and winked in a
thousand places in the glow of the electric fire.
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“Hullo, George,” he cried heartily. “Hullo, Dad. Give
me a kiss, Patsy. And there’s Michael, the little rascal; all
excited, I’ll bet.”

“He loves it,” said Mrs. Arbler, gloomily. ‘But I'm
terrified.”

“Nothing to be afraid of,”’ said Hubert. “It ought to go
off as smoothly as an ordinary stand-by. We’ve got all sotts
of improvements in organisation.’

Grandpa groaned dismally. ‘“The fuss they make about
this silly gas. Take our chance, I say. It’s all nonsense. The
Russkies can never send over enough machines to matter.
What’s our Air Force for ? Isn’t it bad enough to be rationed
and drilled, and ordered about, and made to pay through the
nose for eggs and bacon and tobacco, without frightening
women and children out of their lives with their silly practices ?
And look at business | The Working Hours Act has killed it.
How can proper business go on when half the population is
working on factory time and in the Air-Locks? It’s all the
Government . . . silly lot of fatheads in their rabbit burrows.
I tell you the Russkies can’t possibly reach London.”

“They made a nice mess of Hamburg and Kiel,”” com-
mented Hubert. ‘‘And what about Bremen and Taranto ?
We’re not so far away we can afford to take risks.”

“I say we are,”” contradicted old Arbler, glowering at the
figures on his armlet. “In any case, why can’t they simply
issue gas-masks to every house, and let people put ’em on
indoors ?”’

““You know they can’t do that,” said Hubert. ‘‘People are
so silly, for one thing., They’d lose them, or bust them, and
suppose some new gas came along at a moment’s notice?
Some sort of gas that would get right through those that were
issued | Nice mess we’d be in. No. Air-Locks are the only

way. Besides, there’s food in the Air-Locks—enough for a
year, they say.”
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“It’s the mothers I am thinking of,”” said Mrs. Arbler.
“Why, a child can’t even have bronchitis or a bit of a fever
without being torn away from its own little cot and put into
the stuffy wardlocks. It would be a mercy if no more children
were born. It’s all one long, cruel suspense.”

“It’s all for their good, Jessie,”” said Hubert. ‘Better than
parents rushing delicate babies out into the cold air when a
real attack comes. Even after three practices, and all the Gas
Regulations posted up everywhere, people still get panicky
instead of obeying orders. You know what the Gas Guards
had to do in Berlin, don’t you ? They had to shoot the panicky
ones down like dogs; women too, to get the others into
the Air-Locks.”

““It’s like living on the edge of the grave,”” said Mrs. Arbler.

“Well, look at our poor fellows on the Polish front, before
they were served out with these Gassex overalls. That delayed
gas fairly rotted them ; got everywhere where there was wool,
ot cotton, or hait.”

Patsy clutched at Hubert’s sleeve. ‘“Don’t you ever go into
the Air-Locks, Uncle ?”’

“No, Pat. I’'m one of the chaps that have to take their
chance outside.”

“But you haven’t been deaded yet, Uncle, have you ?”’

Hubert laughed, but did not reply.

““There hasn’t been any real gas yet,”” explained George,
and old Arbler mumbled :

““And never will be over here, the fools.”

“What does gas look like ?°” asked Patsy.

““You can’t see some kinds at all,”’ said Hubert. ‘“Other
kinds might look like steam out of a kettle ; yellow, perhaps,
or greenish—it all depends.”

““And does it come from the sky ?”’

‘“Yes, Pat.”

“Why ?”

e
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Here Mrs. Arbler intervened. ‘‘Oh, run away and play, for
goodness’ sake. ‘The first maroon might go off at any minute.”
“Plenty of time,”” said Hubert. ‘“We have over an hour
yet.” '
Mrs. Arbler said : ““Why can’t they get it over quickly, and
put an end to this dreadful waiting ?”

““They can’t. There’s so much to do. Consider all the
millions of people in the O. areas alone. And it must be nearly
as bad in one way in the scattered places, where there might
not be an Air-Lock within a radius of twenty miles. Of course,
if only people would behave sensibly it would be easy. I
don’t envy the Section Leaders their jobs. The fools drag all
sorts of things out of their houses—though it is only a
practice.”

George said: ““I suppose a lot of people think that the
practices may be only a Government dodge to prevent panic,
and that it may be a real attack after all.”

Hubert laughed. ““Oh, I shouldn’t think they’d do that.
They would have to tell us Gas Guards, and the Lock Staffs,
and then it would surely leak out. Besides we have our spies
everywhere, and our air patrols. No matter how many planes
flew from Russia, very few could get through .our fighting
rings and our barrages. We would have hours and hours
notice in advance, even if it came to the worst.”

A heavy lorry rumbled by, and Michael rushed to the
window to see.

“It’s another Servicer,”” he announced.

“Isn’t it a pretty cap, Uncle Hubert ! ” said Patsy, climbing
on a chair so that she could touch it. And Hubert took off
his beret and gave it to her, revealing a perfectly bald head.
“It’s much better than the old peaked caps. We had to take
them off to put on our masks. It was ridiculous to put them
on again, on top of the bulgy fabric. When we ran they
fell off every few yards. You never saw anything so silly.”.
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George was about to speak when the loud-speaker burst
into the pip-peep-pip staccato which was the Government call-
sign. Then came the penetrating blast of the hooter.

“Stand by for Government Station O. 36,” shouted an
announcer, and old Arbler growled: ‘“What do they want
now ?”’

The quiet voice of the former announcer began again his
meticulous speech :

“Government Station O. 36 speaking. O. 36. The Gas
Practice announced for eleven o’clock this morning will be
put forward toten o’clock. Itis now four minutes to the hour.
His Majesty’s Government feel that it will be in the best
interests of the people to accustom themselves to emergency
action of this kind.

““Accordingly the first maroon will sound almost immedi-
ately, instead of at eleven o’clock, in order to accustom people
in Area O. 36 to emergency action. Will everybody please
stand by '

" The voice broke off, as into the still air that brooded
over the silent city came the heart-shaking boom of a maroon,
followed by others, more distant, like giant drums vibrating
from the sky.

Hubert snatched up his beret. By Jove, I shall have to
run. That’s caught me napping. See you all when the All-
Clear goes.”

He darted off leaving the front door open, and through
this aperture, and through the windows, came the c]amour of
a whole population in simultaneous activity.

Mrs. Arbler’s face went white again. ““I simply can’t
stand being cooped up and buried——"" she began, but George
thrust 2 small glossy-surfaced kit-bag into her hands, and
pushed her towards the door. “Don’t worry. You take Patsy
along. Perhaps it won’t last more than an hour.”” He kissed
her hastily, and went over to his father.
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““Now then, Dad. Come on!”

“I won’t go,”” shouted the old man. ‘‘Nothing will make
me go. Let the cowards go. I’'m going to sit here. “Tomfool
nonsense.’’

George knew his father’s obstinacy too well to argue any
further. ‘“You’d come quick enough if it was a real attack,”
he said, and with a regretful sigh, he left the old man crouched
by the fire and went out into the tumultuous street hand in
hand with Michael.

Everywhere people were hurrying and asking questions.
Doors were banging, and windows being shut down. The
noise of such an army of shuffling feet sounded queerly in the
absence of wheeled traffic.

There were many cripples, and infirm old people, and
excited children.

“Women and infants down here,”’ shouted a Gas Guard
at the cornet.

““Women and infants down here,”” boomed a directional
loud-speaker.

“This is fun, Daddy,’” said Michael. “But I wish people
wouldn’t push.”

“Our parade is further on, sonny,”” said George. ‘“You
are to be with the men, this time, you are such a big boy.
Aren’t you proud »”’

“Yes, Daddy. I’m a2 man now. Isn’t Granddad silly,
stopping in like that ? He’s missing everything.”

“So he 1s,”” said George, hurrying on. “ Ah! Here’s our
section. I can see Mr. Gallon there, lining them up. Hello,
Gallon. Where do we stand ?*

“Fall in there two deep,” yelled Mr. Gallon—a big, red-
faced man, whose hot breath made small clouds in the frosty
air. “Drop those parcels, you in the check suit. No parcels.
Can’t help that. You know the Regulations as well as I do.
And you, Whiskers. I won’t have bundles. Nothing except
kit-bags.”
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He stood back a few paces, surveying the straggling lines
of men and boys.

““Any more for Section two seven one?”’ he bellowed.
Then, satisfied that his flock was authentic, and having weeded
out two or three who belonged to another Section, he vocifer-
ated like a loud-speaker.

“Section. ’Shun. I’m going to inspect all armlets and
kit-bags. Front rank take one pace forward. Wait for it.
One pace forwatd—march I’

The front rank swayed forward in a manner that would
have made a Guardsman weep.

“Front rank men,”” shouted Mr. Gallon. “‘Grasp the neck
of the kit-bag with the right hand and shove it forward as I
come to you, so’s I can see armlets and stoppers at one go.”

He went along the line, cleansing it of all parcels protruding
from pockets, spare overcoats and so forth. Some of his flock
argued, but he was firm, and even ferocious, with a fist ready
for the more defiant. At last he got them into something like
order, and then came a weary wait in the icy cold. The
hubbub died down.

The drone of an airplane formation flying east, high over-
head, seemed, in the peculiar hush, almost like a dream-
sound, startlingly unreal. The air was alive with thoughts
and with the ghosts of unspoken questions.

““See here, Mr. Gallon,” said a hard-faced old man with a
straggling grey moustache. ‘‘Ain’t there time for me to run
this here parcel home ? IfIleave itin the street it’ll get stolen.”’

“Can’t help that,” roared Mr. Gallon. “You shouldn’t
bring parcels. Otdets are orders. Drop it, do you hear ?”’

Then, shattering the air with their deep bass explosions,
the second maroons burst into life. All over the City they
sounded, and all over the County of London, rapping their
warning drumsticks on the tense fabric of the sky. Once
more teeming millions stirred to action.
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“Section. Left turn,”’ roared Mr. Gallon. “‘Quick—
MARCH!” v .

He fell in beside George Atbler as the untidy crowd surged
forward.

“Some of these swine make me sick, Arbler,”” he said.
“Utterly stupid and utterly selfish. Collectively, people are
worse than sheep. We ought to have strict military discipline
with all the exempts. By the Lord ! what’s that »”

As they marched they had become gradually conscious of a
strange, vibrant note in the upper air ; at first low and muflled,
but becoming momentarily sharper, clearer, more insistent.
The noise seemed to be overtaking them. Now it was twang-
ing overhead. It was like no known aircraft drone, and the
shuffling column halted, as one man, and gazed upwards in
puzzled scrutiny.

The sky was clear of clouds—a watery blue. Almost
vertically above them, strung out in a line, were three strange
cigar shapes, which appeared to be wingless. They were
travelling fast—too fast to be airships. They seemed queerly
isolated and without purpose. It was impossible to guess
their size or altitude.

“That’s new to me,” said Gallon, staring. ‘“What the
devil are they ?”’

A Setvice lorry roared past, its hermetically-sealed driving
cabin bulging over the front wheels like the snout of 2 mon-
strous mechanical bulldog. Those in the halted section looked
at each other questioningly. The shuff-shuff of countless feet
in surrounding streets resumed its brushing sensation on
the ear.

“Come on,” said Gallon. “Quick march. We’re neatly
there now. Forward.”

Then, one after another, the three cigar shapes in the vault
of the sky slowed down. A puff of black smoke emerged
lazily from each. One after another they stopped moving.
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For a second, which seemed a minute, they hung there, poised
miraculously. Then they began to tilt, nose forward, and to
drop, spreading fanwise away from each other. The vibrant
noise ceased, and the three shapes sped silently down, as though
on invisible oblique rails.

““Something wrong there,” said Gallon, stepping out.
“Come on.”

It can’t be anything much,” said George, though without
conviction. ‘“There would have been a proper alarm if it had
been.”

But from every street, and in all the air, the shuffling,
plodding sounds of the moving multitudes rose to a-crescendo
of hurry. Many besides Section 271 must have seen those
strange shapes !

Confusion began to beat its wings. Men looked with
disfavour upon cripples in the ranks. Women caught their
breath. Children looked to their elders with mute, white
questionings.

Then there rang out from a parallel street the shrill voice
of a woman. It was the loud articulation of Fear: “God
almighty help us. It’s a real attack. Run for your lives !’

‘“No running,” screamed Gallon, struggling to stay the
rush of the foremost in his section. ““It’s fatal to run.”” -

But he might have spoken to the air. His section caught
the panic. In utter disorder, and from every surrounding
street, a wave of hysterical humanity converged upon Air-Lock
A.G. 75. Where roads intersected sections fought each other
for right of way. The careful planning of many months might
not have been.

And the three cigar shapes fell upon London.. As they
loomed larger and nearer they developed a rushing, whining
noise. Accompanying their descent were the scattered frag-
ments of helicopter blades that had been burst asunder in the
midst of the black smoke puffs.
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One of the cigars seemed to be coming directly for the
Rye Lane entrance to the Air-Lock. It passed obliquely behind
the brilliant neon sign which reared the characters : “A.G. 75”
high above the Lock. It seemed to George Atrbler to be about
twenty feet long. Then it disappeared.

There was a rending crash, succeeded by the rumbling
avalanche of falling bricks and smashing woodwork, audible
above the frenzy. The ground shook. Two other crashes
followed, more distant. A cloud of dust from a wrecked
building rose quiveringly in the air.

Women scteamed horribly. Men gasped, fought and
groaned in hellish discord. Bright scarlet spots in the midst
of the surging crowds showed where the Gas Guards were
fighting ineffectually to restore order.

" ““It’s death to get into that crowd,”” said George, shudder-
ing, and gripping Michael tightly by the hand.

They were in a doorway, thrown there like wreckage from
the edge of a storm, and a man behind them screamed out filthy
abuse. ““The Government’s done us in,”> he vociferated.
““The treacherous swine!”” He broke down, whimpering.

From the dreadful maelstrom around the Air-Lock stag-
geted a Gas Guard, minus beret, gas-mask, knapsack and
cylinder. His bald head was pouring with perspiration ;
the left side of his face was covered with blood. He stopped at
the doorway, breathing heavily—unable to speak. It was
Hubert.

He beckoned to George and Michael, and they followed
him without a word, down Rye Lane, up a passage-way, and
then to the left, passing beneath the railway bridges.

“Staff entrance,” gasped Hubert, at length. “I sent
Jessie and Patsy there—just—just before—the—the—rush.”

“Thank God,” said George. Then, in the numbness of
his mind, he forgot about them. His face was grey and his
unsound heart thumped wildly against his ribs. ““What was
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that thing that fell ? I can’t see any gas. I can’t smell any-
thing.”

““‘Heaven knows what it was,’” said Hubert.

Behind them the shrieking uproar of the milling crowds
grew fainter. It was as though they had howled until they
could howl no more, and were now raging in desperate, gasping
silence.

Michael was whimpering like a beaten puppy. When he
fainted and fell George did not notice it, and Hubert had to
turn and pick up the inanimate body. They came to 2 small
cobbled yard, tutned down it, through a small wooden doot,
and so gained the steel gates they sought.

“Connie showed me this,”” said Hubert.

““Against the rules for a street Gas Guard to know it, but
she did.” i

There was nobody about. Hubert pressed 2 button and the
door slid open. They went inside, and the doot closed behind
them. With the promise of safety George’s conscience awoke
momentarily within him. He looked, half-comprehending, at
Michael, drooping in Hubert’s arms.

“Couldn’t we go back for Mr. Gallon?” he faltered.
“He’s a good chap. He was in the doorway.”

He began to weep, but Hubert said grimly : “Everybody
for himself now,”” and pulled a lever in the wall.

They were in a long, low tunnel, with gratings of criss-
cross ironwork running down the centre of the floor. These
gratings began to emit a thin blue vapout, warm and pungent.

“Open your clothes and flap them about,”” said Hubett.
““We must get thoroughly neutralised before we go in, in case
any gas has spread.”

He busied himself with Michael’s clothes. ““We were only
just in time,”” he said. “‘See.. The boy’s eyes are alteady one
mass of inflammation.”” After an uncomfortable two minutes
he picked up the unconscious boy and strode to the farther
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door. George followed, as-in a dream. A voice barked at
them from a mouthpiece in the upper panel.

“How many ?”

“Three.”

“All right—come in.”’

The door slid open and closed again. Once more there
was a long, low tunnel, but this time there was an attendant,
staring at them grotesquely from behind a goggled mask.

“The first Lock,” said Hubert. “Raises the air pressure.
Keeps everything out. How’s your heart ?*’

“Bad,” said George.

“Can’t help it,” said Hubert. “‘It’s the only way.”

The goggled figure slid open the farther door. There,
was a faint, hissing sound, and a growing weight settled on
George’s chest. His temples wete hammering. His scalp
seemed to be fitting him too tightly. His breathing grew
opptessed. Then, as he began to feel momentarily easier,
they passed through to another tunnel, and when the door
closed behind them the attendant was again cut off from his’
fellow-men—a goggled guardian of the gates between the
upper and lower air.

They were in a sloping passage ; now down some stone
steps. Now in another tunnel, bearing away to the left. Con-
fused noises came to their ears. Once more a door had to be
passed, in charge of two Gas Guards this time, not wearing
their masks, and bright with berets and cuffs. One of them.
spoke : “ What’s it like outside, mate ?

‘“Blue muzrder.”

“So I thought,” said the Guard jerking his ﬁngcr behind
him. A few more steps and the fugitives emerged into a hive
of subterranean activity—a low, pillared hall of vast extent,
from which tunnels radiated in all directions. -

On every side the air-locks were discharging. people from.
the terror above ground.  On every:side arose the groans of
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those injured in the frantic affray. Wild eyes stared with the
delirium of horror. Many were in a state of imbecility.
Children were shivering like frightened animals—but children
were in the minority, as the hundreds of trampled bodies in
the bloody streets above bore grim witness.

Notices and placards hung on every pillar. Loud-speakers
barked instructions. Swift-moving staff workers tended,
directed, questioned and guided. The crowds from the various
lock entries were being continually sorted out and piloted
down this avenue and that—to the seemingly endless rows of
cubicles, each with their sleeping bunks, one above the other,
like berths in ships’ cabins. And the air hummed and pal-
pitated with sounds of machinery. The refugees were sick
with suspense, waiting for news, waiting to know what had
descended upon them from the wintry blue of the skies.

And Old Arbler, crouched by the fire in the deserted house,
heard the vibrant voices of the strange cigar shapes travelling
overhead. He heard the rush and whine of their descent and
the yelling turmoil of the people. He heard the three succes-
sive crashes as the robot-controlled, long distance torpedoes
fell into the streets.

Conflicting emotions whitled through his brain. Con-
sternation, anger, fear, disbelief, resolve, hesitation, chagrin
. . - and then wild terror urged him into the open. He did not
know which way to run, but came, nevertheless, into the open
space before the Air-Lock. Dust blew into his eyes, making
them smart. Through a watery film he saw the ground
carpeted with the dead and the dying. High up against the
outer gate of the Lock was piled a heap of corpses. He moaned
with fear and began to run aimlessly, first one way and then
another. Three Service lorries roared up to the spot. Goggled
Gas Guards sprang from them and ran to the ghastly heap
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by the gates. They began to extricate the bodies, one by one,
with feverish haste.

““ What about me ? >* shrieked Old Arbler, stumbling after
them. “Give me a mask. For God’s sake give me a mask.”

But they could not hear his frantic voice through the fabric
that protected them, and Old Arbler spoke no more. White-
hot knives began to hack at his throat and downwazrds into his
chest. Smarting agonies blinded his eyes and he knew that
his end had come.
, Down below in the Lock the survivors were sick with

suspense—waiting for news. Above still reared on high the

flaming Beacon of Safety which had now become the
Tombstone of a Stampede—the dazzling, ncon-lit sign:
“A.G. 757



_Ll..l.'

4 #Wv?-.rl ..l.dmy)iﬁ .

4 n
o %

1
1 . >
' lk:u! h A
"t s eSHE Ly R L e +-c
“vin F o 2etg Gl CHEY M .#ﬁm = M- SERY. i
rnlEtmn ot "" ot FiEnT N A bl 'Fl‘?h
i et iy SO YRR TRER e e i ALy
il anl she i hu:] tecn iy BR] 48 4500 I(f !
el S s |[i J‘M‘-Hlb'- I'Iﬂ'-l Slliaas (03
u'lmhll
dw 000 Sidw SHrmvvr a0 b SR REE T risd
SR T T L o i teda el et H'IMV. o .
Lo at oo TRA St vWeERS T bl
it ol fmsie endlamh T ot abidna® Ny le shnaing
. el




SHEIKH A. ABDULLAH
The Shrine of the Holy Pir
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THE SHRINE OF THE HOLY PIR

FOOT and from afar came the troubled to pray at the

Shrine of the Holy Abdul Pir. Came the halt, beseeching

that their twisted limbs might be made straight. Came the

distressed in spirit that they might have peace, the childless

that the hunger in their hearts might be appeased, the relations

of the sick unto death that their loved ones be made whole
again.

Such a medley of brave desires burdening the hopeful
carriers through scorching miles of a pitiless Eastern sun,
until, having reached their destination, their own travail was
forgotten, and, with their overburdened minds relieved, they
hopefully started on the return journey, strengthened in heart
to face a benign future which now held what an unwilling past
had determinedly denied.

For sixty years had Alif Bux, the Keeper of the Shrine,
tended the sacred grave. He had grown so much a part of
it that no pilgrim would have considered his journey complete
had he not received a charm from the pious keeper, who was
looked upon with almost equal veneration to the dead saint
himself. Tall, bearded, lean and bent, with long white hair
hanging round his spare shoulders, he might have been
Father Time himself.

Many disciples came to hear the teaching of the old shrine-
keeper. Only the very new asked anything of the dead saint’s
history. Those who had for long been constant visitors
realised that the sanctity of the deceased made such 2 thing as
common inquiry a sacrilege.

69
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One evening, after the pilgrims had taken their departure
and but one disciple remained, quiet fell upon the desert
shrine.

Sitting cross-legged upon the earth floor of his hut, while
the rosary beads dropped through his worn brown fingers,
the shrine-keeper fixed his dark eyes, still luminous, upon his
faithful follower.

“My son, I am, as you see, an old man, having given
my life to prayer and to the glorification of God. For nearly
seventy years have I tended this shrine. It may be the will of
God that any day now my work may finish. Who then would
there be to give help to those who seck assistance on the
problems of their daily life? Long have I thought over this
problem, and it will ease what time may yet be left to me to
know my successor. Having given much thought to this
important question, the answer has been vouchsafed to me.
You, my son, will succeed me !”’

“Holy Father, I greatly fear my eligibility for the noble
task. My worth to be the keeper of this holy shrine may be
greatly inadequate. May Allah spare you many years of
devoutness yet.”

“Thy piety will continue to grow with age. Meanwhile,
thy worth shall be proved. One requires little of the world’s
baubles in this quiet place, and Allah in His mercy provides
for me out of His bounty through the pilgrims who supply
me with all I need and more.”

““What may I do, Father, to prove that I am deserving of
so great an honour »”’

“To-morrow at dawn thou shalt set forth into the desert,
taking with you my staff and my donkey. Travel far and gain
wisdom and understanding, and then when thou art aware of
thy absence of fear, return, O Aziz Khan.”

“So be it, my father,”” assented the young man. ‘May
Allah be my guide and may thy prayers be with me.”
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The disciple spent the night in prayer and the dawn hour
came when the aged shrine-keeper gave his blessing, his
donkey and his staff to the pilgrim, and stood with hand-
shaded eyes to watch the departing disciple. -

For days the young man kept steadfastly on his way, eating
of such fruits as came his way, scarcely sheltering from the
angry glare of the noontide sun lest his body escape any trial.
At night he lay where darkness overtook him.

Weeks passed, until the disciple had lost count of time as
well as direction. Many a day he went hungry and thirsty.
There were days when fever made it impossible for him to
move. The donkey ate what grass the inhospitable desert
provided, but there were times for it, too, when hunger, a
thing it had never experienced before, gnawed incessantly.

Through it all, whether the blistered agony of the sun, the
parched and swollen lips through fever, the lacerated feet, or
the interminable loneliness, Aziz Khan saw only the proof of
his fitness for the sanctuary tended by the hermit shrine-keeper.

One morning when both man and beast were weakened
by hunger and thirst, the donkey was too ill to move. Again
and again it strove to rise, only to fall. All their water was
finished, and the young man sought most of the day for a
desert pool without success.

It was late in the afternoon when he returned to the worn-
out donkey. To his grief he found it dead. His loneliness
was complete. The fact that his companion, albeit a beast of
burden, was dead came as a blow to him. He grieved for it,
remembering how well it had served his master and, as long
as its strength lasted, himself. The unusual circumstances
of its death made the poor donkey ennobled in life and exalted
in death. This was no ordinary beast of the field to be left to
the merciless talons of the flesh-devouring vultures.

Let it be the Jast act his failing strength allowed him, he
would bury the donkey. It takes all the will of a feeble man to
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urge himself to action, and the mournful duty of hollowing
out a sandy grave for the last friend he could ever hope now of
having was almost too much for his depressed spirits.

The sand had been heaped over the dead donkey, and,
with his remaining strength, the pilgrim prayed for succour.

Almost before he had made the request the prayer was
answered, for his eyes beheld surely what was a mirage or a
derangement of the mind ! There, some hundreds of yards in
front, was a company of horsemen. Voices now reached the
sick man, shouts, laughter. Now but a hundred yards away the
band halted. A minute or so passed and a horseman galloped
towards him, asked who he was and if he required assistance.

Fear took possession of the feeble pilgrim. Suppose he
told this man the grave was that of a donkey, they would not
believe him. Suppose they accused him of murder? The
fact that exhumation is forbidden in the East would make
difficulty in proving his words. He would say as little as he
could and thus prevent either jeers or accusations.

The horseman informed him that the Sheikh was riding
homeward with a company of his men, and would gladly
give any assistance necessary to the traveller.

Merely saying that he was a pilgrim in search of truth,
and that he was hungry and thirsty, Aziz Khan begged the
horseman to thank the Sheikh and to request a little food and
water.

The man spoke of the pilgrim in such sympathetic tones
that the Sheikh bid him give water to the traveller and to say
that food would be sent twice daily for as long as he cared to
remain. Doubtless, said the Sheikh, the grave was that of
some old pious saint who had died on the journey. Perhaps
the young man was his disciple, who, naturally, did not care
to recount the passing of his master.

Food and fruit came daily to the traveller, who soon
revived. The Sheikh, having an inward respect for hermits,
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paid a personal visit, saying it was his desire to erect a mauso-
leum over the grave, the best his means afforded, and the young
man would do him honour by remaining as guardsman of the
shrine.

At once the building was erected, and with every stone
added to the structure the possibility of telling the truth of what
lay beneath became the more impossible.

At last the magnificent tomb was complete. Every day
food came from the Sheikh, and within a very short space of
time pilgrims began to arrive, bringing their prayers and
hopes even as they did to the other shrine. The majority of
~ these travellers gave also of their charity to the keeper of this
holy mausoleum.

The reports of the sanctity of both keeper and shrine
travelled far, as good news will, be it desert or city, and the
number of pilgrims who had travelled great distances increased ;
so did the affluence of the shrine-keeper. This role which had
been thrust upon him through no effort or desire of his own
had now overpowered and defeated him. He was bound to
remain, however mixed his feelings, until the perplexity solved
itself and the agitation became less and eventually ceased to exist.

But, instead of ceasing, this new tomb created a cult never
dreamed of by its keeper. People unable to walk were carried
on litters through the isolated nudity of the flaming desert
sun, all hoping that the good opinion of so esteemed a shrine-
keeper and the benison of so worthy a saint would bring the
missing ingredient to their health or happiness. Pilgrims
who had previously made the perilous journey to the Shrine
of Abdul Pir now undertook the still more hazardous road to
that of Ahmed Ali Pir.

The aged shrine-tender found his living now almost gone
and himself near to starvation. Repeatedly he had heard of
the Shrine of Ahmed Ali Pir and wondered who this great saint
could have been. '

Cc*
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At last he made up his mind, frail as he was, to undertake
the journey. Perhaps the attainment of this desire might mean
for him in his now barren old age a second blooming. He
would find out who this great saint, who had unwittingly
robbed him of his livelihood, was, or die in the attempt.

~ His donkey gone, he was obliged to depend upon his feet
for the journey. Weeks passed, as he went on through heat
and sandstorm common to the desert traveller, until the day
came when he arrived at the mausoleum of Ahmed Ali Pir.

He was surprised at the number of pilgrims in so desolate
a part. It was prayer-time and the old man took his place at
the rear of the worshippers. Prayer over, one by one took
farewell of the shrine-keeper until only a few were left. When
the young man caught sight of his old master, he was so
overcome with confusion and humiliation that he fell down
on his knees.

At first, Alif Bux failed to recognise in the now stout,
well-cared-for shrine-keeper his one-time disciple, Aziz Khan,
and, bidding the young man rise to his feet, embraced him and
asked how it came that he had become the guardian of the
great saint’s tomb, whose history he had travelled so many
miles to hear.

Aziz Khan trembled from head to foot and averted his
gaze from that of his pious master. Here was Nemesis tracking
him down with a vengeance. What was there to do but tell
the truth ?

“My master, my face is blackened for ever before you,
whom I respect and love. The truth-must be told : in this
magnificent tomb lies your donkey. It died and I feared to
tell, lest I might be accused of murder.”’

“My donkey ! My donkey !”” repeated Alif Bux in hushed
tones.

“Even so, my master, but forgive me ! Greatis my remorse,
and my penitence and contrition I lay at your feet.”
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““Arise, my son, I will speak to thee. Know’st thou that
for over sixty years I tended the grave of a saint ?”

“Well I know it, my father.”

““Thou also know’st that the sanctity of this new shrine
became so much greater than the one which I tended that I
lost my livelihood and was forced to leave. Now, having
found my old disciple, it is my desire to remain here for the
rest of my days.”

More and more conscience-stricken as the days passed,
Aziz Khan suffered mental agony in the thought of the net
which had entangled him and seemed as if it would hold him
now interminably to this shrine. One day, while talking to
his old master, Alif Bux, he said :

T fain would know the history of the saint whose shrine
was your care for nearly seventy years.”

“That history, my son, has never been told to mortal
man, but I will tell it to thee, that it may ease thy burdened
mind. That shrine was the grave of the grandfather of your
donkey.””
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ALEXANDRE DUMAS

My Adventure at Soissons
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MY ADVENTURE AT SOISSONS

ARIS was in the hands of the revolutionaries, but the
P victory we had won in those three days of street-fighting
at the end of July, 1830, seemed to be in peril. For at the
Hoétel de Ville T heard General La Fayette, the leader of the
revolutionaries, lament that there was an acute shortage of
powder. If the Royalist troops wete to advance on Paris, we
should be unable to defend ourselves against them.

“Let me fetch powder, General,” I said. ““Soissons is a
garrison town and must have plenty to spare.”

“But it is a Royalist centre I”” General La Fayette exclaimed.
“You must be mad !’

““Oh, no, I am sane enough,” I replied, “I’ll even swear to
it. At any rate, give me a pass so that I can see General
Gérard.”

I went to the table and scribbled the line, ‘“Permit M.
Alexandre Dumas to see General Gérard.”” La Fayette signed
the order, and, since I still had the pen in my hand, T added
the words, “To whom we recommend the project he has just
made.”” That order gave me access to General Gérard, who
was responsible for the military supplies, but he did not take
to my suggestioni with enthusiasm.

““And General La Fayette has actually recommended that
proposition !’ General Gérard ejaculated, when I had ex-
plained my intention of fetching powder from Soissons.

“Read for yourself,”” I replied, “the sentence is plain
enough. All I ask, General, is an order calling upon the
militaty authorities to surrender the powder.”

79



8o ALEXANDRE DUMAS

“But the plan is impossible,” said Gérard. ““The chances
are twenty to one that you will be shot. Besides, I cannot
compromise myself by signing any such order.”

“Yet I am prepared to compromise myself by carrying it
out,”’ I answered. “Let me draft an order.”

I wrote quickly, and presented him with a sheet on which .
I had jotted down these words : ““The military authorities of
Soissons are requested to surtender.all the powder in the
magazine or in the town to M. Alexandre Dumas.”

I had expected General Gérard to copy the order in his
own handwriting, but it was perhaps lucky that he metely
signed by draft. For then I was able to write below his name,
“Minister of War.” I hurried back to General La Fayette and
obtained from him a proclamation addressed to the citizens
of Soissons.

I had now all the documents I required for my expedition,
but I felt that it would be convenient to have a travelling
companion—if only for the purpose of securing decent burial
for me in case of the disaster which Generals Ta Fayette and
Gérard anticipated. As I came down the steps of the Hoétel
de Ville, I espied a young painter named Bard.

“‘Ah, Bard, old fellow,” I said, ‘‘come along with me.”

“Where to »”’

“To Soissons,” I replied. “For the purpose of getting
shot.”

I should love it,”” Batrd said.

I asked him to fetch my double-batrelled pistols from my
flat, and to meet me at Le Bourget, and the worthy fellow
did as he was told. I had been born not far from Soissons,
and I knew that the gates of the town closed at eleven. As it
was three before I left Patis, and the distance was twenty-four
leagues, there was no time to lose.

We changed horses every few leagues and covered half the
joutney in slightly over four hours. But at Nanteuil they



MY ADVENTURE AT SOISSONS 81

gave us an old postilion who regarded his horses as more
important than the service of the Revolution. Since argument
was lost upon him, I made him descend, dtew his boots on
my own legs, and, jumping up on the saddle-horse, went off
at full gallop.

We created a sensation when we reached Villers-Cotterets.
It is my native town and friends implored me not to go to
Soissons, the stronghold of Royalism. I explained, however,
that not only would I drive on to Soissons, but that I meant to
reach it before eleven.

“You won’t manage it,”” said a voice. “But I can get
you in.”?

The speaker was a friend of mine, Hutin, who lived in
Soissons and who, knowing the gate-keeper, could go in and
out when he liked. Since there was no need for burry in those
circumstances, I thought that we might as well have supper.
Cartier, the hotel-keeper, turned out a meal worthy of the
occasion and twenty of us sat down to do it justice.

The opinion was that my expedition was doomed to
failure. General La Fayette had said the chances were twenty
to one against me, my Villers-Cotterets friends, with local
knowledge, put the odds at a hundred to one and expressed
the opinion that Bard and I would be shot befote twenty-four
hours had gone.

“Cartier,”” I said to the hotel-keeper, I order 2 dinner for
twenty at the same time to-morrow evening, on condition
that it is eaten whether we survive or not. Here’s the payment
in advance.”

“Keep your money,” replied Cartier. ‘“Pay for it to-
morrow if you are alive. If not, I’ll supply it free of charge in
memory of you !’

We set off from Villers-Cotterets at eleven o’clock, and
two hours later we were at Soissons. The gatekeeper recog-
nised Hutin and let us all pass through. He little knew that

3
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he had opened the gates of the town to the Revolution. We
went to Hutin’s house, but we did not go to bed. We had
work to do first of all, for I had made up my mind that the
white flag of the Royalists, which floated from the top of
the cathedral, should be replaced by the tricolour of the
Revolution.

Hutin’s mother gave us the red curtains from the dining-
room, the blue one from the drawing-room, and a white sheet
completed the red, white and blue of the national flag. As for
the flag-staff—the existing one would do petfectly well for the
tricolour. Flag-staffs do not proclaim their opinions.

Our plans were soon made. Bard and Hutin were to
substitute the tricolour for the Royalist flag, and I was to
seize the powder magazine. Bard was to relieve me at the
magazine while I went to the commandant of the town,
M. de Liniéres, to seek authority for carrying the powder back
to Paris. It was quite simple to decide how we should like to
obtain the powder.

I stationed myself at the powder magazine, and as soon as
I saw the Royalist flag come down and the tricolour go up in
its place, I climbed the wall, holding my rifle ready for action.
The magazine was guarded by three old soldiers of unques-
tionable courage, but I hoped that they would not be unfavour-
ably disposed towards the Revolution. They were gazing
in surprise at the tricolour floating over the cathedral when'I
jumped down and presented my gun.

I have come for all the powder in the town,”” I explained.
““Please look at this order from General Gérard.”

They stared at me in surprise, but one of them read the
order and was satisfied of its authenticity. Still covering them
with my rifle, I asked them to give me their word of honour
to go into their house and not stir without my permission.
The promise was given and the three soldiers retired into their
house. At that moment Bard arrived and I handed over the
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command of the powder magazine to him. But before I left
I arranged a little four-inch gun so that it was pointed at the
main entrance.

“Smoke and keep on smoking,”” I told Bard. “So that if
anyone breaks down the door you can pass a lighted cigarette
across the priming.”” Bard raised no objection to a plan which
gave him-an excuse to smoke cigarette after cigarette, and I
was on the point of setting out for the office of the commandant
of the town when something occurred to me. I had given
Bard my double-barrelled pistols, but he now had a cannon
all to himself. A rifle, 2 cannon and pistols were excessive, so
I took charge of the pistols myself.

It was not difficult to find the office of M. de Liniéres,
and the sentry at the door paid no attention to me when I
passed through. M. de Lini¢res was engaged in interrogating
an officer regarding the substitution of the Royalist flag by
the tricolour.

‘“Pardon me, M. le Vicomte,” I interrupted, ““but if you
want the full details, no one can give them better than myself.”

“Who ate you, monsieur ?”’ the commandant cried in
amazement.

There was some excuse for him. I had been fighting or
travelling for the last four days and my clothes were torn and
dirty. I lost no time in explaining my identity and the reason
why I had made this descent upon Soissons. Then I produced
the order given me by General Gérard. But it did not make
M. de Lini¢res any more favourably disposed towards me,
He was an ultra-Royalist. Paris might be in the hands of the
Revolutionaries, he had said, but Soissons would remain
faithful to the King. Rather than allow the town to be captured
by the Republicans, he would destroy it and bury himself
beneath its ruins.

“You must know, monsieur, that I do not recognise the
authority of the Revolution,” he said, handing me back the
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order. ‘Further, there is nothing to show that your pass is
genuine—the document is not properly drawn up nor is it
sealed.”

“I give you my word of honour that the signature is really
that of General Gérard.”

“Oh, I don’t doubt you for a moment,” the commandant
returned with a half ironical smile. ‘‘But further discussion is
useless, for the magazine in this town does not contain two
hundred cartridges.”

The smile irritated me.

“Since you don’t know exactly, monsieur,” I said, “I
shall find out from the three soldiers who are my prisoners on
parole.”

“Your prisoners I’” he ejaculated.

“Exactly, M. le Vicomte,” I said politely. ““And when I
Lave the information, I shall come back and pass it on to you !’

I went to the magazine and called out to Bard to ascertain

he quantity of powder in the magazine. The reply was that
the contents consisted of two hundred pounds, and with this
information I returned to the commandant. As before, the
seatry let me pass unquestioned. The commandant had been
joined by the lieutenant of police and the Lieutenant-Colonel
of the Engineers. The other officer was also present ; I don’t
know who he was.

I have sent for my colleagues,” the commandant said in a
jeering tone as I eatered. ‘“You can tell them the object of
your mission.” {

“Merely a question of transferring powder from here to
Paris,” I said. ““And, M. le Vicomte, you are badly informed
—the magazine contains two hundred pounds of powder.”

““That has nothing to do with it,”” said the commandant.
““The point is that you come to a military town with a garrison
of eight hundred men to seize our supplies. Suppose we
refuse—have you a force to take it ?”’
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“I mean to take it,”’ I said, ““and, once again, T ask for your
authorisation.””

“And you think, M. Dumas, that you can make me sign
such an order ? Perhaps you have noticed that there are four
of us ?”’

I had posted myself so that I commanded the door and 1
had also prepared the double Jocks of my pistols. Idrew them
out quickly and pointed the muzzles at the others.

“Messieurs,” 1 said, ““unless the order is signed within
five seconds, I will blow out your brains. As M. le Vicomte
has pointed out, you are four—I have four bullets |’

I was deadly pale, but nevertheless my face showed that I
meant to catry out my threat. The pistol in my right hand
was only a foot and a half from M. de Liniéres, and, holding
it pointed steadily, I began to count the seconds. When 1
reached “‘three,”” there was an interruption. A side-door was
flung open and the wife of M. de Lini¢res burst into the room.
Her terror was apparent.

“Dearest, give in to him 1"’ she cried. ““It is another rising
of the blacks !”

“Monsieur,” said the commandant, ‘“respect for my
wife P

“Monsieur,” I interrupted, no less politely, “I have the
greatest respect for Madame, but I have a sister and mother.
Have the kindness to send Madame from the room so that we
can fight this question between men.”

“Dearest, dearest,”” Madame de Lini¢res continued to
implore, gazing at me with terrified eyes all the while, “do
what he asks—I beg you, do what he asks. Remember the
massacre of my father and mother by the negroes in St.
Domingo !’

When Madame de Lini¢res had cried that it was ‘““another
rising of the blacks,” I had not understood what she meant.
But now I did understand. She thought that I was a negro,
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from my fuzzy hair, with my complexion burnt black by three
days in the sun, and my slightly Creole method of speech.
With the recollection of the murder of her parents by the
negroes, she was overcome with fear. The situation was so
strained that it could not be prolonged.

“How can I give in to one man ?”’ the commandant asked
me in despair. ‘It is impossible, monsieur.”

“Would you like me to sign a document saying that you
wrote the order at the point of my pistol ?*” I said.

“Yes, yes,” yelled Madame de Linieres. “Dearest, do
give in. I beg you, let him have his order.”

“Or perhaps,” I went on to the commandant, ““you would
prefer me to rake up two or three friends so that we are four
on each side ?”’

“Yes, monsieut,”” the commandant replied.

“Very well, M. le Vicomte,”” I said. “But beware—I am
relying upon your word of honour not to move a single step.”

The commandant and the other officers gave their word,
and I uncocked my pistols.

“It is all over, Madame,”” 1 said to the commandant’s
wife ; and, turning to the officers, I added, “Messicurs, expect
me back in five minutes.”

I left the office, but I had no idea where I was to find the
supporters to make the numbers equal on both sides. In the
street, however, I saw Hutin and a friend of his, Moreau, and
I signalled to them to come into the courtyard and take up a
position outside the window of the commandant’s room.
Then I returned to face M. de Liniéres. The parole had been
strictly kept and the officers had not stirred.

“Be good enough to inform M. le Commandant,” I said
through the window to Hutin and Moreau, ‘“‘that you will
fire immediately if the order to carry away the power is not
signed ? >’

Hutin and Moreau pointed their guns,
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“Enough, monsieur,”” said the commandant. ‘I am ready
to sign.”

In a few moments I had the required authorisation signed
by M. de Linieres. It empowered me to take away all the
powder in the magazine, and I needed nothing more. I
apologised to Madame de Lini¢res for my unavoidable intru-
sion and joined my friends outside. It was suggested that I
ought to do things in a legal way and that I should seek the
assistance of the Mayor. When he saw my authorisation, the
Mayor accompanied me to the magazine without question,
and nothing could have been more legal than the proceedings
when, in the presence of the Mayor, and by virtue of the order
signed by the commandant, I called upon the guards to open
up the magazine. !

It contained less than two hundred pounds of powder. I
was getting ready to arrange for its transportation when the
Mayor claimed the powder for the defence of the town. That
was not unreasonable, but I had not come so fat.and gone
through so much in order to be stopped at the last by the
Mayor. I was, therefore, on the point of replying that I could
not admit the claim when one of the soldiers whispered to me
that a storehouse in the town contained no less than three
thousand pounds.

I told the Mayor that if I found three thousand pounds
he was welcome to the total contents of the powder magazine,
and hurried to the keeper of the storehouse. That individual,
however, would not give up the key, so it was necessary to
leave him locked in his house and gain entrance to the store-
house ourselves. After doing everything else so legally, it
was unfortunare that we had to break down the door with
axes.

We found the three thousand pounds and arranged for a
wagon to carry it back to Paris for the use of the Revolution-
aries. I was dead tired after the travelling and the excitement,
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and I slept most of the way back to Paris. At nine o’clock
next morning I presented myself to General La Fayette. He
had lost his voice and could not speak a word of welcome.
But he held out his arms and embraced me—he could at least
do that.

And the powder which Bard and Hutin and I had fetched
twenty-four leagues from a garrison town with eight hundred
soldiers ? Well, it turned out not to be used by the Republi-
cans. For, during my absence, things had moved quickly in
Paris. The conservative elements had decided to tty another
king, and the Republic we had fought to establish by our
struggle in 1830 had vanished. The Duke of Orleans had
been invited to ascend the throne. ‘‘Invited’” is hardly the
right word—an ultimatum had been issued to him. “The
crown or a passpozt,”” he had been told ; and as the Duke of
Orleans did not care for exile and did like to think of himself
as King of France, he chose to reign under the name of
Louis-Philippe.

Paris had known me as a dramatist, but the news of my
adventure at Soissons had spread through the capital, and I
gained a reputation as a man of action. The new king, who
was well aware of my activities in the theatre, had learned
of my expedition and summoned me to him. ‘“Monsieur
Dumas,” he said, “you.have produced your best drama !’
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THE STATUE AND THE BUST

N the ranks of the Foreign Legion are to be found repre-
sentatives and exponents of almost every trade, profession,
calling, vocation, science and art known to man.

It was the boast of the Colonel of one battalion that not
only could his men build @#d decorate a church, but could
provide the priest to officiate therein, not to mention the
organist and a magnificent choir of male voices.

On one occasion, in a gatrison town and in piping times
of peace—in other words, while the battalion was withdrawn
from campaigning for a much-needed breathing-space, rest
and recuperation—the Colonel (Major or Chef de Bataillon,
really) decided to throw a party.

Tt was to be a really big affair and handsomely done, ad
majorem legionis gloriam, to give pleasure and satisfaction to the
General ; still more pleasure and satisfaction to the lady whom
the Colonel delighted to honour and hoped to marry, and to
redound to his own credit and to further his advancement.

There was to be a kind of garden-party on a scale of
unprecedented magnificence ; an a/ fresco dinner in a great
marquee ; and, the piéce de résistance ; a splendid theatrical
show, concert, variety entertainment, and stage play provided
entirely by the men of his battalion.

And this entertainment was to be given in a theatre
especially built for the occasion.

When one says built for the occasion, one means, literally,
for the occasion. A wonderful mushroom growth which
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should arise from the sands on which the camp was pitched
almost overnight as does a great circus tent.

And swiftly as it arose, even more swiftly should it depatt.
The Colonel, like the magician of the Arabian Nights, should
wave his wand, his genii of the Legion should appeat, set to
work, and the magic palace (of varieties) should materialise ;
and with another wave of his wand next day should
disappear. .

First of all, the Colonel talked the matter over with his
second-in-command and the Adjutant-Major. Then, at mess
that night, he enlarged upon the subject, giving his imagination
full rein and his ideas full play.

As he aired his notions new ones occurred to him, and the
scheme grew and grew, going from strength to strength,
until to some of his hearers at least it seemed altogether too
strong.

However, for the Colonel to command was for the battalion
to obey. The right men were sought out, the right materials
sought for, difficulties overcome, objections silenced.

Sure enough, men were found for the work ; carpenters
in plenty (and it was they who were in most demand for the
construction of the temporary theatre), decorators, architects,
draughtsmen, bandsmen, actors, singers, soloist musicians,
acrobats, a juggler, a raconteur (his repertoire heavily censored),
a musical clown, a comic singet—in short, everything that the
most exacting theatre proprietor, impresario, stage manager
—and audience—could desire. And all done by the battalion.

With the way things went the Colonel was pleased. And,
what is more, he actually said so.

Inspecting the theatre a day or two before his grand
tamasha, he observed, with pardonable pride, to his friend, a
Colonel of Spahis who accompanied him :

“Well, mon ami, what do you think of that? That’s one
of the things even the Spahis couldn’t do, eh? Build and
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equip a theatre, even if they could provide the talent to
petform in it.”’

The Spahi Colonel smilingly admitted that, although he’d
never tried, he didn’t really suppose he could find quite such
a heterogeneous galaxy of talent in the ranks of his regiment,
adding, somewhat unnecessarily :

“But, of course, we are only cavalry soldiers !” with a
slight accent on the “soldiers.”

And as they stood in the foyer, taking a last glance round—
for positively the theatre had a foyer, off which opened cloak-
rooms wherein both the lady and gentlemen guests might leave
impedimenta—the Spahi Colonel remarked :

“Marvellous ! Truly marvellous!. .. Positively the only
improvement I can think of, to make it absolutely the real
thing, is the usual statue holding a lamp. . . . Just there, at the
entrance to the auditorium.”

The Colonel laughed.

‘It shall be done, mwon ami,” said he. ““You are quite right.
It wants a noble statue, just there., It shall be done.” '

Really the Colonel was going it, running past himself
altogether, surely. Even supposing that there were in the
ranks of his battalion a sculptor, how on earth could he be
expected to produce a statue in so brief a time ?

And although he boasted that he had a representative of
every trade on earth, it was hardly likely that he would happen
to have a genuine sculptor; and, if he had, how on earth
was the man to produce even the materials and tools for making
the statue in so short a time ?

And, failing that, where on earth was he to find a statue ?
There certainly wasn’t one in Maraknez. Why, there wasn’t
such a thing for hundreds of miles. {Probably the nearest
was in some hotel or theatre in Algiers, or perhaps
Tangier.

The Spahi Colonel smiled.
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His cher colligne was surely talking through his hat this
time.

And so the Colonel himself began to think in his calmer
moments and the privacy of his tent. It had been a very foolish
boast to make. A silly thing to say. Howevet, he had said
there should be a statue, and a statue there should be.

How ? He didn’t know, and he didn’t care. He merely
announced at mess that night : “Gentlemen, I congratulate
you all. I congratulate the battalion, in the persons of its
officers. ‘The theatre is really wonderful.”

Subdued applause.

“But it lacks one thing.”

Anxious eyes all turned, as one, upon the Colonel.

“It lacks one thing. A statue in the foyer. I leave it to
you. You will parade your men. You will find a sculptor ;
several sculptors if necessary. They will find a suitable
block of stone and will all work upon it at once,
night and day, if necessary. The best of them all will
do the finishing touches. . . . Finis coronat opus. It is to
be a statue of—etr—Hercules, we’ll say . . . a magnificent figure
of a man with noble muscles. . . . Please and delight the ladies
. . . the right arm to be raised and the hand to be pierced to
hold a lamp. . ..

“Yes. A statue of Hercules, by Saturday night. That’s
all. With every confidence I leave it to you.” ,

Quoting someone or other, the Colonel had once remarked
to Lieutenant Forqueray that it was indeed a very good thing
for a young man to be a pushing young man, but definitely
a bad thing for a young man to be known as a pushing young
man.
The Colonel knew the lieutenant to be a very pushing
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young man and, while admiring his pushfulness, disliked his
personality.

But it must be admitted that on this occasion he went up
several steps in the Colonel’s estimation when, requesting an
interview, he announced that the Colonel might set his mind
at rest on the question of the statue for the foyer of the theatre.

While other officers had shaken dubious heads, prophesied

that the Colonel had for once promised more than he could
~ perform, and wondered what on carth was to be done about
it, Lieutenant Forqueray had set to work.

“You’ve actually got a statue, mon enfant?” asked the
Colonel. |

““Non, mon Colonel,” replied Lieutenant Forqueray truthfully
“I’'ve not yet got the statue—but yox have as good as got it.
You may rely upon me, and you may count upon it.”’

The Colonel eyed the young man appreciatively, kindly,
indulgently, one might almost say admiringly.

“I shall not forget it, my boy,”” smiled the Colonel, and
made a note to the effect that there are worse things than push
in 2 young man who intends to make his way and to please his
Colonel. :

At luncheon that day the good news was announced.

“Now, how the devil has he managed it ?** speculated the
Second-in-Command. “‘Supposing he’d got wind of a statue
of sorts, from some dive or other, think of the cost and trouble
of transport. . . . For there’s certainly no such thing in
Maraknez.”

““Hope the young fool hasn’t sent a squad of his scoundrels
to raid a public building somewhere,”” growled his neighbour.
“Nice thing if he has hauled it off the fagade of some Hoétel de
Ville or Palais de Justice!”’

“Wonder if he’s been to the excavations at Tipagad and got

hold of a genuine Greek or Roman statue,” mused Captain
Couperin,
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“Sounds altogether too timely and neat and & propos,”
observed another officer. “‘Besides, they wouldn’t let him
get away with it. Altogether too valuable. . . . But it’s just
possible he may have done something of the sort. If so, there
will be a frightful hue and cry. Well, it’s his funeral. Per-
sonally I shall believe it when I see it. But, mon dies, he must
produce a statue, since he’s definitely informed the Colonel
that he’s going to do so. . . . I wonder if it is humanly possible
to make one—that would pass muster in a dim light—of some
sort of composition ?”’ :

‘A statuette, perhaps,” replied his friend. ““If they’d got
a real live Latin Quarter sculptor. But where would they get
the stuff for a life-sized statue, clay or composition—or
whatever they use? As for carving one out of a block or
marble, it is obviously impossible . . . absolutely. I should
think it would take weeks.”’

““Well, yes,” speculated the other, “if you were going to
do it for the Conservatoire des Arts, and all that ; but we aren’t
expecting a Rodin statue of Carrara marble. A gang of them
might knock up something out of sand-stone, and a clever
chap put the finishing touches. . . . Or some clever devil might
do some impressionist thing in dry mud and whitewash. I
don’t know, I’'m sure. Anyhow, I shouldn’t care to be in
Master Forqueray’s shoes if he lets the Colonel down.”

Lieutenant Forqueray was not a popular officer. On the
contrary, although he had not been long with the company,
he was already detested by the men under his command. Not
once had he been known to take any personal interest in the
health, comfort, and welfare of /es Jégionnaires ; to look into any
case of punishment and find out whether right was on the side
of the accused soldier ; to spend a penny of his own money on
wine for thitsty Jégionnaires ; ot to take the trouble to learn
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the name, or remember the face and record, of any of the men
under his command, except, perhaps, a few notorious offenders
whom he himself perpetually punished, like le McSnorrt and
Spanish Maine.

And of all those who hated him, none did so more bitterly
than the ex-gentleman known as Spanish Maine.

There were those who believed that the /gionnaire and the
officer had known each other, years before, in private life, and
that there was some ancient and long-standing reason for the
feclings of bitter contempt and savage hatred which the
soldier entertained for his officer.

While other members of his esconade freely expressed their
detestation of Lieutenant Forqueray, Spanish Maine found that
words failed him. Deeds might not, however; and it was
generally considered that should Lieutenant Forqueray on
active service get between Spanish Maine and the enemy, his
position would be doubly unwholesome.

And yet when the lieutenant, parading his men, bade them
produce stone-masons, a sculptor, and a statue, on pain of
death and deprivation of wine until the order had been obeyed,
it was Spanish Maine who, smiling subtly, had stepped into
the breach.

After a minute’s thought, while others stonily contem-
plated the transcendentalism of impossibility, Spanish Maine,
taking a pace to the front, had announced that he could and
would produce a perfectly satisfactory statue in the required
time—just in time and only just.

Lieutenant Forqueray eyed /e Jégionnaire Maine with
mingled delight and distrust; hope and fear, approval and
suspicion.

Certainly this was not the man from whom he would have
expected help. No, he was almost the last man in the company

D
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who might have been expected to come forward and assist
his officer in emergency.

Not only was he a wanvais sujet, like his friend and enemy
the strange Ecossais whom they called le McSnorrt, who was
not a good manvais sujet—not a good Bad Man—at all. There
was a veiled insolence about him, and not too thinly veiled,
either, that Lieutenant Forqueray did not like. He had too
much of a way with him ; too much of an air altogether—in
the presence of an officer. All very well for a JXgionnaire to
swagger—very right and proper—and all very well for an
ex-officer, ex-nobleman, or whatever he was, to retain some
of his self-respect and put on a certain amount of style. But
in the presence of Lieutenant Forqueray he was nothing, less
than nothing : a dog; a lgionnaire.

And it is very difficult for an officer, very anxious to be
known as a disciplinarian and a strong man, to charge a soldier
with having a gleam in his eye, a twist to his lip, a hint of a
sneer on his face.

And yet here was the dangerous, difficult, undisciplined
scoundrel who feared neither man nor devil nor God, nor
even Lieutenant Forqueray (and certainly did not love him),
offeting to do the thing on which the lieutenant had set his
heart.

“Oho! You !” he said in surprise. ‘““Have you been a
sculptor, then ?”

“Oui, mon officier.”

“Oho! And you can make a life-sized statue of a man?
In time ?”’

“Ouni, mon ojficier.”

““What, a genuine Hercules ?*

““Say Apollo, mon officier.”

““Say what you like—so long as you can have it ready by
Saturday night. Can you ?”’

“Oui, mon officier. I can. . .. Or, rather, I could, if I were
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given certain help and facilities. And there were no intet-
ferences. And no questions. . ..”

~ “Anything you like, mon enfant. Any mortal thing in
reason. What do you want ?”’

‘A hundred francs ; three men to help me ; a covered cart
to take the statue to the theatre ; and a tent to ourselves. We
should have to be excused all duties until Sunday.”

“H’m! A hundred francs! What for ?”

““Materials, tools. . . . Expert assistance. . ..”

“Very well. Given the money and the other facilities, you
can guarantee the statue ?”’

“Oui, mon officier.”

“You know what’ll happen if you get a hundred francs and
I don’t get the statue !”’

Spanish Maine smiled.

“Whete are you going to get the block of stone ?”’

“That’ll be our secret, won officier.”

“And how soon can I see something ? . . . Some proof
that the statue is—what shall we say P—come to life ?”’

“Not at all, won officier ; until it is in place in the foyer of
the theatre.”

“Aha! That’s curious. Looks to me as though you are
going to steal one, ready-made ; and that’s what you want the
covered cart for, eh ? And the tent to hide it in ?*’

“The statue will be there in place when the Colonel’s
guests enter the theatre, mon officier—provided I am given what
I need, no questions are asked, and there is no interference. . .
Otherwise, I can promise nothing. In fact, I must withdraw
the offer.”

“But, look here, man. How can I absolutely assure the
Colonel that the statue will be there? . . . If I give him my
word that I am going to produce the thing by the night and I
don’tdoit...well...!”

“Have no fear, mon lientenant ; if you agree to my terms, a
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perfect statue of Apollo will be in the required place at the
proper time.”’
Lieutenant Forqueray gazed long and hard into the eyes of
Spanish Maine. '
“So be it,” said he. ‘“‘Everything you ask. ... And God
help you if you fail me.”

And thus it had come about that Licutenant Forqueray, self-
confident optimist, incorrigible gambler, ambitious, and
pushing young man, took a chance and definitely promised to
provide the statue the Colonel had undertaken to produce.

Of course it would be all right. Spanish Maine and his
scoundrels could be relied upon to make, beg, borrow, or
steal (particularly steal) anything.

Nor would Spanish Maine have dared to make the promise
had he not seen his way to fulfilling it. They must know of a
statue that they could get, or must know of some way of
making one. Probably it would be a case of theft, since no
questions were to be asked, there was to be sectecy and con-
cealment, and the thing was not to be on view until the moment
when it was required.

Perhaps not a case of theft so much as of sudden borrowing
and quick return.

Anyhow, the less one knew about it the better; and
those who asked no questions would be told no lies. Of
course it would be all right.

On the afternoon of the great day the Colonel made a tour
of inspection of the theatre. A really wonderful piece of work
reflecting the very highest credit upon the architects, designers,
masons, carpenters, decorators, electricians, upholsterers,
painters and scenery-artists of the battalion.
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The Colonel could find no fault; and, although the pro-
mised statue was not yet in position, its wooden plinth was
there, cleverly painted to resemble marble.

Even the name Apollo was painted on it, and the flex and
lamp ready for affixing to the hand of the statue, as soon as it
was in position.

“There will be no hitch, Forqueray ?”* asked the Colonel
anxiously.

“None whatever, sir,”” replied the lieutenant. ““The
statue is already in camp, and will be in position here in time
for the lamp to be fixed to the raised hand.”

“Hand being pierced or adapted, I suppose ?’’ said the
Colonel.

“Yes, sit,”” replied the lieutenant, whose information was
indeed to that effect. I am informed by a /Jégionnaire who
has been helping that it is a magnificent piece of sculpture,
exactly life-size, absolutely life-like, and in every way just
what you want. . . . Might have been designed for the
purpose.’ _

““You haven’t seen it yourself ?”’

“No, sit. My rascals don’t want anyone to see it until it
is absolutely ready and in position. . . . Of course, the time
has been very short, indeed, and it is not quite ready yet;
and one can understand their not wishing anyone to see it
until it is, . . .”

“Quite ! Quite I’” agreed the Colonel. ““Want to spring
it on us in all its glory—complete, e¢h ?”

“Yes, sir. I thought it best to humour them. I guarantee
they’ll have it here to time all right.”

“Well, I'm telying on you, mon enfant,”” said the Colonel
once again, smiling indulgently.

The garden party was a great success. The dinner, if
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possible, an even greater one ; so much so that it was almost
with reluctance that the Colonel’s guests at length rose from
table to attend the theatrical show in the Palace of Varieties.

As, with the General on his left hand and the lady of his
choice upon his right, the Colonel entered the foyer, followed
by the large gathering of guests, he felt that this was one of the
great moments of his life. The little cries of admiration from
the ladies, the encomiums, the words of warm praise from the
General and his staff were music in the Colonel’s ears.

It was, indeed, as they said, wonderful ; and in the roseate
glow of the shaded lights it looked so real, so permanent. It
was almost unbelievable that at a wave of his wand it had arisen
almost overnight. . . . Yes, at a. wave of his wand. ... And
some day he’d wave a Marshal’s baton, and not only a battalion
but great armies would move at his bidding.

Yes, and there was the statue, exactly as Forqueray had
promised. Excellent young Forqueray! A pushful young
man, and known as a pushful young man, but he had certainly
pushed to some purpose on this occasion.

A magnificent statue. A veritable Apollo, indeed ; white
and gleaming, holding aloft a lamp.

Splendid. Might have come straight from Athens ; from
the Louvre ; from the Naples Museum ; from the Ecole des
Beaux Arts—any old where. Might be the work of Praxiteles,
Pheidias, Myron—any old body. (Seen after dinner and a
bottle or so of most excellent wine, anyhow.)

Look at the muscles . . . and the face. Somehow much
mote real-looking, human-looking, than most of those old
statues.

The eyes. . ..

““What a beantiful statue, Colonel!”” said the lady. I
really do think that it is the crowning touch. A marble statue
here, in the heart of Maroc. . . . Wherever did you get it ?*

“Get it ?”” smiled the Colonel, patting the hand that lay
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upon his sleeve. ““Did you say ‘get it’ ? . . . We produced it,
my dear lady, as we produced all the rest of the theatre. Our
own sculptors !”

¢ Heavens above |’ wondered the lady. “Is there anything
the Legion cannot do? One would say that statue was the
work of 2 Great Master, and a couple of thousand years old.
It might almost be alive. . . .”

Heavy curtains leading into the auditorium were flung
aside, and a strong cool draught blew through the entrance
into the foyer.

Definitely cool.

¢ Positively alive,” murmured the General.

“ Atishoo I’ sneezed Apollo.

“Autumn !’ said the Brigade-Major beside him. “What
the Americans call the Fall,”’ as a leaf fell—a fig-leaf.

“Quite positively alive,” exclaimed the lady, as Apollo,
leaping from his pedestal, fled for his life.

“So much for the Statue !” murmured Spanish Maine, a
month later, as he came out of prison fingering a hundred-franc
note. “So much for the statue. Now for the bust !”
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CONVERSION

HEN I read Peregrine Willard’s new novel I must
confess I was surprised.

Young Peregrine’s literary reputation, though rather of
the precious kind, was by no means to be sneered at. He has
always been spoken of as “the brilliant™ rather than as “a
tising” young novelist, and you must agree the difference is
considerable. Then he is tall and rather broodingly dark,
which helps ; and he wears a fine black beard. He is, too,—
ot was before this last book of his—the datling of a certain
by no means stupid literary clique.

He can write, you know ; he is well reviewed, always in
the intelligent and sometimes even in the popular papers.
But in these latter journals his reviewers have been wont to
lament his one-sided, his unbalanced, view of life, for Peregrine
belongs—or belonged before this last book—to the every-
prospect-pleases-but-man-is-vile school of thought. It was his
habit to write ironic little masterpieces, brief, beautiful, but
bitter books showing, with real power and in lovely English,
the general repulsiveness of humanity, how little hope there
is for it and how much meanness occurs in even its best
specimens ; all this against an exquisitely painted back-
ground.

His latest novel, the one of which I began by speaking,
opened in the same way, inducing in the reader a contempt
(according to Peregrine, of course, a salutary contempt) for
everybody and everything, and making one suspect every
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butcher’s boy and tram conductor (pethaps justly) of the
darkest sexual perversions.

And then in the middle there was a sudden change. It was
not that Peregrine dimmed his former piercing insight by
donning rose-coloured spectacles; his vision was just as
unblinking, his descriptions as sardonically accurate, as ever ;
but a note of hope seemed somehow to creep into his account
of what he saw. It was as though, mixed up with all the vile-
ness and meanness, the filth, the egoistic motive, which Pere-
grine saw so abundantly about him, he had discovered one or
two—1I won’t say one ot two white flowers of blameless lives,
for that would be going altogether too far : where could one
hope to find a life blameless throughout >—but one or two
generous impulses, one or two motives and actions which
deserved respect.

To my mind his wotk gained immeasurably from this
realisation on the writer’s part that there are two elements in
human nature, two motives in life, of which self is only one.
Inextricably mingled these elements may be, doubtful their
relative value may be, but two there are in each human being ;
and to deny this in favour of either element, or romantically
to allot one element to one person and another to another in
the old hero-villain style, is to deny an eternal truth, shirk the
real problem of life, and—to descend to a lower level—prevent
oneself from achieving first rank in any art.

I reviewed Peregtine’s book on these lines at some length,
and amused myself by pointing out the precise page on which
I imagined I had discovered the change in his philosophy to
have taken place.

The morning the notice appeared he rang me up.

“ You’re a better critic than I thought,” he began.

“Thank you for nothing,” I said, not too pleased.

“You’ve more penetration than I gave you credit fot,” he
went on, with a note in his voice, as though he believed
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himself to be saying something handsome, which I admit
annoyed me.

“That doesn’t do_your penetration much credit,” said I.

“What ? Oh, I sce,” he said, and laughed. “Well!” He
paused.

I thought I saw that he had rung me up to talk, not about
my criticism, but about his novel. “Yout changed point of
view—is there a story behind it, as journalists say?” I
asked.

“More and more penetration I”” he replied. “There is.”

“Then come round and tell me at once,”” I said. “It’s the
only apology I shall accept for your disparaging remarks on
my critical powers.”

He laughed and rang off without replying ; but an hout ot
two later tutned up for lunch, and after a display of diffidence
which surprised me in such a very sophisticated (and very
brilliant) young novelist, gave me an account of the whole
affair.

It appeared that it became necessary, in the course of his
novel, for his heroine to undergo a peculiatly shattering,
hardening, disillusioning experience of some kind, As a
matter of fact, said Peregrine, the whole novel had been planned
and begun in order to give him the opportunity of describing
a certain love affair which he had in mind, as this hardening and
disillusioning expetience ; but when he came to the point of
writing it, the love affair in question wouldn’t fit into the novel
at all. T laughed a little at this, and Peregrine, after a scowl ot
two, laughed as well.

“Well, you know how it is,” he said with an apologetic air.
I agreed feelingly that I knew very well. So some other
hardening, etc., experience had to be thought out. Peregrine
tried one or two—of course these were laboratory secrets—
but they did not work out to his satisfaction; so eventually
he decided to be very subtle and scathing about it, and harden
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his heroine by merely exposing her to the devastating dreariness
of some typical scene of English life.

Eventually he hit upon the original, and possibly rather
clever, notion of choosing an ordinary popular seaside resort
for his dreary scene, and, without saying anything to anybody,
drove himself down to Ignotus-on-Sea for a fortnight.

From the first the place surpassed his expectations. He
chose lodgings in a back street, with lace curtains, drawn very
close, and a suitable number of aspidistras. ‘The meals alone,
he said, would have embittered the life of any young woman
fit to be a heroine of his, but if they were not enough, across
the road was a sort of stable-cum-garage, the proprietor of
which was peculiarly disillusioning.

The man was a great fat lump of flesh, with a very red face,
cutly grey hair—somehow its curliness was quite obscene, said
Peregtine, “and you needn’t suspect me of trying to work the
adjective in, I assure you”—and some defect in the formation
of his huge red lips which made his speech a slobbering hotror.
Clad in an old tweed Norfolk jacket, stained khaki breeches,
cycling stockings and filthy white tennis shoes, this monstrosity
was always stamping about his yard, shouting and sweating
at his unfortunate mechanics, and browbeating the more timid
of his customers.

Peregrine he promptly cheated of half a crown of his
change, besides giving him an oil inferior to the one he paid
for. “Very good,” said Peregrine to himself, crossing to his
rooms after leaving his car at this garage ; “very good indeed.
Just what I want, in fact.”

He tried to arrange for a sitting-room which should ovet-
look the garage, failed of this, but secured a bedroom with a
garage view, and smiling contentedly, went out to view the
beach.

This, too, was just what he wanted. He prowled up and
down amid—as Ze said ; I should have taken a different view—
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the crowd, the noise and the mess of a typical English fore-
shore, observing the ice-cream carts and the oyster stalls with
a sardonic eye, and occasionally retiring behind a bathing van
to make a quiet note or two in an old red pocket-book. (For
Peregrine was not a posesr, you know ; at least, not much of
one ; he did not want people to know he was a writer.)

The sticky children who grew red in the face with quarrel-
ling over a spade, the grandmammas who enjoyed their oysters
in uncomely fashion, the husbands who had come out of the
bar perhaps hardly soon enough—Peregrine saw them all ;
and he noticed with especial glee the silly antics of the scream-
ing, giggling bathers. Yes, upon the whole he was very well
satisfied with Ignotus-on-Sea; it was delightfully inferior.
And then, suddenly, he discovered its crowning imbecility—
the circus.

At first he did not know what it was when, in a rather
deserted corner of the shore, he came upon a scote or so of
empty deck-chairs arranged in a circle round some small
wooden objects like inverted plant-pots. What on earth
is all this, thought Peregrine, looking about him ; and seeing
no answer to his question, after a little hesitation drew back
one of the rickety chairs and sat down. Immediately there
appeared from behind a nearby van a painted old hag.

I winced.

“Well, she was a painted old hag,” Peregrine defended
himself. “Blowsy and crumpled, with untidy peroxide hair,
clad in a dirty mauve dress which was much too tight for her.”

“Peregrine, I don’t want to hear all these horrors,” I cried.

“You must,”” said Peregrine, setting his jaw grimly, “or
you won’t see the point of the story. Besides, what’s the use
of pretending such people don’t exist ? They 40.”

Isighed. “Go on,” I said resignedly.

The hag, wreathing her painted face into smiles in Pere-
grine’s direction, clapped her hands so that her bracelets
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jingled, and out came two dirty little ragamuffins in tattered
finery, with torn red sashes round their waists, and began to
turn somersaults, walk about the tumbled sand on their
hands, and perform other such unsophisticated gymnastics.

They were boy and girl, about thirteen or so, said Pere-
grine ; they looked hungry and unhappy, and had no personal
attractions that he could see. Peregrine was still in the dark
as to the nature of the entertainment when the hag enlightened
him by leading into the circle an old white horse. “Oh !’
thought Peregrine, “I see. ‘This is a circus, and here the ring ;
I am the spectator and that horse a circus horse.”

The horse was so much too large for the ring that when,
under the hag’s direction, it galloped round, dodging the plant-
pots in the traditional style, it seemed to be waltzing. It was
soon blown, and stood still, its old sides heaving. The hag
then, speaking to it in a vicious undertone, urged it to do some
trick with its forelegs; it did not move, so she struck its
knees slightly with a switch she carried. Now it pawed one old
hoof slowly up and down ; the hag took the opportunity to
ask it, quickly, questions of an arithmetical kind.

The horse informed Peregrine that one and one are two,
and two and two four, and then retired gratefully to its shade
behind the van. The children re-emerged, and did a dance, the
feebleness of which had to be seen to be believed, said Pere-
grine. ‘Then came the piéce de résistance, the star turn of the
affair.

The hag tripped into the ring followed by five small dogs.
There was an old white terrier, short-sighted but sagacious ;
a smooth black dog in a red coat, a brown “pom” with a huge
green bow, and two young white mongrel dogs of a terrierish
breed, who careered about, upset the other dogs, declined to
walk on their hind legs or jump sticks or remain perched on
their boxes or do anything that the hag wished them to do—
which, said Peregrine, vexed her greatly, so that she screamed
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at them and struck at them with her switch. Peregrine now
found the she-child beside him, proffering a filthy cap; he
put in a coin and walked away, feeling that his new novel was
going to be splendid. i

“Was that all you felt ?*> I inquired.

Peregrine gave me a quick glance. “Oh, no,”” he said airily.
“I thought also that this unpleasing, this repulsive ensemble
was what circus life really is. I thought I should like to show
the people who write novels about circus life, all footlights and
romance and glamout, this particular circus. ‘Quaint poesy,
and real romance of wat,” you know.”

“I know,” I said. “But——"

“Also,” continued Peregrine, “I felt confirmed in my view
of the innate repulsiveness of human life.”

“Did you, indeed ?”* I said.

“Yes,” said Peregrine firmly, “T did.”

And he continued to feel thus confirmed for several days,
during which the novel progressed simply admirably. He got
up late, while he dressed, observed the garage proprietor’s
horrid rages, then worked hard most of the day : in the evening
he went down to the shore, and having watched a performance
of the circus, returned to his rooms and wrote most of the
night.

His two stimuli never failed him ; they roused him to hate
and scorn of the human race twice a day as punctually as clock-
work. And then one day

“Well 2* T said.

Peregrine shuffled his feet about.

“Come, no shirking,” said I.

Well ! It appeared that one afternoon the divine inflatus
kept him working beyond the appointed hour, and by the time
he reached the shore the circus was slowly leaving it. He
was feeling rather stale and very much in need of stimulation,
and the thought of having to do without the circus provoked
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him. So much did it provoke him, apparently, that he pres-
ently found himself following the wretched little cor#ge along
the streets.

The hag led the hotse, upon which were loaded the little
wooden stands and the old white dog; the children trailed
miserably behind, the other four dogs sometimes getting
lost and having to be summoned shrilly, sometimes yapping at
their heels. The horse hung its head in the immensity of its
fatigue, the hag jerked at its bridle. Repulsive, thoroughly
repulsive, thought Peregrine ; the novel will be good to-night.

And then, all of a sudden he found himself entering his
own back street, the street he looked on as he dressed, the
garage street. He could hardly believe his eyes at first, but
with each step he grew surer, until at last he actually stood
before the open garage gates, watching the circus trail across
the yard. The hag, the children, the hotse and the five dogs all
vanished into the ramshackle stable at the far end, while Pere-
grine stared. In a moment the childten came flying out
together, then the hag followed slowly; the animals were
evidently to stay within.

When the hag, muttering to herself and shaking her penny
bracelets, had passed Peregrine and vanished, limping, down
the road, Peregrine approached the garage proprietor and
awaited his attention.

Presently the man finished the shouting match in which he
was engaged, turned, thrust his red face angrily into Pere-
grine’s, and slobbered :

“What d’yon want 2’

“I just wished to enquire,” began Peregrine in his most
precious tones, ‘““whether the lady with the citcus horse is a
relative of yours ot no ?”’

At this the garage proptietor lost his never very secute
temper. He shouted profane remarks at Peregtine, and showed
an inclination to stamp upon his toes.
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“I gather,” said Peregrine when he had finished, “that the
answer is in the negative.”’

“You’re right there,” said the man feelingly. ‘“Now
what d’you want? D’you want your car ?”’

“How much does she pay you a week for the stabling ?”’
demanded Peregrine.

“What d’you want to know for?”’ said the proprictor
suspiciously.

“Well, I just——"’ began Peregrine.

““She pays nowt, if you want to know,”” burst out the man
loudly, evidently unable to suppress a long-standing grievance
any longer. ‘“Nowt. And there they are taking up the stable,
and eating their heads off in corn and dog-biscuit, and barking
and yapping and what-not fit to break your head open, all for
nowt. She’s stranded, that’s what she is, and likely to go on
being stranded as far as I can see. She hasn’t paid me a penny
for six weeks, damn her! Nota penny! So now you know.”
He turned away with an angry snort.

“Why don’t you turn the animals out, then ?’’ demanded
Peregrine smoothly.

The garage proprietor swung round and stared at Pere-
grine, while his red swollen face grew slowly purple. “Look
here I he shouted suddenly. ““You be off, you damned young
whippersnapper ! Who the hell asked you to come round here,
I’d like to know, poking your silly beard into things as don’t
concern you ? ‘Turn them animals out! Why, what’d she do
with them ? And those homeless kids she’s trying to keep !
Well, P'm damned ! Seehere! You take your carand be off |

“Well ?”’ I said, as Peregrine said no more.

“Well I”” he said, with a queer look. ‘You’re a very
penetrating critic, aren’t you ?*’

‘““Sometimes,’” said I.

“Pray don’t imagine,”” protested Peregrine earnestly, ““that
since that little episode I’m inclined to take a romantic view of
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life. I still don’t like tousled peroxide hair and tight mauve
dresses and dirt, I don’t like beastly little circuses with wretched
animals, I loathe men who shout and cheat; and when those
things are there I can’t help seeing them. But now I can see
something else as well. . . .””

“You may see Parnassus some day,” I murmured.

““Oh, don’t let’s get romantic about it,” scoffed Peregrine.
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THE MAGIC OF HUSSEIN

USSEIN EL SAYED, legs outstretched and tarboosh

askew, dozed pleasantly with one eye open below the
stuffed owl that had made his shop in Sharia Aziz known from
Assiut to Aboukir. ‘To the Arab the owl is no bird of wisdom ;
it is a bird of ill omen. Yet this specimen, which had come
stuffed with all its strange potency from London, was worth
its weight in gold.

Indeed, a marvellous bird this owl ; but, as he half dozed,
Hussein, the monger of magic, gave no thought to its miracu-
lous powers. Truth to tell, he gave no thought to anything.
The July sun blazed blindingly on the Cairene pavement : it
was very pleasant to be in the shade, unlike those poor devils
who wandered by, unlike that poor devil who, with blue
striped galabeah escaping like a shrunken nightshirt from the
tight embrace of a light grey, narrow-waisted overcoat, had
passed and repassed the shop of Hussein el Sayed no fewer
than five times.

The first four times Hussein had seen him pass and repass
without noting it, but the fifth time Hussein opened his other
eye. Suddenly he realised the other four times, realised that
this young man was either a fool mazed by the sun or a stranger
who had come to see him and feared to enter. Hussein un-
crossed his legs, rose to his feet and stepped casually across the
path of the young man as he hesitantly approached the shop
for the sixth time.

b

“It is hot walking in the noonday sun,” said Hussein el
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Sayed easily. ‘““Why not come within the shade of my humble
shop and amuse thine eyes in the contemplation of my poor
wates 27 :

The young man started nervously, stammered his thanks,
and followed Hussein into his shop. Hussein stepped across
the narrow booth and held aside a tapestried curtain. The
stranger paused a moment, as if beginning to doubt the wisdom
of his first hardihood, then suddenly stumbled through. The
curtain fell heavily behind him.

It is cooler in here, my friend,”” said Hussein, waving the
stranget to a galley couch. ““And quieter.”

For a minute he watched the young man as he looked
wonderingly round the strange den, saw the nervous working
of his hands, and turned away carelessly to pick up a piece of
black stone strangely mottled with green. He turned it
over absently in his long fingers till he sensed the other’s
attention.

““A strange piece, my friend,”” murmured Hussein. “From
the Isle of the Elephants.”

The young man leaned forward, his eyes fixed eagerly on
the stone.

“By chance thou hast spasms of the heart ?”’ inquired el
Sayed softly.

The young man shook his head.

“Unpleasant excesses of bile ?”’ suggested Hussein. -

Again the stranger dumbly denied.

“Dreams that turn the blood to water, mayhap ?”

The head continued its shaking.

“Or does the wind of heaven get into thy bowels ?”’

The stranger wriggled, but refuted the suggestion. El
Sayed sighed. ‘A thousand pities,” he remarked, dropping
the stone back on a damascened tray. ‘“ A touch of that stone,
and such evils were as snow in the summer sun.”

For a good minute Hussein looked around, saying nothing,
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waiting for the other to reveal his trouble ; but the stranger,
like a calf before the executioner, just stared back dumbly.
Hussein picked up a string of beads and began to finger them
thoughtfully.

“No evil can approach the wearer of these,”” he remarked
casually, ““and only ten piastres the string.”

The young man displayed no interest. His gaze drooped
to the Shiraz on which his feet were resting ; his fingers began
again to twist and untwist like writhing snakes. Under his
breath El Sayed cursed. The stranger was proving a difficult
proposition. What was in the young man’s mind ? Why had
he come to bim? No bodily ill assailed him : no fear of evil.
Hussein brought down from the wall the dried-up body of an
angler-fish ; its wide maw repulsively agape. He contemplated
it 2 moment. y

““Strange,” he murmured, almost to himself, “‘that such
ugliness should have the power to make the sterile bear.”
He turned suddenly to the young man. ‘‘Allah has blessed
thee with a fruitful wife ?*” he inquired.

The young man started, and the eyes of Hussein brightened.
It had something to do with a wife, then. His patience had not
been altogether wasted.

““Thou hast a wife, of course,” Hussein remarked ingenu-
ously. ‘Ot two ?”’

The young man licked dry lips.

“Iwas...I was thinking about one,”” he stammered.

Ah!” The exclamation escaped almost silently from El
Sayed’s shut lips. Then he added thoughtfully : ““A wife is
good for man—if she be a good wife. Thou hast made the
choice ?”

The young man nodded.

El Sayed smiled. ““The blessings of Allah on you both.
May thy sons be clever and thy daughters beautiful.”

The young man wriggled on the couch. “It is not yet
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arranged,”” he burst out, and now his words fell over one
another. ‘“That is why I have come here. I have heard of
what thou canst do in these matters. It is the father of
Habuba.”

Hussein nodded with understanding.

“Nothing so troublesome as a father, my friend—until
thou art a father thyself. He does not wish thee to have his
daughter ?”

‘“No, no. He will have me as a son-in-law, but he would
have no less than two camels and one gemuss for his Habuba.
Two camels and one gemuss,” the young man repeated with
all the emphasis of indignation.

Hussein stroked his chin.

“It is 2 good figure in these times,”” he admitted thought-
fully, ““though I have heard of as much as four camels. This
Habuba, thou hast seen het ?”’

The other nodded. “I have spoken with her often. She
would make a good wife.”

“But not so good as two camels and one gemuss ?”’
Hussein suggested.

“I offered him two camels, but he is stubborn as the ass
whose head is turned from home at sunset.”

“And what wouldst have me do ?*’ inquired Hussein.

“I bave heard, O Hussein—I wondered if thou hadst
something that would restore the mind of the unhappy
Ibrahim, her father, to sanity.”

“When doubtless he would let thee have the excellent
Habuba for two camels,”” Hussein put in drily.

The young man nodded vigorously. ‘Something that
would not cost very much,’” he added cautiously.

Hussein slowly inclined his head, sucked his cheeks in
against his teeth and began to pace meditatively up and down
the room. Suddenly a wry smile touched the cotner of his
lips and he turned abruptly to the other.
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“Thou canst see this Habuba without difficulty ? Speak
with her ?”?

The young man nodded. Hussein el Sayed waved his
hands.

“Some of the wisdom of Allah has fallen on my unworthy
self. Wait here awhile. A cigarette ? That box beside thee.”

Hussein raised a carpet hanging on the wall and passed
from the den into a still smaller room, where a strange assort-
ment of glassware lined the walls, almost hiding them from
floor to ceiling.

Bottles of crystal were there and jars of glass tinted blue
and green and orange, and phials of slenderest shape, filled
each with its own powder. And as he weighed out carefully
first from one bottle then from another, the smile that had been
flickering round his lips spread into an unconcealed grin.
When he had finished he passed silently into the den, seven
small paper packets in his hand, his face once more bland and
inscrutable.

The young man rose from the couch, and Hussein handed
him the seven packets.

“First, my friend, let no one see what I give thee now.
Second, tell no one thou hast even seen me. Third, give these
seven packets to Habuba the Beautiful and bid her take one
of these powders each day for seven days, with the face to the
tising sun, while the stomach is still empty after the sleep of
night.”

The young man looked at the packets, looked at
Hussein.

“But it is the mind of the father of Habuba I would change,
O Hussein, not the stomach of Habuba.”

El Sayed nodded. ‘“‘And the mind of the father of Habuba
will change as surely as the trampled scorpion will sting.”

“But how, O Hussein, if it is Habuba who swallows the
powders ?*’



124 RICHARD CAROL

Hussein smiled. ““My friend, the magician were no magi-
cian if he explained his magic.”

With a puzzled look on his face the young man began to
fumble below his galabeah for his purse.

“How much do I owe thee, O Hussein ?** he inquired,
almost reluctantly.

Hussein stopped his hand.

“Let it be my pleasure to clean off the rust of misunder-
standing and oil the works of matrimony.”

The young man’s hand abruptly ceased its fumbling, his
face broke into a smile of relief.

“Thou art good, O Hussein. May heaven smile on thee.”

He tucked the seven packets away, seized the hand of
Hussein, touched head and heart and passed through the
narrow booth out into the blazing sun. Hussein followed and
stood for a moment watching the young man as he hurried
away.

“Hast thy tongue been forced to taste of the juice of an
unripe lemon, O Hussein ?”’

Hussein turned and saw his friend and neighbour, Moham-
med, regarding him with amusement. His expression changed.

“Does even Allah, in all his consideration, my friend,”
he answered cryptically, “look with pleasure on the man who
weighs a wretched mud-wallowing gemuss against that most
marvellous and rare of his gifts, a good wife ?”

A month later the young man returned to the shop of
Hussein el Sayed. This time there was no hesitant approach,
no nervous passing and repassing. He entered, walked straight
up to Hussein.

Hussein did not seem to see the grim look in the young
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man’s eyes. He smiled on him, took him gently by the elbow
and led him through the curtain into the hidden den.

“And the hard heart of Ibrahim softened, my friend ?
And the brain cleared so that he saw that two camels for his
Habuba was only reasonable ?*

“Yes, O Hussein,” returned the young man. “After
seven days his mind changed as swift as is the kick of an ass.
I took Habuba as my wife for two camels, quickly lest he
change his mind again. I rejoiced, for I knew she was worth
more. I had got a wife for two camels better than my brother
Ahmed had got for all three camels.”” The young man’s
face hardened and his words came through clenched teeth.
“But now I know why Ibrahim decided that two camels were
enough. Yes, O Hussein, now I know.”’

El Sayed’s face expressed bland surprise.

“Is she not, then, the excellent wife thou hadst thought
she would make ?”’

“She is irritating as the flea-bitten skin, and her temper
stings and lashes like the sand-storm.”

‘““The tiger is a charming creature, my friend, until you tie
him up.”

I cannot understand it, O Hussein,” the young man went
on. ‘I had sworn she was gentle as the lizard. She was. She
has changed, O Hussein, she has changed. It is the work of
thy magic powders.”

Hussein waved his hands. ““Thou hast surely forgotten,
my friend, that thou wouldst have her for two camels.”

The young man’s face brightened. ‘“Then it was thy magic
changed her, thou canst change her back again, make her for
me as she was when her father would have two camels and
one gemuss for her ?”’

Hussein looked doubtful.

“My friend, I am a magician, but thou wouldst have me
petform more than magic. Thou canst make the mango fall
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from the tree to the ground, but not leap from the ground
into the tree again. Still,”” he added thoughtfully, “I have
accomplished stranger things. It could be done.”

“What would such magic cost?” inquired the other
hopefully, his mind on the previous transaction.

El Sayed shook his head. ““That, my friend, is the trouble.
It will cost you dear even if I take naught for myself but the
pleasure of helping to grease the wheels of matrimony.”

“About how much, O Hussein ?*’ stammered the young
man nervously.

““The ingredients are rare, extremely rare. One moment,
my friend.”” Hussein produced a piece of paper, pencilled
some figures, pursed his lips. “My friend,”” he announced
finally, shaking his head, ‘“the ingredients alone total seven
gineh.” ¥

The young man started. “Seven gineh!” he exclaimed
incredulously. ““But thou didst charge me nothing last
time.”

Hussein waved his hand.

“Because thou art my friend I gave myself the pleasure of
helping thee : because thou art my friend I am ready to charge
thee naught for my magic. But, my friend, I have a wife. I
have two sons and three daughters. They must eat. So,
though my sympathy revolts, I must turn the deaf ear to its
revolting and charge thee the cost of the ingredients.”

“But seven gineh !”” protested the young man. It is
almost the cost of one gemuss 1”*

“But thou hast already saved the cost of one whole
gemuss,”” El Sayed put in quietly.

“Then I shall be little better off if I pay you that.”

“Just a little,”” murmured Hussein. “My friend, the ways
of Allah are inscrutable. He gives with one hand : he takes
with the other. And thou canst always divorce this Habuba
with the irritation of the flea and the temper of the sand-storm.’
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“And waste my two camels ?”’

El Sayed shrugged his shoulders. ““The choice is thine, my
friend.””

“It is too dear,” returned the young man stubbornly.

“Allah smile on thee, my friend,” murmured Hussein,
as the young man burst angrily from the room.

Three weeks later the young man waited again on Hussein
el Sayed. The magic-monger greeted him kindly.

“Thou hast been working in thy hedge of cactus, my
friend,” he remarked as they passed through the curtain.

The young man looked puzzled : El Sayed smiled.

““That scratch on thy cheek,” he explained.

The young man shook his head.

““The name of that cactus is Habuba,”” he confessed bitterly.
“Hussein, thou must give me the magic to change that
woman. Seven gineh, thou saidst ?”

Hussein waved his hands.

“Alas, my friend, thou art surely ill-favoured of Allah.
Since thy last visit the ingredients of the powders I could
make have become so extremely rare that it will cost now eight
gineh. Had I foreseen, I should have warned thee, but e
Hussein shrugged his shoulders.

The young man stamped his heel and his hand clenched
tight on the arm of the galley couch.

“Eight gineh,” he cried, “‘the full price of a gemuss. It
is the madness hath fallen upon thee, O Hussein.”

“Perhaps thou art right, my friend. In that case, thou
wouldst not trust the magic of one whose mind wandereth
with the wind.”

Hussein held the curtain aside : the young man rose, took
an impulsive step forward, then stopped.
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“O Hussein, I must have the magic of which thou hast
spoken.” )

““Thou hast the money here 2’

Reluctantly the young man pulled out his purse : reluct-
antly he extracted, one by one, the eight notes. Hussein took
them and disappeared through the concealed doot.

In a quarter of an hour he reappeared, seven packets in his
hand.

“My friend, thy Habuba must take these, one each even,
facing the setting sun, and then no food must pass her lips
till the sun has circled and risen again in the east.”

“It will change her back ?*

Hussein el Sayed nodded. The young man tucked the
packets away and passed quickly from the shop. Hussein
followed and watched him as he had watched him once
before ; but this time a smile hovered on his lips.

“It is pleasant,”” he murmured softly to himself, “pleasant
indeed to be the humble oil-can for the machinery of
matrimony.”’
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LENOIR AND KELLER

of his hut, which was built in an angle of an almost in-
accessible cliff. He descended to the shore, whete his feet
ctushed the shells. The sun rose on a sombre sea, still troubled
by recent storms. Away to the west was another small island
suggesting a sentinel. The penguins that made it their home
were confused with its rocks. Here and there the sea-birds of
this southern sea swept over the waves with harsh cries.

The man regarded the sky, the sea and the birds with a
mechanical interest. He sat down on a stone, and then took
food out of a sack that he cartied. He drank water from a
gourd ; and presently smoked a pipe the stem of which was
bound up with string. It was the second of May, 1899. As
it was an anniversary of his arrival on the island, he decided
not to do any work.

He had lived there, isolated from the rest of the world, for
the last five years. His name was Lenoir. He was a man of
average height, with broad shoulders. He was active and virile.
The sun and the rains had so burned and whipped his face that
his swarthy skin suggested a mask in which his clear eyes
seemed clearer and his white teeth still whiter.

He sometimes spoke to himself in French and infrequently
in English, of which he had picked up a smattering in his
voyages. His phrases were coloured with sailors’ slang. Since
the death of the old American who had been with him on this
island, he spoke aloud in order not to forget the human voice,
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and to give himself the illusion of having someone to share his
stark solitude.

A ship called every two years, and in exchange for fresh
food and seal-skins he obtained tinned food, tools, and money.
He kept this last in an old biscuit-tin; which served as a bank.

He was staring at a seal when his eyes were attracted by
something on the sea above which the gulls were wheeling and
screeching.

“A boat!” he exclaimed. ‘“Brought here by current.
Wonder what’s in it 7 Why don’t them gulls leave it be ? >’

The boat was presently cartied ashore. Lenoir paled under
his sunburn. Two men lay still at the bottom of the boat.
They wete evidently sailors. One was unmistakably dead ;
the other, a fair man of about thirty-two, with a magnificent
frame, might still be alive.

With an effort he got the two bodies ashore, then endea-
voured to restore the man whose body was not so stone-cold
as the other. He rubbed his limbs, poured rum down his
throat, and in every way he could think of fought hard for this
shipwrecked man’s life.

Hatd, callous, insensitive, Lenoir was alive to an emotion
he had not known before. He had fought for his life on the
seven seas, ashore. But never in his bitter experiences had
anything seemed so tragic or touching as this fight for a
stranger’s life on this empty island, with the morning sun in
the sky, and the cries of the hovering birds.

At last the man opened his eyes. Lenoir’s heart rejoiced.
He now knew he would pull the man through. He re-
doubled his efforts, and soon was able to assist the tottering
man to the hut.

“Where am I?”” presently asked the man. He spoke
English with a guttural accent.

Lenoir told him. They were on an island in the South
Seas. This island was nearer to Africa than anywhere else.
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“What of my friend, the old Dane ?”’

“He is dead. I am going to bury him at the foot of the
cliff. . . . How did you get here ?”

One of the unnumbered tragedies of the sea had brought the
stranger to the island. His ship had caught fire. .The crew
had been driven to the boats. And of the seven who had been
in his boat, hunger and thirst had made five mad. They had
jumped overboard and been torn to pieces by sharks. But for
Lenoir the stranger would have been as dead as the Dane.

This was the first hint of gratitude that the shipwrecked
sailor had spoken. It was enough for Lenoir.

“Don’t sing about that,”” he said, shrugging his shoulders.
“Didn’t risk anything. Couldn’t do less.”

“Who, what ate you ?*” asked the man, 2 German named
Keller.

Lenoir told him his stoty, what he did on the island ; of
the infrequent visits of ships. He had originally come to the
island as the representative of a small shipping company.
Preferring a solitary life he remained where he was.

“After all,”’ he said, “I’m sick of the wotld where I was
never sure of a meal the next day. I’d had twenty years all
over the place before I anchored here. . . . I’m from a village—
I've clean forgot its ruddy old name—somewhetre near
Dunkerque, in France. . . . I was a kid of twelve when my
parents died, and I was chucked on the world to sink or
swim. I’ve been everything—sailor, stoker, docker, and
chased monkeys and parrots in Brazil. I’ve been a potman in
pubs. I’ve worked in the mines at the Cape. I’ve mixed with
all sorts . . . all colours. I’ve done lots of things I shouldn’t
have done. . ..”

Silent, Lenoir reflected, trying to retrieve from the shadows
of the past many half-forgotten memories. A shrug of his
shoulders expressed his indifference.

“That’s about all I remember,”” he said presently, half to
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himself. ““But now I’m here, I’m used to the life. Don’t
know if I mentioned it, an old Yankee was with me at first.
He pegged out. That hit me hard. Very hard. Couldn’t
get over it for weeks. Seemed as I was the only bloke in the
world. But when a ship came I stuck where I am. .
Wherte could I go? What could I get 2

Then after a very long silence : ““Why have I told you all
that ? S’pose ’tis ’cause I haven’t seen anyone to speak to for
donkey’s years, d’ye see | And you want to know all about me.
We’ve got to live it together . . .”

He waited, expecting a similar confidence. Keller was mum.

“What about you, mate !”” he said at last.

“Me I”” said Keller, shrugging his shoulders. ““That’s no
matter, We’re here. That’s all there is to it. When I tell
you I’ve had rotten luck, and that for seven ruddy years I’ve
reasons of me own for not wanting to see Europe, you’ll
p’raps unnerstand.  I’ve nothing more than what I stand up
in. No one in the wide, not one single soul cares a damn
where I am.”” As an afterthought : “My world is now here
with you, mate.”’

He got up, looked around him and repeated :

“It’s here.”

Lenoir, in his turn, rose to his feet.

““Seems to me that for the present you and me is fixed
up for good ; for bad. Meand You. Youand Me. ’Tis the
same. Swear to me we’ll be pals.”

They swore to be pals, and solemnly shook hands. They
had made a sacred pact.

From then the days rolled by in a stark, endless monotony,
varied only by the changes of the seasons and the weather, and
the daily necessities. They rarely spoke of their old lives, the
lives they had almost forgotten. Lenoir was more than
content. He was no longer alone. He was no longer the
victim of the boredom that sometimes had seized him.

The two men got on well together. Their mutual under-
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standing was perfect. They never fell out or were separated.
They saved each othet’s lives many times. They nursed each
other when they were ill. All their few goods were held in
common. They fought together against hunger, and saved
each other from drinking too much of the rum. Nothing
interrupted their friendship. :

Ships arrived at intervals of two or three years. They
anchored near the island, and trafficked with “Lenoir Keller
and Co.”” This notion was Lenoir’s. He said it made them
appear more important. And neither of the men dreamed of
working their passage back to the Old World ; the Old World
which was now strange to them ; and where they had suffered
from all its sorrows and from all its imperfections. Whereas
now, for them, memories had been lost in this island of peace ;
in the shadow of unvarying days.

Neither of them knew more of the world than what they
formerly had seen. Slowly created ties held them on this spot,
near to the sea, under the wide sky, lost in this wild and
peaceful isolation, where they had grown bent, with hairs that
were grey, both occupied with the urgent necessities which
had brought them together long, long ago.

Without knowing why, without taking the trouble to ask,
they were happy, content. And after the fret and the work of
the day, when they had eaten their evening meal, they lay side
by side in the hut and smoked their pipes in the light of the
lamp. They never spoke. They had nothing to say. Their
existence had identified their ideas, their thoughts. It was as
though the two men were one.

They had been on the island seventeen years. It was nearly
three years since they had spoken to anyone other than them-
selves. It was Lenoir who, on 2 morning in June, saw a ship
anchored out in the bay. He returned to the hut and called to
his friend. '

Keller appeared and stared at the ship. A boat was being
rowed in the direction of the island.
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‘““Yankee schoonet,” said Keller.

He did not say any mote. The two men awaited the
arrival of the boat, which soon touched the sand. The
second mate, a jovial young American, greeted them warmly.
He offered them all they might want in exchange for seal-
skins, vegetables and water.

He accompanied the two men to their hut, where they
chatted while drinking rum.

“You’re a darned funny pair of guys,”” said the American
presently. ‘‘Don’t you want to hear the news ?”’

“What do we want with news on this island ?* replied
Lenoir. ““News about what ?”’

““News of the wat, of course.”

““What war ?”’

The American gasped.

“Gee! Then neither of you know . . .?”

“How can we know anything! It’s years since we’ve
spoken to blokes from a ship.”

The American told them at length of all that had happened
to the world since August, 1914. He gave the facts clearly, in
their sequence, without partiality or enthusiasm. He furnished
the dates and particulars of the outstanding battles, of invasions,
of the taking of towns, of the torpedoing of ships, of aerial.
bombardments.

The two men, listening, gaped their astonishment.

His business completed, the American went back to the
ship, which steamed away.

The sun was going down in the sky. Lenoir and Keller
approached their hut. Both were persistently silent.

“Here’s a fine yarn,” said Keller suddenly.

Lenoir walked for some moments without replying.

“You’re right. We were O.K. here, wanting nixes,”” he
said at last. ;

‘“Yes. ... And all the time in Europe . . . What a business !
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All the same, if we were in their shoes, we others . . . What a
business ! What’s it all for ?”’

“What are you talking about—‘we others’? ... You!...
YOU'!... You're only a German !”

“I am a German. . .. What if I am!” exclaimed Keller
defiantly.

They stared at each other. A new expression appeared on
their faces. An expression that had not been seen before.
Something momentous had come between them, something
which came from far, far away ; from the end of the world ;
from the battlefields, the smoking towns, the desolate fields,
the battered villages ; all the sufferings ; all the anguish ; all
the vast, unmeasurable mourning.

But the old habit of friendship so held them that, at present,
they did not comprehend the confused emotions which arose
from a far distant past ; emotions that were all but forgotten,
but were now reborn and so stirred within them.

“Worse than ’70,”” muttered Lenoir. ‘““Bit different now,
though.” ’

“Pah ! All that makes no difference,’’ said Keller, who tried
to smile in spite of the acidity in his voice. ‘“And if Germany
wipes out France, that shouldn’t stop us from being just the
same here.”

“Stop that!”” cried Lenoir. “This time it’s you who’ll
get it in the neck.”

“Don’t you believe it,”’ retorted Keller.

They stopped and glared at each other. They were sud-
denly seized by blind passion. A fury that had nothing to
do with their wishes impelled them to fight. Without further
words they fell to.

Fiercely, dumbly, they used all their strength.

During some minutes neither had the advantage, but
Keller was presently thrown on his back. He got on his feet

and made for Lenoir. Not, however, for long. Bounding
E ¥
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back, he felt in his pocket. Then, seeing in his adversary’s
hand the flash of a blade, Lenoir seized him by the wrist.

The fight, now envenomed, continued. They fell, then
rolled on the earth, and uttered hoarse cries. The knife had
slipped from Keller’s hand, and lay on the ground beside
them. Lenoir made a mighty effort and snatched it. His
opponent was now at his mercy.

But he did not strike. . . . Releasing the other, who was
gasping for breath, he stood up breathless, still grasping the knife.

“Can’t do him in,”” he muttered. “Didn’t pull him from
death to kill him. . . . And for these seventeen years . . .”

He walked away, then returned towards Keller. The
German slowly got on his feet, then lowered his head as he
confronted the Frenchman. His face, now livid, expressed
shame and anger.

“That’s torn it,”” said Lenoir. ‘“‘Absolutely torn it. You
can have half of everything. You can take the boat. You can
hop it to that other island. You can get along there just as well
as here. P’ll stay here and go to the west of theisland. Then
we shan’t set eyes on each other. . ..”

And then as Keller did not reply, and set about making
preparations for departure, he said to himself: ““And when,
ships pass he’ll see them better. . . . After all, I’d like to go back.
I want to go to where itallis...”

Vague recollections awakened in Lenoir’s mind. He saw
confused sights which were yet familiar. There was a village
by a flat road . . . a child hastening home for his supper . .. a
poor little cottage where his mother awaited him. . . . That
child was surely himself. . . .

He heard the noise of oars on the sea. Keller was rowing
himself to the island.

Lenoir started, stood up. . . . He wanted to call, to make
some appeal to Keller, his friend of seventeen years. . . . But,
changing his mind, he turned his back, and was silent.

Night came down, blotting out the two separated men.
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THE ACE OF SPADES

ERMANN shook hands with himself. He had received

a letter giving him the coveted rendezvous, a meeting
that should further his desperate plan, and so bring him
within reach of an easy fortune.

A young officer in the Engineers, he concealed beneath
a cold exterior a flaming ambition, a passionate craving
for wealth.

Two or three weeks back, he had heard a strange story
from Naroumof, a lieutenant in the Horse Guards.

This stoty was concerned with Naroumof’s grandmother,
the Comtesse Anna Fedotovna, a former beauty, and now a
redoubtable old lady of eighty-six.

Long ago, she had lost a big sum of money at cards in
Paris. After vainly applying to her husband for assistance,
she had appealed to the eccentric and notorious Comte de
Saint-Germain.

Under a promise of sectecy, and on the condition that she
would never play again after she had won back the money,
the Comte named three cards which she was to play in
succession. The Comtesse had played these three catrds,
and had more than regained the money she had lost.

Although many had tried to get from her lips the names
of these three winning cards, she had held to her promise,
with the exception of confiding the secret to a dearly loved son.

This story had haunted Hermann. He could not get it out
of his mind. If he could but get acquainted with the Comtesse,
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he might, by petsuasion ot force, obtain from her the secret
of the three cards, and so win a large sum of money.

He had taken to watching the town house of the old
Comtesse, and hete luck had favoured him. He had caught
the eye of a handsome young woman seated at a window,
a young woman who was ptesumably the old lady’s companion.
He had stared until she had dropped her eyes; but after a
minute she had raised them, and then she had blushed.

This was the beginning of a silent courtship which
Lisabeta Ivanova, aching to escape from the trying old
Comtesse, took setiously.

Then, when she was attending the Comtesse to her
carriage, Hermann, on the watch, had saluted her and pressed
a note in her hand.

She had read this note on returning from the drive, a
note that contained ardent protestations of love. Then, by
the hands of a milliner who called at the house, she received
frequent letters from Hermann.

These, at last, she answered, with a warmth that waxed
with each letter.

She had ultimately given him a rendezvous late at night
in the house, at the same time furnishing elaborate instructions
on how to get into the place, and what direction to take when
inside.

He must take every care to avoid the Comtesse’s apartments.

Hermann, like a tiger in sight of its prey, trembled in
every limb. He saw himself wealthy, honoured. Somehow
ot another, he would face the Comtesse, and by fair means
or foul, obtain her secret.

It had been arranged that he should seek admission to the
house while the Comtesse and Lisabeta wete absent at a ball.
Everything went according to plan. Instead, howevet, of
seeking the girl’s room, he hid himself in the large bedroom
of the Comtesse. .
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In due course, the old lady returned with Lisabeta, and
was attended by three old maids of honour to the bedroom.
As the Comtesse suffered from insomnia, she did not at once
go to bed, but reclined in a chair.

In this room, lit only by the lights before the ikons, the
Comtesse looked more dead than alive.

It was not until Hermann confronted her that she appeared
really alive.

“You have nothing to fear—nothing whatever,” he said
in a low even voice. “But it was necessary that I should see
you—alone. As I have told you, you have nothing whatever
to fear, provided you tell me something that I must know.”

The old woman regarded him in silence, and as though
she did not understand. Believing she was deaf, he put his
lips to her ear and repeated his words. The Comtesse still
maintained silence.

“You are able to make me happy for life,” he continued,
“and in a way that will not cost you anything. . . . For
you know the secret of a certain three cards which . . .”

Hermann stopped short. She evidently understood what
he meant.

“All that’s merely a joke,” she said. “I swear to you
it was only a joke.” :

“It was nothing of the sort,” he declared, with rising anger.
“You gave the secret to one of your sons—your favourite
son . . .7
The Comtesse was troubled. She took refuge in apparent
stupidity.

“Won’t you tell me the three winning cards?” The
Comtesse was silent. Hermann fell on his knees.

“If you have ever known love, if you have ever tasted
ecstasy, if you have any humanity, I ask, I beseech you, by
the love of a husband, the love of a-lover, the love of a
mother, by everything that is holy in life, to do what I
ask. . . 3
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“You are old. You have not long to live. ButI . ..
I, young as I am, I am ready, eager to be responsible for all
the sins you may have committed, and to be answerable for
them before God, if you will tell me this secret.”

The old Comtesse was obstinately silent. Hermann got
up from his knees. “‘Cursed old woman !* he cried, grinding
his teeth. “At least I have something that will open your
lips.”

He brought out a pistol. At the sight of this weapon,
the old Comtesse came to life. Her face betrayed fear. Her
head shook as though palsied, and as she stretched out her
arms to defend herself from the pistol, she suddenly fell back
in her chair and was still.

“Don’t play the fool,”” cried Hermann, seizing the old
woman’s hand. “For the last time, will you, or will you not,
tell me those three cards 2’

The Comtesse was persistently silent. Hermann perceived
she was dead. . . .

Hermann went to Lisabeta’s room. He told her every-
thing, including the death of the Comtesse. She burned with
shame. She recalled his passionate letters, with their warm
protestations of love. She now knew these were false;
that all he had wanted was money.

She had been the blind tool of a thief—the murderer of
her protectress. She wept bitterly.

Her looks and her tears did not touch this man of iron
will. He did not repent of what he had done. He knew
no remorse for the death of the Comtesse. He was torn by
the thought that the secret he had coveted had permanently
escaped him.

The long silence was broken by Lisabeta. ‘But you
are a monster !”” she cried.

“There was no question of my killing her,”” he coldly
replied. ““The pistol wasn’t loaded.”
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“I must get you out of here,”” she said. “But you will
have to go through the Comtesse’s room. I...I am
afraid.”

After giving him a key and the necessary directions,
Hermann first entered the room whete the old Comtesse
still sat in her chair. He stared at her for some time, as
though to assure himself of this stark reality, then found
his way from the house.

Hermann had returned from the funeral of the Comtesse.

On kneeling beside the body beforehand and regarding
its face, it had seemed that one of the eyes had mocked him,
then winked. For the rest of the day, he was troubled with
a singular depression.

On ordering his dinner in a restaurant, he found himself
unable to eat, but drank far more than he usually did. He
returned to his rooms in good time. Without undressing,
he threw himself on the bed and fell fast asleep.

When he awoke, it was night, and the moonlight was
streaming into his chamber. He looked at his watch. It was
a quarter to three.

He did not want to sleep any more. He sat on the bed and
thought of the old Comtesse. Somecone stared through the
window, but he paid no attention. And presently he heard
someone open the door of the sitting-room.

Believing that this must be the caretaker, who often came
back drunk in the small hours, he took no notice, until he
heard an unfamiliar footstep. Then . . . then the bedroom
door opened, and a woman all dressed in white came into
the room, and advanced to the foot of the bed.

Hermann saw the old Comtesse.

“I have come to you in spite of myself,”” she said. “I am
compelled to answer your appeal. ... Three . . . seven
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. ace will win all you want, if played in that sequence.
But . . . but you must only play one card in twenty-four
hours. And after, you must never touch cards again. As
for my death, I will forgive you only on the condition that
you marry Lisabeta Ivanovna, my companion.”

The old Comtesse then quitted the room. Hermann
remained dumbfounded, stunned. Later, on going to the
sitting-room, he found the caretaker asleep on the floor
and the key turned in the lock of the door.

Hermann went to the gambling-rooms kept by the famous
wealthy Tchekalinski. He was introduced by Naroumof,
from whom he had learned the strange story of the cards.

In one of the rooms, Tchekalinski presided, as banker
at a table where faro was being played. (In this game each
player is dealt a card by the banker. The banker then deals
two other cards on to the table. If the playet’s card is a
duplicate of one of the two the banker has laid down, the
player receives double the money he has staked.)

When Hermann was presently introduced, he asked if he
could take one card.

Tchekalinski graciously gave the required permission.
Naroumof laughingly congratulated Hermann for thus taking
it into his head to gamble, and wished him good luck.

““There you are!” said Hermann, after having written a
figure on the card he had taken.

“How much?”’ asked the banker, blinking his eyes.
“My sight isn’t quite what it was.”

“Forty-seven thousand roubles,” replied Hermann.

All heads were raised at hearing this sum. Naroumof
thought his friend had gone mad.

“Rather a large stake,”” said the banker, with his eternal
smile. ““Of coutse, I don’t doubt your ability to pay if you

b4
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lose, but I rather wish you’d back your card with some
money.”’

Hermann brought out a note. After glancing at this, the
banker placed it on the card. * He dealt two cards, a ten on
the right, and a three on the left.

“I win,” said Hermann, showing his card, a three. A
murmur of astonishment arose from the crowded table. For
a moment the banker looked glum, but soon recovered his
smile. \

“Shall T settle up now ?** he asked the winner.

“If you wouldn’t mind.”

The banker, producing a pocket-book, took out some
bank-notes and handed these over to Hermann, who pocketed
his winnings and then left the table. He drank some
lemonade, and went home to bed.

The next evening he returned to the gaming-house and
sought the table where Tchekalinski was banker. The
punters greeted Hermann with respect and made a place for
him.

Hermann awaited a new deal, and then took a card on
which he staked not only 47,000 roubles, but also what he
had previously won. The banker started to deal. He dealt
a knave to the right and a seven to the left.

Hermann showed a seven.

There was a general gasp of astonishment, and the banker
looked uncomfortable. Counting out 94,000 roubles, he
gave them to Hermann, who coolly accepted them, and then
took his leave.

He came again the next evening. On seeing him, the
players deserted their games and crowded round the principal
table. They wanted to see if Hermann’s astonishing luck
would hold. Tchekalinski turned pale on recognising him,
but somehow managed to smile as he braced himself for
the play.
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Each took a new pack of cards. Tchekalinski cut and,
sclecting a card, he coveted this with a pile of bank-notes.
It was like preparing for a duel. He began to deal. His
hands trembled. He threw a queen on the right and an
ace to the left. -

“The ace wins,” said Hermann, showing his catd.

“Your Queen has lost,” replied the banker, triumphantly.

Hermann trembled violently. Instead of an ace he saw
before him a queen of spades. He could not believe the
evidence of his eyes. He could not understand how he had
made a mistake.

His eyes were fixed on this fatal card. It seemed to him
that the queen of spades winked, and looked at him with a
jeering smile. He was stricken with horror at seeing that
there was an uncanny resemblance between this ace of
spades and the dead Comtesse. .

“Curse the old woman!” said Hermann, terrified, to
himself.

Tchekalinski, using a rake, heaped up his winnings.
Hermann seemed turned into stone. He did not move for
quite 2 long time. When he at last left the room, conversation
began.

“What a punter!”” commented the players.

Hermann went mad, and is in an asylum. He does not
answer if spoken to, but continually repeats to himself,
“Three—Seven—Ace ! Three—Seven—Queen !”’

Lisabeta is happily married.
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THE SHUTTLECOCK OF THE RITZ-RITZ

N the glassed-in roof of the Ritz, Kinroyd, of the Air

Police, leaned against a slim girder and watched the alter-
nating lifts taking passengers and baggage up to the landing-
stage thirty feet above the Customs Office. From this
position he could observe the faces that passed upward while
himself remaining unnoticed.

Simultaneously with the booming of the five-minute gong
overhead came the splutter and bang of high-power motors
starting up. Kinroyd frowned. The explosive roar settled
quickly into a steady hum. Kinroyd took out his watch.
Three minutes later he moved away from his post and entered a
lift displaying the “Up’”sign. The engine-note above was now
a dull roar ; a mighty draught churned by the propellers was
whistling up there on the stage, and the slender girder towers
sustaining the flat platform were quivering.

At that instant the other lift shot out of its shaft at speed.
Kinroyd had a fleeting glimpse of a pale, sunken face under a
crushed-in black hat, and his brow smoothed. "He took a final
glance at his watch. It wanted one minute to the half-hour.

He murmured : ‘““You are cutting it rather fine to-day, my
friend. All right,” he added to the liftman. “Go down.”

He walked rapidly out of the hotel and jumped into a
narrow white racing car. ‘The traffic light showed green ;
but, held suddenly by the imperative hand of a point-duty
constable, the stream of westward traffic ceased to flow while
Kinroyd attained St. James’s Street by the simple process of
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reversing speed and spinning round across the breadth of
Piccadilly. His progress was marked by similar traffic jams at
every point post, for the white car had priority over every
other vehicle in London. Entering the Air Police Depart-
" ment in Whitehall, Kinroyd tapped on the door of a room
bearing the notice :

SIR THEODORE BANE,
Chief Commissionet.

A very tall man with angular and prominent features looked
up and greeted him with a quiet, “Hello.”

“Good morning, Sir Theodore.” Kinroyd perched himself
on a cornet of the big desk. “About your friend who’s so fond
of the Ritz-Ritz.”

“Ah, yes ; the Shuttlecock, I think you called him. Well,
‘to be or not to be ?*”’

“ “T'o be,” ’m glad to say, although it was a close shave.”

“He has flown on five days, then ?”’

““Yes:?

“Good.” He smiled at Kinroyd, having a certain affection
for this young man taken from a professorial chair at Oxford
for the post of psychological specialist in his department.
“Now you will have something to amuse yourself with.”

Kinroyd had had nothing to do for two months. There
had been in that time no cases which could not be tackled by
departmental routine methods and the departmental specialists
in facts. Kinroyd was outside both; a psychologist, a
specialist in intangibles, cutious not about clues but about the
cause and meaning of human action. In the sphere of aerial
crime, where material clues are inevitably not so frequent as
in the sphere of terrestrial crime, this man, whom Scotland
Yard would have ridiculed, was invaluable.

The present enigma, singular as it was, appeared to offer
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no prospect of danger or excitement. The detective per-
manently stationed on the Ritz-Ritz route had noted in the
““anusual occurrence” column of his weekly report that a man,
surnamed Levin, Christian names James Henry, aged fifty-
three, of independent means and appatently respectable
character, had for the past six weeks travelled from London to
Paris on the 10.30 (morning) machine one day and returned
from Paris to London on the 10.30 (morning) machine the
next. His passport was in order, but his routine, in view of
the fact that he was stated to follow no occupation, appeared
to call for investigation. For flying, when the freshness of the
sensation has wotn off, is monotonous beyond conception.

The Chief had referred the matter to Kinroyd and Kinroyd
had decided to give the mystetious traveller three chances to
confirm the detective’s report ; and the mysterious traveller, in
flying Paris-wards from the London Ritz on Monday, on
Wednesday and on Friday, had successfully confirmed it.

“I shall go to Paris,” said Kinroyd, and slipping off the
desk and picking up his hat, he resumed the formal manner of
a subordinate to his superior.

The Chief nodded and raised a lazy finger in acknowledg-
ment.

Kinroyd went up in the lift to the hangars on the Police
Stage which roofed in part of Whitehall. His machine, a
single-seater racing type, lean like his car, enormously engined,
was tun out and started up. He rushed up into the sky like
a rocket, flattened and opened full out. Over Surreyand Sussex,
over the Channel and the northern French coast he moved at a
speed of over 4oo miles an hour.

The powerful Ritz-Ritz express, with thirty minutes start,
he passed north of Amiens, and landed on the flat superstruc-
ture of the Paris Ritz with ten minutes to spate.

Leaving his machine to be pushed into one of the little
private hangars fringing the north and west edges, he went
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down to the Customs office. On first entering the Customs
office one perceived merely a highly luxurious lounge, the
terminus of lifts, but on further examination one discovered
the two State officials seated behind a mahogany counter at
the far end. Kinroyd greeted them amiably, and while they
conversed the air liner arrived and began to discharge the
contents of its fuselage.

Mr. Levin, more haggard than ever, and accompanied by
a porter carrying a single suit-case, was among the first to
emerge from the lifts. The porter brought the bag over to the
counter. Mr. Levin, without giving him a glance, passed with
the assurance of one in familiar surroundings through the
swing doors admitting to the hotel foyer.

Kinroyd noted that the Customs official bestowed only a
cursory glance at the bag’s contents.

“You are acquainted with that gentleman, I see,” he
remarked.

““Yes,”” replied the official. “‘ He is a regular visitor every
other day. You will not find him of interest to you, Mr.
Kinroyd.”

“Why do you think so ?”

“Nom d’un chien ! 1 have looked into his bag two-score
times. I know it by heart.” '

Kinroyd turned upon the porter so abruptly that the man
instinctively took a step back.

“ And what do you think about it, my friend »”

He still spoke in French. The man, who had been casting
furtive sidelong glances, stared at him suddenly.

““Non comprendo.”

“But do you not speak French ?”

“Non comprends,” trepeated the porter stubbornly, and,
seizing the bag, he hurried off.

“‘An Italian porter at the Ritz who does not speak French,”
remarked Kinroyd.
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“But what does it matter, the tongue? They fetch and
carry. It is all that is required.”

“And yet,” said Kinroyd, “he understood what we were
saying, and was not at all pleased.”

The Frenchman smiled incredulously. Kintoyd continued,
imperturbably :

““When a man who declates nothing is concealing a dutiable
article, you know at once, do you not ?*’

The official nodded setiously. Here was a psychological
trait within his comprehension.

“It is the instinct,” he said. “It comes with practice at
the work.”

“Exactly,” said Kinroyd. ““The instinct, as you call it.
That was how I knew the porter understood. But why he
should pretend that he did not understand, I do not know.”

He nodded and strolled away to the reception desk, where
the sight of him was sufficient to draw an ambassadorial
personage in haste from an inner sanctum.

“It is nothing, my dear monsieur,”” assured Kinroyd,
smiling, and taking his hand. ‘A little matter of personal
curiosity, that is all.”’

“Ah, Mr. Kinroyd, you relieve me. I confess the sight
of you terrifies me. You are like fate. You move in the track
of fearful affairs. The hotel has barely recovered from what
transpired on the occasion of your last appearance here. But
will not monsieur come into my office? We can discuss
there . . .»’

Ten minutes later Kinroyd was standing with his foot on
the rail of the magnificent bar on the first floor. He could get
no nearer to Mr. Levin than that, for all the rooms and suites
on the first three floors were occupied. So he sipped a cock-
tail, and observed with interest the technique of the room
service. Every few minutes a waiter would pop in, snap an
otder, seize the filled glasses, and fly out as if the devil were on
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his tail. Kinroyd expressed surprise at the high velocity of
these performances.

“It is our pride, monsieur, to serve a drink to any suite on
this floor in fifty seconds,” said the barman. °“On the floot
above they take seventy-five.”

“‘But, surely,” protested Kinroyd, ““people drink in the bar
or the lounge and not in their rooms ? There is a bar on every
floor.”

“They are all suites on this floor,” replied the barman,
‘““and a great many people take meals and drinks in their suites.
They pay for a private sitting-room. Why should they not
use it ?”’

“True,” agreed Kinroyd. ‘I suppose that Mr. Levin is
one of those who like their money’s worth »”’

Apparently the chance remark disturbed the barman.
He stopped in the act of pouring the limejuice, grenadine and
rum for a Bacardi. His black eyebrows contracted and he
darted a strange, fierce and most un-bartenderly glance at
Kinroyd.

“You are Italian, by the way?” pursued Kinroyd
gently.

“I, monsieur ? I am French.”

““Ah, T should scarcely have thought it,”” said Kinroyd.
“‘But here comes your friend.”

The agile waiter dashed in as he spoke, and rapped out his
orders in a series of staccato abbreviations which would have
been unintelligible to anyone but a barman. As he lifted his
replenished tray the foot of Kinroyd appeared to slip on the
rail, and he stumbled against the waiter. The latter staggered,
tilting the tray, and with a tesounding crash all the glasses
slid together and emptied themselves over his chest.

“Diable I’ exclaimed the waiter, bathed in a variety of
intoxicants.

“Dolce angelo mio !I”’ cried the man behind the bar.

2
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“For a Frenchman, you have a strange taste, in oaths,”
said Kinroyd to him mildly.

He paid the damage, soothed the waiter’s feelings with a
twenty-franc note, and left the bar. In the corridor he paused
a moment outside Mr. Levin’s door, and then descended to
the restaurant and told the maitre that he had a message for
the waiter at Mr. Levin’s table. A swarthy menial darted
over in response to a beckoning finger.

“What is the set lunch to-day ?”” asked Kinroyd.

“Carte? La créme de Pottron, Délices de Sole Véronique, Carré
d’ Agnean Chitelaine,” began the man, with an astonished look.

“So,” Kinroyd cut him shott. ‘“But you should try to
disguise your Italian accent better than that,”” and he turned
on his heel and went out into the foyer. Taking out his card-
case, he selected a card which bore simply the inscription
“Mr. J. T. Kinroyd,” and calling a page, instructed him to
take it up to Mr. Levin. In a minute the boy returned. Mr.
Levin could see no one.

“He did not even ask who I was ?”

““Non, monsienr.”

Kinroyd replaced his case, entered the lift, and got out at
the first floor. Approaching Mr. Levin’s door, he knocked.
No voice within bade him enter, but after some delay the door
was opened by Mr. Levin himself. The man had the appeat-
ance of one stricken by a mortal malady, but he was composed.

“Yes ?”” he asked, evidently mistaking Kinroyd for some-
one connected with the hotel.

“I should like the pleasure of five minutes’ conversation
with you,” said Kinroyd.

“What do you wish to speak to me about ?”” inquired Mrt.
Levin sharply.

“Italians,”” said Kinroyd.

Mtr. Levin’s face became distorted by a violent spasm of
rage. ‘“You devil I”’ he ejaculated in Italian, and slammed the
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door. Kinroyd, who was not astonished at this reception,
turned away, and found a waiter standing beside him. They
exchanged a prolonged stare, cool on Kinroyd’s part, sinister
on the waitet’s.

“A fourth Italian, I perceive,” said Kinroyd pleasantly.

After this encounter he repaired to the airplane stage, had
his machine brought out, and flew back to the London Ritz.
He wished to ascertain whether the peculiar conditions he
divined in the Paris hotel were duplicated in London.

A brief interview with the hotel manager secured for him
the table reserved in the restaurant for Mr. Levin every other
evening. His waiter at dinner that night had a suave, im-
penetrable face, and a perfect French accent. Kinroyd took
one glance at him and decided that this was the strongest
character he had as yet had to deal with. He said, as bearded
Colchesters were placed before him :

““I should leave Levin alone, if I wete you.”

The bait failed. The man swept off a crumb, moved the
hock glass closer, bowed, and passed on to another table.
Kinroyd smiled and ate his oysters. When the waiter came
for the empty plate, he said :

““You made a mistake, my friend. You should have replied.
By remaining silent, you gave yourself away.”

“Who are you ?”> murmured the waiter, bending an atten-
tive and deferential eat.

““A student of psychology,” said Kinroyd.

“Mind your own business,”” said the waiter softly, “‘or you
will regret it.”” And with another touch to the table appoint-
ments and a slavish obeisance, he glided away.

Kinroyd gtinned. The enigma was no longet completely
an enigma, and yet the core of it eluded him.

After dinner he called at Sir Theodore’s flat. That night
he slept peacefully in the bed at his London apartment. Early
the next morning he was in Paris again, and at ten o’clock
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he was talking to the pilot of the Ritz-Ritz ro.30 machine.
The pilot was complaining that he had had only twelve
minutes’ notice of a change in the schedule for that day. The
9.30 machine had gone off on time ; but, beginning with the
10.30, the remainder of the day machines were to start half an
hour late.

“Aren’t you going to post up the change in the Customs
office ?”* inquired Kinroyd.

“No, I shan’t bother. The steward can tell the passengers
as they arrive.”

The lifts emitted to the giant airplane by way of two short
covered gangways, but the unbreakable glass panels in the
fuselage walls allowed a clear view of the interior, where
passengers could be seen taking their places. Presently
Kinroyd excused himself and strolled round to the front of
the machine. A flexible metal ladder dangled from the open
door of the pilot’s cockpit. Kinroyd sprang up it, pushed back
a sliding panel and entered the long saloon. Mr. Levin was
in the act of sinking into a seat beside one of the great windows.
He looked up with a start when Kinroyd touched his arm.

““We start half an hour late to-day.”

The innocent remark clearly had some frightful significance
for Mr. Levin. He jumped as at an electric shock and turned
blue about the lips.

“It goes at eleven, then ?”” His voice was an almost in-
audible whisper of fear.

“Yes.”

“It is too late,”” muttered Mr. Levin. He stood up with
a jerky movement. ‘‘I must go by another airplane. Where
can I find another airplane »”’

“At Le Bourget Aerodrome. It is a half-hour’s run by
car, and it will take you ten minutes to get a car.”

Mr. Levin fell back. He lay limp, mouth open, eyes
staring, arms hanging over the sides of his chair. Kinroyd
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saw that some unknown terror was torturing him to the limits
of human endurance. He said, bending over him :

“But I have a *plane here.”

“Get me away by half-past ten,” exclaimed Mr. Levin,
starting up, ‘““and I will give you a thousand pounds.”

“Come, then.” Kinroyd led the way out through the
cockpit panel. ““My machine is in that hangar. But,”” he added
T will take you only on one condition.”

“I have English bank-notes here for a thousand.”

Kinroyd shook his head.

“No. I want to know, first, why you fly to Paris from the
Italians in London, only to fly back again to London from the
Italians in Paris; and, second, why it is so vital that you
should leave both cities by 10.30 ? Tell me this, and I will fly
you to London in forty minutes without charge.”

“Oh!” cried the other, turning a flaming glance on him.
I recognise you ! It was you who came to my door. Who are
you? What do you want ?”’

“I have told you,” replied Kinroyd, with a slight shrug.
““Iime is getting short, Mr. Levin ; you have only two minutes
now. Iam no one you need fear. You may regard me merely
as an inquisitive person.”

“I have not time to tell you!”’ cried Mr. Levin. “I
will tell you on the way across. We have only a minute . . .”

“You might forget as soon as we started. Tell me now.
A minute one way or the other won’t matter.”

“But it will !>’ shrieked Mt. Levin with violence. ‘It
will! It means my life. Where is your machine? Bah!
You are playing with me, you dog !’ A

He sprang at Kinroyd’s throat, but the slim young scientist
easily thrust his decrepit assailant back.

““You are wasting time,”” said he coldly. “See, it’s half-past
ten.”’

Mz, Levin gazed at the big white clock face up on the gong
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tower. He dropped his hands in a gesture of ineffable despair.

“It has come,’”’ he muttered, as if to himself. It is the
end. I must die.” :

Turning to Kinroyd, he said in a calm voice :

I do not know who you are, or why you pursue me, but
I will satisfy your curiosity. It shall be my last act on earth.
Fifteen years ago I was secretary of the Associated Waiters
and Hotel Servants of Italy. This was in the unquiet days
before Mussolini. The society was accumulating an extra-
ordinary fund to finance a general strike. At the last moment
we withdrew the money from the bank, for fear it would be
seized by the authorities.

““The President and I were fascinated by the mighty pile
of notes. We fled secretly, and got away to England with the
entire treasure. Without funds the Society was easily crushed ;
its members were scattered. But a vendetta was sworn against
us, and within a year every Italian waiter in America, in
England, and on the Continent was pledged to hunt us down.
The meshes of that net were too small for us to escape it.
We were discovered, and seized, he in his house, I in my
room at an hotel, and taken to a secret headquarters in London.

“For three months we lay in chains in a cellar, and then we
were tried by picked delegates and condemned. Instead of
killing us at once, however, they made Wandering Jews of us.
We were allowed to keep the money we had stolen and to go
free. Only, we were told, that we must go alone always, that
we must live in hotels always, and that we must never stay
in one place longer than twenty-four hours. I wept tears of
joy when I was released. I resolved to change my name,
become a naturalised Englishman, obliterate the past. Life
seemed so unspeakably precious and my punishment so easy
and magnanimous. . . .

“I was soon disillusioned, however, and I suffered all the

torments of the damned. To know loneliness, terror and the
F
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apprehension of death ! Never to have a companion, a friend,
or a home! To have to go on like that, to go on, ill or well,
without pause or respite, and to see the implacable face of a
swotn and deadly enemy everywhere one turns every day of
one’s life ! Can you imagine for an instant what that means ?
Have you ever fled in nightmatre through a dark forest, full of
hidden snakes ? My life has been like that.

“Five years ago my companion in crime was executed.
He contracted a fever in Seville, but he dragged himself from
his bed at the end of the day. He had not reached the outskirts
of the town before he collapsed. They had followed him like
wolves and on the stroke of the twenty-fourth hour they
stabbed him in the breast and in the throat.

“I held on for two more years, and then I conceived the
idea of travelling only between two cities. That promised
mote rest ; but after I had tried it 2 month they intervened. I
might live in two cities, they said, only if at least a hundred
miles separated one from the othet. So I had to abandon the
idea, until one day they started the regular air service on the
Ritz-Ritz route.

““At length the heaviest burdens were lifted from my exis-
tence. I suffered still, but my life was endurable. Twenty-
two hourts out of every twenty-four I was at test, and free.
Now—it is the end. I have been in one place twenty-four
hours and twenty-five minutes. ‘They will kill me, and I shall
be glad to die. For now that it has come, I realise that death
is nothing, and the fear of death everything. There—look !
—there is the shadow of my death.”

Kinroyd looked in the direction of his pointing finger.
The lift attendant had come round the corner of his lift and was
regarding him with a peculiar little smile. Behind him, holding
a broom, the porter whom Kinroyd had first suspected stood
moticnless, sweeping invisible dust backwards and forwards
along the smooth floor of the stage, and smiling quietly with
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downcast eyes. The five-minute gong had already beaten ;
the one-minute strokes now boomed out, presaging the single
zeto clap. An inferno of wind and sound engulfed the two
.men by the fringe of little hangars and the two men by the
lift shaft.

“BooMm !I”” The zero signal struck. The whistling pro-
pellers flashed into invisibility. Rocking the two-hundred foot
machine thundeted down the run, quicker, quicker still,
and at the edge, with the noise of a tornado hurtling, it shot off
into space and rushed steeply upward. The stage attendants
and mechanics had gone to their shelters five minutes before
(the stage was a dangerous place to be on when the expresses
were landing or taking off), and there remained only the four
men who were watching one another. The lift attendant drew
closer inch by inch, the porter swept his dust diligently in his
tracks, and out of the second lift there peered the pale, per-
spiring face of a man incongruously in evening dress.

All at once Mr. Levin threw up his hand.

“Stop I”” he shouted.

The two approaching men stopped without ceasing to
smile ; the waiter came right out of the lift.

“I shall escape you, you fools,” said Mr. Levin out of
the corner of a snarling mouth. ““You have imposed your
will on me for fifteen years. Now I will impose mine on you.
I die in my own way. My cutse on you !”’

Kinroyd made a sudden grab at him. Mzr. Levin eluded it,
ran down the narrow passageway between two hangars, and
bounded over the rail. Kinroyd sprang to the edge, and saw
the falling body rebound from the stone roof coping and
continue its terrific plunge. Far below there was a crush of
traffic in the broad avenue. In the midst of that crush the erring
secretaty of the Associated Waiters and Hotel Servants of
Italy struck—and vanished. i
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“Hello,”” murmured the chief, when Kinroyd came into
his office that afternoon. ‘‘Has the altered schedule solved the
mystery of friend Levin already ?”

“It has,” sobetly replied the student of human motives:
“And it has killed him.”
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THE RAISER OF SPECTRES

T was during the time, a few years back, when the railway

crossing the Pyrenees was not yet open.

At that period people in Spain travelled about in those
amusing Catalan diligences of epic memory. Very low on
their wheels, broad, massive, with a large hood in front
to protect driver, conductor, and mayoral, these vehicles,
painted in dazzling yellow and bright red, drawn by eight
or ten mules decked out and caparisoned beyond all measure,
flew like the wind.

This method of travel put us back about fifty years in
the century ; we would fain persuade ourselves that we lived
in the time of the diligences of Lafitte and Caillard, and for
the traveller who came from the north nothing was lacking
to create this illusion: a deafening uproar of wheels badly
fixed in their hubs, harmonious jinglings of little bells, the
cries of the mayoral encouraging the mules in their furious
gallop, while the driver, perched on his narrow seat, made
the echoes ring out by the repeated cracklings of his whip.

And every moment, in the speed and dust of the vehicle,
the worthy mayoral would tumble down from his seat and
leap on to the footboard of the coupé or rotunda to inquire
in an unfamiliar language, the Catalan of the frontiers, whether
his passengers were comfortable.

It was very cheering after a long railway journey; it
varied the monotony of the immense straight lines, dull
and even.

167
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We used to statt at noon, from the square of the Prefecture
at Perignan, and go full speed, passing Poulestre, Nils-Sec,
Villemoulagne, Viamyls, and other places at the same pace,
until we reached the first spurs of the Pyrenees at Boulon.

At this Jast village in French soil the ascent becomes
noticeable ; the diligence bears heavily behind on its cord
traces, and the gallop of the mules changes into a tired jog-
trot. Then the slope becomes still steeper ; the team slackens
its pace more and more and the mayoral follows the carriage
on foot ; most of the passengers do the same, above all those
in the rotunda. We are anxious to relieve the poor mules
and to stretch our legs. One of the passengers who has
provided himself against emergencies offers a glass of
Rivesaltes muscat all round, and together we admire the
majestic sight of the sun setting in the Pyrenees.

* The three or four more aristocratic passengers in the
coupé have also joined the pedestrians, and the silence of
the declining day is disturbed only by the monotonous sound
of the bells, the slow grinding of the wheels on the road, or
by the cry of the rare birds which seck a shelter for the night.

In the west, between the mountain gorges, and rising
heavenwards, still Jit up by the last glimmers of light, we
discern the snowy peaks of Cerdagne which reach towards
the clouds; and nearer, the chain of Roca Bruna, then that
of Foche and Janquere. What deep poetry emanates from this
grandeur and sublimity of nature; and how man seems a
puny dwarf when he thus climbs with difficulty the flank of
one of these giants.

It was by this means that twelve or fourteen passengers
were travelling from France to Spain a few years ago. They
found themselves, after getting in and out of the diligence
several times, in the heart of a mountainous district, perhaps
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one league from Belegarde, the French village marking a post
of the frontier.

The conversation was lively. We had discussed many
things ; but—was it the ever-mysterious and penetrating
influence of a fine autumn evening >—we had, above all,
spoken of sorcerers, soothsayers, hypnotists and ghosts.

One of the passengers, a young man of not more than
twenty-five, who seemed to be a commercial traveller from
the south, had markedly displayed the greatest incredulity ;
his scepticism and his denials were such that some of his
travelling companions began to eye him with mocking
glances.

Among these was a Spaniard of about fifty years of age,
who, to all appearances, belonged to the tribe of cattle dealers
numerous on the frontier. His peculiar accentuation of the
Castilian language betrayed an Andalusian, and, as he spoke
French very badly, he had taken little part in the conversation.
However, he had a swarthy complexion and two piercing
black eyes, deep set under bushy eyebrows.

By-and-by, a burst of laughter too violent and a denial
too absolute by the commercial traveller, on account of I
know not what assertion, roused the Andalusian from his
strange silence.

‘“Young man,”” said he in bad French, speaking in a
forceful and vibrating tone, ‘‘the manner of your bragging
makes it clear that you would prove an extraordinaty coward,
were any of the things you deny to appear before you.”

“I say, old man,” replied the commercial traveller
arrogantly, ‘““‘whom are you calling a coward, if you please ?
If it’s I whom you designate by this epithet, I defy you to
repeat it 1>’

“Brat |’ ejaculated the Spaniard, seizing the arm of the
commercial traveller, whose face immediately screwed up
with pain, ‘““whom do you think you are dealing with that

F*
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you defy me in this way ? . . . I tell you, I, that you would
swoon away at the sight of the meanest phantom.”

“Oh! oh!” ctied the wag, losing some of his self-
assurance, ‘I say, let me go !—you are nothing more than
a brute!”

The other passengers intetvened, and a few moments
later, the road becoming level in winding round the edge
of a precipice which it overhung sheet, each one resumed his
seat in the diligence. A full quarter of an hour later the
Catalan stopped in the only street in Bellegarde.

It was quite dark; passports were shown and a fresh
team was harnessed. The new team descended the Spanish
Pyrences at full speed to the jingling of bells, the noise of
wheels, and the cracking of the short Catalan whip.

The vehicle reached Figueras at the scheduled time of
eight o’clock.

At the inn, stopping place of diligences, dinner was
prepared : omelet, roast mutton cutlets, fried potatoes. In
spite of the scanty menu and the unwholesome way in which
it was served, each one did honour to the meal ; the fourteen
guests had good appetites. Afterwards the servants attached
to the inn served us with oranges, apples and coffee.

The conversation round the table had become general ;
we had returned to phantoms, spiritualism, and second sight.
The commercial traveller, in the light of the lamps, was
displaying more raillery and even more incredulity than he
had shown on the road.

“Well then,”” said the aged Spaniard, taking him to task
once mote, ‘I shall bring up before you, if you wish it, any
dead person you catre to name.”’

‘“Nonsense !’ replied the young man, chaffing; ‘‘you
have strong wrists, it’s true, but you’re not more knowing
for all that !’

‘“Do you agree ?”’
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The joker hesitated.

“Go on,” said some of the passengers who were very
puzzled and whose curiosity was now kindled, ‘“‘make up
your mind, risk it!”’

“All right, then,” finally said the commercial traveller.

“In that case,”” replied the Spaniard, “I’ll wager one
thousand francs that you won’t be able to withstand more
than one apparition.”

“A thousand francs? . .. Never! I can’t risk losing
such a sum!”

“Since you deny everything with such self-confidence,
you’re sure to win !>’

The cattle dealer’s argument was irrefutable.

I can’t stake more than 200 francs,”” said the young man.

His opponent smiled scornfully and put back the money
which he had taken out of his pocket.

“Do you think then,’” said he, ““that for such a miserable
sum I would disturb the spirits and force them to return to this
-world ? No, no; I bet one thousand francs. . . . Stake the
whole amount if you want to. Or else . . . nothing!”

Curiosity, round the table, had reached its height; each
one was burning to see the outcome of this strange wrangle.

“My word,”” said a passenger laughing, “I’ll gladly venture
two hundred francs . . . as a sleeping partner.”’

“And I, as well.”

“And I, two hundred.”

Ten minutes later the sum of cight hundred francs was
pushed forward towards the commercial traveller who had to
make up the full amount of the stake.

Driven into his last entrenchment, the young jester had
turned slightly pale, but he nevertheless collected the money
and put it into his purse.

Everybody left the table eagetly. The Spaniard begged
the innkeeper to let him use one of his rooms; we wete
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taken to a closet on the ground floor opening into the garden
of the inn and closed by a thin door of fir-wood.

The enchanter showed his mocking antagonist in, left
him in the dark and remained outside while the passengers
gathered round him. Sombre flashes left his eyes, his dusky
face, with parchment-like skin, assumed an almost diabolical
expression. He regarded the little closed door fixedly and
muttered some unintelligible words.

A few moments of solemn silence supervened.

“Well then,” said the jeering voice of the commercial
traveller, “is it for to-day or to-morrow 2’

“What do you see ?”’ inquired the Spaniard.

“Nothing I’

Another few moments of silence ensued. The old man
was still stammering sentences and making peculiar gestures.

“And now ?”* said he.

“I see,” said the young man in a slightly different tone,
“a white haze . . . in a corner of the room.”

““This haze moves, doesn’t it ?”

“I’s coming towards me. . .. It takes on a human
shape. . . . Yes! yes! I can distinguish the outline of the
Beada v .

“Whom do you wish to see ?”’

The commercial traveller did not answer right away;
at length, his voice reached us—trembling and low.

“My mother !I”’ said he.

“Get ready . . . look!” commanded the old man.

A prolonged silence followed. Our hearts were palpitating
violently.

All of a sudden, a heart-rending cry rang out from the
closet.

“It’s she I”” said the young man, terrot-stricken, “my poot
mother ! . . . She’s here in her shroud, her eyes are open,
the tears wrested from her in death-struggle are still on her
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cheeks. She’s coming . . . she holds me tight, she embraces
me! Enough, mercy! . . . Miserable sorcerer, stop, I can
no longer . . . Help, help! .. .”

The sound of a body falling heavily on the floor was
heard.

The passengers rushed headlong into the closet and lifted
up the unfortunate commercial traveller, victim of a severe
fit of nervous breakdown. Cold water was poured on his
face, vinegar was sent for, his hands were patted.

At last he appeared to come to. But then a foolish anger
seemed to possess him.

“Where is he, that infamous Spaniard,”” cried he, “where
is he, Ill strangle him! Ah! the wretch . . . to torture a
fellow-ctreature in this way !’

The passengers began to look for the cattle dealer, who
was nowhere to be seen. Then, the young man, freeing himself
from the hands of those who tended him, rushed out in
pursuit of the sorcerer and was lost in the profound gloom

of the garden. .

With him disappeared the 8co francs advanced.

On re-entering the diligence to go on to Girone, the
passengers Jaughed a little on the wrong side of the mouth
at the audacious sorcerer’s swindle.

“Bah!” concluded one of them, ‘“‘we’ve had a good

comedy for our money, and the rogues played their parts
admirably.”
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REINCARNATION

AMES GRIGG had made up his mind to commit suicide.
As he threw one leg over the wooden fence that
bounded the railway cutting, he paused, not from want of
determination to make the final moves of his resolve, but
in order to take one last swift look around at the world he
was leaving. It was a fair world. The trees were just in
leaf, fresh green, and casting dappled shadows where the
strong noon sunlight fell. The sky was blue, flecked with
high white clouds. Birds twittered.

There were no other noises in the countryside. It was
a peaceful spot, well chosen for the purpose. On the left
the cutting deepened sharply as the ground rose, until, not
two hundred yards distant, the gleaming metals ran into the
round black hole of a tunnel’s mouth.

There was in James Grigg that animal instinct to carry
wounds or hurts into some dark place, away from the
world. He wanted no spectacular exit, but a quiet painless
passing to whatever waited. In making up his mind he had
fully weighed the arguments for and against, writing his
reasons carefully down on a clean white sheet of paper, in
his neat handwriting.

This was no case of insanity. He realised that. He was
in full possession of his senses, but life, as shown on the
completed balance-sheet, was not worth living. With one
leg over the fence, he steadied himself and drew the folded
paper from his pocket. He had nearly forgotten that, before
going into the tunnel, that last piece of evidence had to be
destroyed. '
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The tiny fragments fell from his fingers and were gently
scattered into the grass by the faint breeze. Then, with stiff
movements he pulled himself with his left arm over the
fence and slid down the bank to the permanent way. The
right arm hung limply by his side. It was a wooden arm
covered at the extremity by a white cotton glove.

Except for his infirmity, he was a man one would never
notice. His face was gentle in its outlines, his eyes mild and
blue ; a man of stocky build, there was yet an indeterminate
air about him, a certain itresolution. He was forty yeats
old, and a failure. He knew he was a failure. Nothing he
had ever done had been successful. Endowed with average
intelligence he lacked resolution. He had, as he himself
expressed it, “no guts.”

That lack of “guts” had damned him throughout his
life : the shy, hesitating, nervous manner had always made
him the butt of ribaldry. He had lost one position after
another, and now he was workless and penniless. He had
never married, for the very good reason that he had never
asked anyone to marry him.

In the war he had been selected, from almost the first
day, to be an office orderly, and having never left England,
had known no fighting. A bomb dropped in a country
field near a South Coast training camp had simultaneously
deprived him of his arm and killed a cow. At the time it had
seemed to him that the cow’s untimely demise had created
the most interest.

The balance sheet had been easy to make up: James
Grigg, workless and friendless, forty and a failure, had made
the one big resolve of his life when he had decided that to
go on trying to evade by passive resistance the difficulties
that loomed against him, all through his life, was not worth
the indefinite future.

The end was not to be difficult. He had only to walk
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into the dark mouth of the tunnel—well into it, safe from
cutious, prying eyes, safe from molestation, like a rabbit
into its burrow, and lie down on the railway line—and wait.
It would be swift and easy.

In the right-hand waistcoat pocket of his navy-blue serge
suit was a screw of paper with four sleeping tablets in it.
He had tried them, swallowing two out of his original purchase
of six, and was satisfied that they were efficacious. In a little
while he would take the whole four—they were quite harmless.
Then he would lay himself down across the metals, and wait.

There was no slackening of pace as he stepped from sleeper
to sleeper along the track toward the tunnel. He dreaded
most disappearing into that blackness. No courage was needed
for the rest.

He slightly braced his shoulders and swung his one sound
arm with military precision, the other hanging at his side,
and so, without a backward glance and scarcely a backward
thought, he marched out of the sunlight into the round portal
of the tunnel.

Immediately, a cold, dank whiff of air, in which was mixed
the acrid stale fumes of smoke, catessed him from head to
foot. He shivered slightly, but pressed on, and presently
he grew accustomed to the smell. It carried memories. It
teminded him of a time when, as a little boy, he had been
taken to the sea-side for a holiday. With gaudy, painted
bucket and wood spade firmly clutched in his small hand he
had hung his head from the carriage window inhaling deep
breaths of the engine’s smoke.

The tunnel was not so quiet as he had imagined it would
be. His footsteps rang and echoed loudly, so that he felt
they could be heard a mile away. Somewhere water trickled
continuously. It sounded more like a rushing river than a
tivulet. Loud splashes and plops told of moisture oozing
from the roof, to fall into the puddles beneath.
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At first he felt breathless to think of trains nearly
approaching before he was ready, but after a while, as the
blackness enfolded him utterly, he realised that the rails
were conducting the sound from trains probably miles away.

He coughed nervously. The roar of his cough boomed
and echoed back at him for some seconds, as if some
monstrous giant had roared aloud. The tunnel, he knew,
was about a mile and a half long, but sutely, if anyone stood
in any part of it, they could hear ?

In front the blackness was absolute, so that he had to feel
his way from sleeper to sleeper. Once he halted, the old
fear gripped him in the throat so that he swallowed hard.
So easy to turn back. The old hesitation returned—but only
momentarily. A quick look over his shoulder revealed far
back a small crescent of light from the entrance. The tunnel
was not straight, there was a bend in it; but when next he
turned his head the crescent had disappeared from view.
He plodded slowly on. -

Then from the distance grew a murmur of sound, the
rails quivered and hummed noisily. His mouth grew dry as
he realised that a train was undoubtedly approaching. Quickly
his fingers fumbled for the screw of paper. Possibly the train
was yet outside the tunnel.

But from which way was it coming ? Try as he would
he could not decide. The tunnel had two tracks. If the
train approached, on which track should he lie for quick
deliverance ? The right? Ot the left? He felt the tablets
in his hand, his fingers were shaking, and some of them fell
and were lost in the cinders. Only one remained and he
swallowed it. But one would not be enough. Frantically
he scrambled his fingers over the rough clinkets, turning
round and round in his haste, then sweeping his hand along
the sleepers in case one had fallen fair. But time was short.

The murmur had increased to a roar. It seemed impossible
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that the noise could get any louder. Utterly confused, he
realised that he was lost. His dreams of peaceful death were
not to be realised. He was to be dashed to pieces standing
up unless he got down to the rails—and quickly. He fell
and clutched the rail with his one hand, crouching with
tense body hunched, and as he did so a terrific, shricking din,
so loud that it seemed the very walls of the tunnel would
collapse at the intensity of it, accompanied the crashing noises
of the oncoming train.

Then it was upon him !

His eyes were shut tight. He heard the wheels jump
and rattle—but rhythmically beating a heavy tattoo over and
around him. There was no physical pain, only torture of
the eardrums and nerves. The noise persisted for a few
seconds, then became less. He should have been dead, crushed
and cut to pieces, but he was alive, and whole. The train
had passed on the other line.

For some moments Grigg crouched in the same attitude.
His mind was incapable of accepting any fact except that he
was alive. He was breathing hard and his heart jumped
about jerkily. The name of the Deity was on his lips. He
could not help repeating it over and over again, but as the
noise died away and the humming rails grew quieter peace
returned.

Badly shaken, he rose to his feet and began to walk.
The conviction grew on him that he had been canght. He had
failed again in something he had set out to do. Bungled it
badly, and the experience had been terrifying. But it had
taught him a lesson. He would not fail again. He knew
now what to expect. The next train would find him prepared,
possibly sleeping. As soon as he felt the drug was making
him tired he would lie down and sleep. He seemed to feel
weaker already. The datkness pressed in on his staring eye-
balls, already smarting from the fumes. He closed his eyes
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and stepped along from sleeper to sleeper, one arm outstretched
into the impenetrable darkness.

It had been a fancy that he would choose a point midway
along the tunnel, and after a while he decided that he must
be near the middle. Then he began to wonder whether,
in the confusion of dropping the tablets and the train’s passing,
he had continued in the right direction, or whether he was
now treturning by the way he had come. This doubt settled
his mind. He would go no further. Lowering himself to the
railway line, he sat on one of the rails.

As soon as the echo of his footsteps died away a new
sound came to his ears, a faint moan ot cry, repeated twice.
He strained his ears to listen, but heard no sound except the
now familiar tunnel noises.

He decided to inquire.

“Hi! Who’s that?” His voice boomed away into the
distance. Any immediate reply would have been swallowed
in the echoes. He repeated the shout, but in a lower voice,
timorously.

There was no reply.

The thought that the tunnel was inhabited with another
living creature was disturbing. It upset his purpose. The
necessity to find out who ot what it was could not be ignored.
He proceeded to search, calling in a low voice into the darkness.

“Hullo, ’ulle, ’ullo !

For a long time he searched before he found, and then it
was by falling over a body, badly scratching and cutting his
hand and knees on the sharp clinkers in the process.

A low moan came from the form when he kicked over it.
James Grigg’s compassion was easily stirred. He had no
fear for anything that was hurt. Pity and sympathy flooded
through him, to the exclusion of his own hurt.

“You hurt ?”” he cried. But there was no answet.

In the darkness he passed his hand lightly over the figure.
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It was a man, breathing, the clothes wet and sloppy to the
touch of his cut hand. The man was half lying in a puddle,
and had apparently rolled over in it. Search revealed a wet
and useless box of matches in one of the coat pockets. He
threw them away.

Here was need to take a decision, and Grigg took it without
hesitation. At any moment another train might come upon
them. That danger entailed precaution. He felt the four
railway lines and dragged the senseless body slowly and
carefully between the two centre rails so that it lay lengthways.
In so doing he had to exert all the strength of his one arm, and
the exertion made him breathe heavily. Again the man
moaned.

“What’s up ? > whispered Grigg solicitously. “ What’s
happened »”’

But there was no reply. He stood upright to consider
what to do, and could not decide.

Should he go and fetch help ? Or wait until help came ?
Then gradually he became aware of the angry warning of
the rails. A train was coming.

Every moment the noise grew louder. A distant thin
shrick from the whistle heralded its rush into the tunnecl.

This time his brain was lightning swift, telling him what
to do. He stooped and felt the rails. Those on the left
trembled and throbbed as with life. Those on the right
were still. He threw himself down on the right and lay
along the side of the track, pressing his body down to the
uneven ballast, his arm around his head, his heart throbbing
almost painfully.

As before, the noise increased to tremendous cacophony.
It swooped down on him, a blare of discordant sound. There
was a rushing of wind—the ground trembled and seemed to
rock—Ilight swept past him with the noise—and it was over,
with only the swinging tail-lamp disappearing, like a red
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spatk, around the distant bend of the tunnel. The noise
died away. Quietness returned.

James Grigg’s first thought was for the stranger. He
felt his way to the spot between the lines until he found the
body. The man was conscious and spoke in a low voice.

“Whete am 1?27

“You’re all right,” whispered Grigg. “You’re in the
tunnel, that’s all. You hurt? Can you walk ?”

The man moaned again and was silent. But walking was
soon discovered to be out of the question. There was a
badly broken leg, and various contusions and cuts that
brought protesting gasps as Grigg’s unpractised fingers
investigated.

What should he do? Go for help? Yes—and suppose
the half-conscious man rolled himself over again in his pain,
across the metals? It would never do to leave him. To
wait for help would be equally foolish. He might bleed
to death. Better to try and get him out.

Before he began he realised the enormity of the task he
had set himself. He had no idea of the distance to the tunnel’s
nearest exit. It might be a mile—or less. And which way
should he choose ? There was no lightening of the blackness
on either side. It was not worth thinking about. He was
entirely without sense of direction in the darkness.

“Can you get on your feet, so that I can carry you ?’’ he
whispered. (It seemed imperative to whisper in that darkness.)

But the man had fainted again. Perhaps it was as well.
To lift a wounded man, and a heavy man at that, is no easy
task for anyone equipped with average strength and two
arms. Grigg had only one arm, but it was powerful, and the
necessity of making it serve for two had taught him cunning
in the use of it.

He lay on the ground and got underneath the man, the
inert form across his back. Then slowly, and with infinite
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care, he exerted every ounce of his strength to get to his
feet, his teeth fastened into the cloth of a limp arm and his
sound left arm around a pair of legs—one broken.

The journey, a torture from the beginning, became an
agony. Stepping slowly along between the lines, the burden on
his shoulders dragged more heavily at every pace. His arm
racked with pain at partially supporting the weight; his
breath whistled between his teeth like that of a runner badly
exhausted. Soon his lungs felt red hot.

But he would not give up. He would do this thing if it
were the last thing he ever did—to get into the light! All
his life he had tried to get into the light and failed from lack
of resolution—not strength. Now it was strength and
resolution combined that was called for. If once he lowered
the burden—he failed. Step by step he forced his way into the
darkness. It seemed shot with red sparks and flashes of light
which radiated before his smarting eyeballs in citcles and
whizls.

And so he did not see the thin crescent of light from the
tunnel’s mouth until he had rounded the bend, and then the
full force of daylight seemed to come on him suddenly. But
the distance, although short, was almost beyond his capability,
By this time his whole body was racked with anguish. His
eyelids were leaden with the effect of the narcotic. The tempta-
tion to let go and sink down to sleepful oblivion thrust back
at every painful step he took. It seemed impossible ever to
get to the round hole where the daylight flooded through.

When he was at the very end of his endurance and the
thought had already registered on his brain that it was
impossible to go another yard, that he had failed, some second
strength scemed to flow through him, strengthening the
resolve to succeed. And so he carried on. Step by step,
until half blind, and swaying from side to side, he emerged
from the mouth of the tunnel. At that moment the red rim
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of the sun disappeared below the horizon and, in the half
light crimsoned with after-glow, he deposited his burden
against the steep slope of the cutting, and with it gently
subsided to the ground.

James Grigg awakened very slowly.

He had dreamed of being carried, like a corpse to a funeral
while men with gruff voices; some catrying lanterns, had
marched beside his body, talking to each other. His eyes
slowly opening took stock of the room in which he lay. A
pleasantly furnished room, small and filled with old-fashioned
furniture. The bed he occupied was a four-poster, with
soft linen sheets that caressed his stubbled chin.

Stuck up in a bed like this—a good comfortable bed—a
feather bed—after that terrible time in the tunnel. The tunnel
—memoty teturned. He remembered—then his dream of
being cartied was actual memory. But what of the other
man? Who and what was he? It was a quiet morning.
From the distance came the intermittent chop . . . chop . . .
chip-chop of somebody cutting wood with an axe; the air
carried a faint tang of frying bacon; outside the window a
mutmur of voices suddenly became more distinct, as when
a door opens. He heard one say: “Is he awake yet ?’’ and
the answer, “I’m going up to see in a minute.”” Presently
he heard footsteps approaching and he shut his eyes, feigning
sleep. He felt that, being in bed, he ought to be asleep until
awakened. He waited until the visitor was well into the room
before opening his eyes.

Approaching, with curiosity written on her plump red
cheeks, was a buxom woman, who might have been nurse
ot farmer’s wife. She smiled, flashing good teeth.

“Awake then ? Now I’ll get you a bite of something to
eat. Shan’t be a minute !”’
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Before he had time to speak she had gone. Grigg smiled
to himself, he was feeling pleasantly hungry. He hoped it
would be bacon—two or three rashers—well done and curling
and crisp.

The voices outside the window rose and fell as if 2 number
of people were holding an argument. He listened intently,
but could only catch an occasional word. Once a man’s voice
—shriller than the others—more like a boy’s, said: “But
I tell you, Yagger . ..”> He couldn’t catch the rest, but
the name caught his memory. Yagger—curious name—one
you didn’t forget easily, and he knew it so well. Didn’t
everybody know of Emile Yagger. The name was on every-
one’s lips. But why? Memory baulked. He couldn’t
remember. So much had happened in the tunnel to obscure
recollection of the life before. The door latch clicked. The
woman entered with a tray on which a cup and bowl sat
steaming.

“Bread and milk,” she said, smiling, “‘and tea.”

Grigg choked back his disappointment. The smell of
bacon had been so good.

“Thank you, ma’am,’” he said, reaching his one arm out
of the bed. “If you’d hold it so—just 2 minute. You see
I’ve only one arm.”

“You poor soul,”” she said kindly. “How you carried
him, nobody knows ! There’s a2 roomful of ’em downstairs,
waiting to see you to ask that! They want your story.”

“Who ?”” queried Grigg.

“Why, these newspaper men of course. I told ’em they
could see you when I said so—not before I’

“What about—what about. . . .”

“The other ?”’ she took him up and her face changed
curiously. ““Yagger. They’ve taken him away. He's gone.”
Her voice carried a tragic finality.

“Gone! You mean dead ?”’
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“Dead ! I should think not indeed ! Won’t be dead until
he’s hanged—and that won’t be so long either I’ She turned
and left the room. .

Yagger! Emile Yagger! Now he knew! Evetry news-
paper in the country clamoured to know where was Emile
Yagger. Gentleman murderer, poisoner of half a dozen
wives, cut-throat. The whole country had been searching
for weeks. And all the while he must have been in the
tunnel.

To think that he, James Grigg, had found Yagger—and
brought him in—single-handed! He had done something
indeed! He began to feel very different from the cringing,
hesitant creature that had been James Grigg before.

His blue eyes lit up as he began to create the life story
of the new James Grigg. He promised himself it should
be very interesting.
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RATS

INCE early morning the soldiers had been peppering the
heavily shuttered house. They had erected barricades

on the opposite side of the street, and here several riflemen and
a machine-gunner crouched. The wooden shutters of the
house were as full of holes as a sponge. But still revolvers
barked from hidden loopholes.

The soldiers knew that the four men trapped in the house
would fight to the last shot before surrendering. They were
murderers, men who had been surprised in the act of robbing a
safe by 2 member of the Civic Guard.

They had shot the guard down in cold blood and had later
been tracked to this house on the outskirts of the town.
The military had come down from the barracks to rout them
out,

Mickey-dad Riley was the leader of the men. From eatliest
boyhood he had been called “Mickey-dad” because of his
solemn dominant manner, which made his playmates, and later
his associates in crime look for leadership from him. It was
his proud boast that he had never done a day’s work in his
life. This old house in which he and his mates were now
cornered was the “hang-out” of his little gang.

Mickey-dad had been a gunman in the war against the
Black-and-Tans, and his business had solely a “stick-up ”
basis. He and his disciples haunted racecourses and sports
meetings up and down the country and made a pleasant in-
come from “sticking-up” bookies and game-merchants on
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their way home from the meets. But lately Buck Maloney
had joined up with the gang. Buck could crack a safe like a
nut, and indeed had ““done time ** in England for his activities.
Mickey-dad immediately opened a new branch of business, so
to speak, and cast his eyes towards the by-no-means up-to-date
safes owned by the traders in the town.

Buck Maloney was now dead. He lay on his back in the
front bedroom of the house. His beautifully cut navy suit was
crushed (Buck had been a bit of a dandy) ; his perfectly shaved
face and silk shirt were stained with his life’s blood. In his
hand he still clutched a revolver. He sprawled under the
window like a stuck frog, his long pointed brown shoes
lending an air of incongruity to his appearance as they jutted
up below his trouser-ends.

The machine-gunner had spotted him peering through
a half-open shutter and had promptly torn away the side of his
head. Mickey-dad had cursed him roundly after he had
fallen. “T'o hell with ye !”” he had ctied out.

He could not afford to lose a man just then. A few minutes
later Tommy Gallagher had been shot in the back as he stood
in the middle of the room. He had not been standing in front
of one of the windows either, but directly between them. A
rifle bullet from a sharp angle had spat in at the side of the
window and had broken Tommy’s spine. Now he lay on a
horse-hair sofa, powerless, useless, whining like a young
animal.

There remained only Mickey-dad and Bill Cogan. Bill
was a good fellow, Mickey-dad reflected. He would fight
to the very last, although there did not seem to be much hope
of holding off the soldiers until nightfall, when there might
be some chance of a getaway. But even escape by night would
be difficult, for Mickey-dad knew that behind the high wall
which backed on to the rear of the house a dozen soldiers
lurked, waiting.
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He was nervous lest the soldiers would realise that two of
his men had been picked off. He sent Cogan rushing all over
the house, firing from this and that room to give the illusion
that the four were still going strong. It was an old trick, and
he hoped fervently that it would work.

Gallagher’s perpetual whine was beginning to get on his
nerves. It pierced his brain like an endless needle. Then,
suddenly, it ceased. Mickey-dad walked over to the sofa.
Gallagher opened his eyes and looked up at him with the
innocent gaze of a child. It was a reproachful look. His body
heaved. A last spasm of pain crossed his features. Then he
relaxed and lay as though he were quietly sleeping. One foot
slipped gently over the edge of the sofa and then crashed on to
the floor.

Mickey-dad went in search of Cogan. He found him in
the attic. Cogan had succeeded in making a loophole in the
wall at the floor level just under the window by scrabbling
out two bricks. The soldiers could not see this manceuvre
because the wall at that point was screened by a row of chimney-
pots.

“Tommy’s kicked out,” Mickey-dad told Cogan.

“Lord have mercy on him!”” muttered Cogan. ‘“’T'was
better for him that he did.”

Mickey-dad sent Cogan down to the parlour. He lay
flat on his stomach with his eyes at the loop-hole.” A little
draught blew around the chimney and wafted some of the
mortar-dust into his face. He swore profusely and spent
some minutes on-his knees cleaning his eyes with a handker-
chief. Then he brushed away the dust from the hole with
the thoroughness of a housewife.

For a long time he lay as still as a log watching the soldiers
behind the batrricade. They were very intent on their job.
After all, it was not every day that they had an opportunity
to test their markmanship on living targets. Behind the

G
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barricade there was an archway, and now and again one or
other of them crept in or out on hands and knees.

Mickey-dad had about thirty rounds of ammunition belted
to his person. He decided to use each one to full advantage.
With his first bullet he knocked away one of the chimney-
pots. Now he had a clearer view. The falling pieces of the
pot attracted the soldiers, and he saw two of them look up at
the attic window. His second bullet accounted for the
machine-gunner.

The gun was immediately manned by another, but before
he had time to point the muzzle at the attic window Mickey-
dad’s third bullet had crashed into his head. Mickey-dad
crowed with delight as he saw the soldier give a sudden spring,
throw out his arms, and fall back on his dead comrade. He saw
an officer crawling out from the archway. In his smooth-faced
uniform he looked like a huge green dog as he edged his way
towards the machine-gun on all fours.

Rifle bullets smashed through the attic window. Broken
glass showered down on Mickey-dad’s back. Men came run-
ning out from the archway and hastily heightened the barri-
cade in front of the machine-gun. The muzzle of the gun was
trained on the attic window. A stream of lead whistled into
the room above Mickey-dad’s head and buried itself in the
plaster ceiling. But even the high barricade could not save
the soldiers from his bullets. One by one the gunners fell
over the weapon until at last the soldiers withdrew into the
archway.

A quarter of an hour elapsed and Mickey-dad waited im-
patiently. There was not even the sound of a footfall in the
street below. The dead soldiers lay there like so many dis-
carded bolsters. In death they had no individuality. They
were just corpses dressed alike. Then Bill Cogan started to
snap at something with his revolver down below in the parlour.
Mickey-dad had almost forgotten him in his excitement.
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He wondered for a moment if Cogan were fool enough to
waste ammunition, and was about to run downstairs and curse
him for an omadhaun. But then he remembered that Cogan
was the least impetuous of all his boys and he concluded that
something was happening in the archway.

The next moment a spray of machine-gun bullets swept
through the shattered window over his head. He thanked his
stars that he had not stood up to go downstairs. The bullets
flitted across the room with sounds like the fluttering of
thrushes’ wings at the height of a man’s chest. The soldiers
were now firing from the attic window of the house opposite.
They had the window heavily sandbagged, leaving themselves
only a peep-hole from which a red tongue of flame darted
spitefully.

Mickey-dad could not fire at the sandbagged window
from his peep-hole. That was a physical impossibility, and,
anyway, the brickwork of the chimney was in his way. He saw
now that it was futile to remain there any longer. He lay for
some time, thinking hard. This fight was hopeless from every
point of view. There were soldiers in the front, soldiers at the
back. If he held out much longer they would surely bomb
the place.

He was fed up with the whole business. The soldiers were
determined to get him, dead or alive. He had certainly no
intention of surrendering and being in due course hanged by
the neck. He had started this fight in the first place because
he knew what fate lay in store for him, having shot the guard
who had discovered Buck Maloney rifling the safe.

In his pocket he had a large envelope. In that envelope
there were £200 in notes—not crisp notes fresh from the bank
which would be a trap for any man, but old creased notes
paid to Sam Moynihan, the grain dealer, on the previous day
by his various customers. Sam was not a methodical men.
He would not have kept a list of the numbers. Mickey-dad
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thought how easy it would be to get away to Liverpool if
he could only escape from the house.

Suddenly he had an inspiration. His eyes shone with joy.
The solution was simple. He would hide in the cavity under
the kitchen floot which the gang had made to conceal their
loot, weapons and ammunition. But then there was Cogan to
consider. Mickey-dad had once again almost forgotten his
partner.

Cogan would naturally want to escape, too. Two men
would not fit in the cavity under the floor. And, besides,
Cogan would be sure to demand a goodly portion of the
£ 200, pethaps even half of it. Two hundred pounds was such
a nice round sum that Mickey-dad was grieved to think of it
being wilfully divided into two odd sums.

He began to crawl along by the skirting of the wall. The
machine-gun bullets still flicked through the window and .
ripped up the end wall of the room.

He reached the door and worked his way on all-fours to
the landing outside. Then he clattered down the stairs.
Cogan came out of the parlout into the little hall at the foot of
the stairs and said : ““They’re fitin’ from the house over the
street.”” He looked pale and scared.

“I know that,’” said Mickey-dad shortly.

“Can’t we get out of here?”” Cogan cried. “ We’ll be
caught in a trap.if we stick on.”

“We’ll be caught, anyway,” Mickey-dad retorted. ““The
place is surrounded.”

“Oh, Mother of God!” groaned Cogan. “Why did I
ever get into this mess ?”’

““That’s what many a man has said to hisself with the rope
round his neck. But it was too late then.”

“I’m not goin’ to let them sojers get me!” Cogan said
fiercely. ““T’ll blow me brains out first I’

““Where’s your gun ?”’ asked Mickey-dad.
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“In the room. I haven’t a round left. Give us a few if
ye have any to spare ?”’

““Ye can have this one,”” said Mickey-dad, lifting his revolver
and pointing it at Cogan’s head. Horror was registered in-
stantly on Cogan’s face. His lips writhed.

‘““What’s the matter with ye, man ?”* he shouted. ‘“Have
ye taken leave of your senses ?”’

“‘Just savin’ ye the trouble of blowin’ out yer own brains,
Mickey-dad told him. He pressed the trigger. The gun roared
in the narrow confines of the hall. Cogan swayed and slumped
down, his fingers twitching as though he sought to grasp at
his already departed life.

Mickey-dad pocketed the revolver and went into the
kitchen. He lifted back the faded red linoleum and revealed a
long slit in the floor. By inserting a knife blade in the slit he
was able to lift up a section of the floor which swung like a
dootr on concealed hinges. Underneath there was a cavity
about six feet in length, not quite two feet in depth, and three
feet in width. For over a year this had been the “‘strong
room’ of the gang.

“Now,” thought Mickey-dad, “I’ll sit tight until they
come. Then I'll pop in there an’ after they’ve searched the
house and gone I’ll slip out.”

He sat down on a bentwood chair. He had a few cigarettes
in his jacket pocket and a box of matches. He lit a cigarette
and puffed heartily. The machine-gun was still stuttering,
and an occasional rifle shot rang out. He smoked through all
his cigarettes, and still the soldiers did not come. One by
one he dropped the butts into the cavity.

Then came a pregnant silence. He listened so hard that
he was positive he had more than a suggestion of an ache in his
ear drums.

He sat as still as a Buddha in an eastern temple for a full
hour. Then he heard loud voices outside the front door.
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Men shouted. A rain of blows fell on the stout oak panels.
He rose from his chair and lay down in the cavity. He lowered
the camouflaged lid after him, but so shallow was his hiding-
place that the lid did not fall into position until he had stretched
his arms down by his side.

He heard the sounds of smashing timber, of feet running,
of men calling to one another. All were muffled so that they
seemed very far away. Then feet tramped above his head.
The soldiers were in the kitchen now. He had been desper-
ately afraid that the lid had not fitted properly into place,
that some bulge in the linoleum would betray his presence
under the floor. But now those heavy-booted feet were
making sure that the lid was properly pressed home. The
footsteps boomed in Mickey-dad’s ears.

He visualised the soldiers poking and prodding and
searching everywhere for the fourth man.

Eventually they would conclude that he had escaped before
they had surrounded the house. After the bodies were re-
moved to the mortuary they would clear off and he would
creep out of this wretched hole for a breather and escape at
nightfall.

But the soldiers seemed to be a long time searching and
Mickey-dad was growing motre and motre uncomfortable.
The rough concrete which had been laid on the bottom of the
cavity to protect the loot from vermin was racking his flesh.
His whole body was cramped.. A stale clayey smell assailed
his nostrils. The air was foul. He could find scarcely enough
to breathe. He knew that if he did not get out it would be
but a matter of hours until he would suffocate.

Now there was less running about overhead. But the
men were still in the kitchen. They talked a lot, talked and
talked and talked.

Two hours passed. Mickey-dad was in agony. He was
gasping for breath. His limbs ached. His wrists and even his
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collar-bone ached. A pain not dissimilar to the “growing-
pains” of his youth throbbed down to his big toes. Still the
men talked in the kitchen. Mickey-dad was using up more ait
in his agitation than he need have done if he had kept calm.

But 2 man who is slowly, very slowly, suffocating can
scarcely remain calm. He hoped desperately that every sound
overhead was an indication of the departure of the soldiers.
This hope sustained him, and only for it he would have cried
out long before through sheer physical discomfort.

He felt his face clammy with cold perspiration. To keep
his nerve he tried to think of what he could do with the two
hundred pounds in his pocket. The minutes dragged on till
another hour had been ticked off. Mickey-dad’s lungs were
so starved of air that he croaked faintly at every gasp. He
tried to put his hand to his chest, but he could not move his
arms. He was held there between wood and concrete like a
garment in a presser. Still the men talked on. ““What the hell
do they keep talkin’ about, anyway !I”> Mickey-dad thought.
“Why don’t they clear out !

The men, however, had no intention of cleating out.
Only four soldiers were left in charge of the house. The others
had gone back to the barracks. One of the soldiers was on
guatd at the battered front door and another at the back door.
A corporal and a private were seated at the kitchen table,
playing cards. These two men were doing all the talking.

Mickey-dad lifted his body so as to raise the section of the
flooring just 2 half-inch to let in some fresh air. But it did not
budge because the corporal (who was stout and jolly) had
placed his chair exactly on top of it. Mickey-dad became des-
perate. The utge to live overwhelmed him. He beat at the
floor with his head.

The corporal paused in his diatribe against his run of ill
luck with the cards that day. He listened for a moment.
Then he whispered across the table to the private: ©“ A
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bloomin’ rat ! Just under me chair itis I”> He drew his revolver
gently from its holster, pointed the muzzle at the floor and fired
twice. He listened again. There was not a sound.

“That’s put the kybosh on that poor baste!” he said
heartily, and went on with his game.
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GABRIEL-ERNEST

N HERE is a wild beast in yout woods,” said the attist

Cunningham, as he was being driven to the station.
It was the only remark he had made during the drive, but as
Van Cheele had talked incessantly his companion’s silence
had not been noticeable.

“A stray fox or two and some resident weasels. Nothing
more formidable,” said Van Cheele. The artist said nothing.

“What did you mean about a wild beast?”’ said Van
Cheele later, when they were on the platform.

“Nothing. My imagination. Here is the train,” said
Cunningham.

That afternoon Van Cheele went for one of his frequent
rambles through his woodland property. He had a stuffed
bittern in his study, and knew the names of quite 2 number
of wild flowers, so his aunt had possibly some justification
in describing him as a great naturalist. At any rate, he was
a great walker. It was his custom to take mental notes of
everything he saw during his walks, not so much for the
purpose of assisting contemporary science as to provide
topics for conversation afterwards. When the bluebells began
to show themselves in flower he made a point of informing
everyone of the fact ; the season of the year might have warned
his hearers of the likelihood of such an occurrence, but at
least they felt that he was being absolutely frank with them.

What Van Cheele saw on this particular afternoon was,
however, something far removed from his ordinary range of

experience. On a shelf of smooth stone overhanging a deep
203
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pool in the hollow of an oak coppice a boy of about sixteen
lay asprawl, drying his wet brown limbs luxuriously in the
sun. His wet hair, parted by a recent dive, lay close to his
head, and his light brown eyes, so light that there was an
almost tigerish gleam in them, were turned towards Van
Cheele with a certain lazy watchfulness.

It was an unexpected apparition, and Van Cheele found
himself engaged in the novel process of thinking before he
spoke. Where on earth could this wild-looking boy hail from ?
The miller’s wife had lost a child some two months ago,
supposed to have been swept away by the mill-race, but that
had been a mere baby, not a half-grown lad.

“What are you doing there ?*’ he demanded.

“Obviously, sunning myself,”” replied the boy.

“Where do you live ?”’

“Here, in these woods.”

“You can’t live in the woods,” said Van Cheele.

“They are very nice woods,” said the boy, with a touch
of patronage in his voice. '

“But where do you sleep at night »”’

“I don’t sleep at night; that’s my busiest time.”

Van Cheele began to have an irritated feeling that he was
grappling with a problem that was eluding him.

“What do you feed on ?”* he asked.

“Flesh,” said the boy, and he pronounced the word with
slow relish, as though he were tasting it.

“Flesh! What flesh ?*

“Since it interests you, rabbits, wild-fowl, hares, poultry,
lambs in their season, children when I can get any; they’re
usually too well locked in at night, when I do most of my
hunting. It’s quite two months since I tasted child-flesh.”

Ignoring the chaffing nature of the last remark Van Checle
tried to draw the boy on the subject of possible poaching
operations.



GABRIEL-ERNEST 205§

“You’re talking rather through your hat when you speak
of feeding on hares.”” (Considering the nature of the boy’s
toilet the simile was hardly an apt one.) ““Our hillside hares
aren’t easily caught.”

““At night I hunt on four feet,” was the somewhat cryptic
response.

“I suppose you mean that you hunt with a dog ?”” hazarded
Van Cheele.

The boy rolled slowly over on to his back, and laughed
a weird low laugh, that was pleasantly like a chuckle and
disagreeably like a snarl.

“I don’t fancy any dog would be very anxious for my
company, especially at night.”

Van Cheele began to feel that there was something
positively uncanny about the strange-eyed, strange-tongued
youngster.

“I can’t have you staying in these woods,” he declared
authoritatively.

I fancy you’d rather have me here than in your house ?”’
said the boy.

The prospect of this wild, nude animal in Van Cheele’s
primly ordered house was certainly an alarming one.

‘If you don’t go I shall have to make you,” said Van
Cheele.

The boy turned like a flash, plunged into the pool, and
in a moment had flung his wet and glistening body half-way
up the bank where Van Cheele was standing. In an otter
the movement would not have been temarkable; in a boy
Van Cheele found it sufficiently startling. His foot slipped
as he made an involuntaty backward movement, and he
found himself almost prostrate on the slippery weed-grown
bank, with those tigerish yellow eyes not very far from his
own. Almost instinctively he half raised his hand to his
throat. The boy laughed again, a laugh in which the snatl
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had neatly driven out the chuckle, and then, with another of
his astonishing lightning movements, plunged out of view
into a yielding tangle of weed and fern.

“What an extraordinary wild animal I’ said Van Cheele
as he picked himself up. And then he recalled Cunningham’s
remark, “Thete is a2 wild beast in your woods.”

Walking slowly homeward, Van Cheele began to turn
over in his mind various local occurrences which might
be traceable to the existence of this astonishing young savage.

Something had been thinning the game in the woods lately,
poultry had been missing from the farms, hares were growing
unaccountably scarcer, and complaints had reached him of
lambs being carried off bodily from the hills. Was it possible
that this wild boy was really hunting the countryside in
company with some clever poacher dog ? He had spoken of
hunting “four-footed” by mght, but then, again, he had
hinted strangely at no dog caring to come near him, “especially
at night.” It was certainly puzzling.

And then, as Van Cheele ran his mind over the various
depredations that had been committed during the last month
or two, he came suddenly to a dead stop, alike in his walk
and his speculations. The child missing from the mill two
months ago—the accepted theory was that it had tumbled
into the mill-race and been swept away ; but the mother had
always declared she had heard a shriek on the hill side of the
house, in the opposite direction from the water. It was
unthinkable, of course, but he wished that the boy had not
made that uncanny remark about child-flesh eaten two months
ago. Such dreadful things should not be said even in fun.

Van Cheele, contrary to his usual wont, did not feel
disposed to be communicative about his discovery in the
wood. His position as a parish councillor and justice of the
peace seemed somehow compromised by the fact that he was
harbouring a personality of such doubtful repute on his
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property ; there was even a possibility that a heavy bill of
damages for raided lambs and poultry might be laid at his
door. At dinner that night he was quite unusually silent.

“Where’s your voice gone to?” said his aunt. “One
would think you had seen a wolf.”

Van Cheele, who was not familiar with the old saying,
thought the remark rather foolish ; if he bad seen a wolf on
his property his tongue would have been extraordinarily
busy with the subject.

At breakfast next morning Van Cheele was conscious
that his feeling of uneasiness regarding yesterday’s episode
had not wholly disappeated, and he resolved to go by train
to the neighbouring cathedral town, hunt up Cunningham,
and learn from him what he had really seen that had prompted
the remark about a wild beast in the woods. With this resolu-
tion taken, his usual cheerfulness partially returned, and he
hummed a bright little melody as he sauntered to the morning-
room for his customary cigarette.

As he entered the room the melody made way abruptly
for a pious invocation. Gracefully a-sprawl on the ottoman,
in an attitude of almost exaggerated repose; was the boy of
the woods. He was drier than when Van Cheele had last
seen him, but no other alteration was noticeable in his toilet.

“How dare you come here 2’ asked Van Checle furiously.

“You told me I was not to stay in the woods,” said the
boy calmly.

“But not to come here. Supposing my aunt should see
you !’

And with a view to minimising that catastrophe, Van
Cheele hastily obscured as much of his unwelcome guest
as possible under the folds of a Morning Post. At that moment
his aunt entered the room.

“This is a poor boy who has lost his way—and lost his
memory. He doesn’t know who he is or where he comes
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from,” explained Van Cheele desperately, glancing appre-
hensively at the waif’s face to see whether he was going
to add inconvenient candour to his other savage propensities.

Miss Van Cheele was enormously interested.

“Perhaps his underlinen is marked,” she suggested.

“He seems to have lost most of that, too,” said Van
Cheele, making frantic little grabs at the Morning Post to
keep it in its place.

A naked homeless child appealed to Miss Van Cheele as
warmly as a stray kitten or derelict puppy would have done.

“We must do all we can for him,”” she decided, and in a
very short time a messenger, dispatched to the rectory, where
a page-boy was kept, had returned with a suit of pantry
clothes, and the necessary accessories of shirt, shoes, collat,
etc. Clothed, clean and groomed, the boy lost none of his
uncanniness in Van Cheele’s eyes, but his aunt found him
sweet.

“We must call him something till we know who he really
is,” she said. “Gabtiel-Etnest, I think; those are nice
suitable names.”

Van Cheele agreed, but he privately doubted whether they
were being grafted on to a nice suitable child. His misgivings
were not diminished by the fact that his staid and elderly
spaniel had bolted out of the house at the first incoming of
the boy, and now obstinately remained shivering and yapping
at the farther end of the orchard, while the canary, usually as
vocally industrious as Van Cheele himself, had put itself on
an allowance of frightened cheeps. More than ever he was
resolved to consult Cunningham without loss of time.

As he drove off to the station his aunt was arranging that
Gabriel-Ernest should help her to entertain the infant members
of her Sunday-school class at tea that afternoon.

Cunningham was not at first disposed to be communicative.

“My mother died of some brain trouble,” he explained,
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“so you will understand why I am averse to dwelling on
anything of an impossibly fantastic nature that I may see or
think that I have seen.”

“But what did you see ?”” persisted Van Cheele.

“What I-thought I saw was something so extraordinary
that no really sane man could dignify it with the credit of
having actually happened. I was standing, the last evening
I was with you, half-hidden in the hedge-growth by the orchard
gate, watching the dying glow of the sunset. Suddenly I
became aware of a naked boy, a bather from some neigh-
bouring pool, T took him to be, who was standing out on the
bate hill-side also watching the sunset. His pose was so
suggestive of some wild faun of Pagan myth that I instantly
wanted to engage him as a model, and in another moment
I think I should have hailed him. But just then the sun
dipped out of view, and all the orange and pink slid out of
the landscape, leaving it cold and grey. And at the same
moment an astounding thing happened—the boy vanished,
too !

“What | vanished away into nothing »’> asked Van Cheele
excitedly.

“No ; that is the dreadful patt of it,” answered the artist ;
“on the open hill-side where the boy had been standing a
second ago, stood a large wolf, blackish in colour, with gleam-
ing fangs and cruel, vellow eyes. You may think——"

But Van Cheele did not stop for anything as futile as
thought. Already he was tearing at top speed towards the
station. He dismissed the idea of a telegram. “Gabriel-
Ernest is a werewolf,”” was a hopelessly inadequate effort at
conveying the situation, and his aunt would think it was a
code message to which he had omitted to give her the key.
His own hope was that he might reach home before sun-
down. The cab which he chartered at the other end of the
tailway joutney bore him with what seemed exasperating
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slowness along the country roads, which were pink and mauve
with the flush of the sinking sun. His aunt was putting away
some unfinished jams and cake when he arrived.

“Where is Gabriel-Ernest ?”” he almost screamed.

“He is taking the little Toop child home,” said his aunt.
“It was getting so late, I thought it wasn’t safe to let it go back
alone. What a lovely sunset, isn’t it ?”

But Van Cheele, although not oblivious of the glow in the
western sky, did not stay to discuss its beauties. At a speed
for which he was scarcely geared he raced along the narrow
lane that led to the home of the Toops. On one side ran the
swift current of the mill-stream, on the other rose the stretch
of bare hill-side. A dwindling rim of red sun showed still
on the skyline, and the next turning must bring him in view
of the ill-assorted couple he was pursuing. Then the colour
went suddenly out of things, and a grey light settled itself
with a quick shiver over the landscape. Van Cheele heard a
shrill wail of fear, and stopped running.

Nothing was ever seen again of the Toop child or Gabriel-
Ernest, but the latter’s discarded garments were found lying
in the road, so it was assumed that the child had fallen into
the water, and that the boy had stripped and jumped in, in a
vain endeavour to save it. Van Cheele and some workmen
who were near by at the time testified to having heard a child
scream loudly just near the spot where the clothes were found.
Mrs. Toop, who had eleven other children, was decently
resigned to her bereavement, but Miss Van Cheele sincerely
moutned her lost foundling. It was on her initiative that a
memorial brass was put up in the parish church to “Gabriel-
Ernest, an unknown boy, who bravely sacrificed his life for
another.”

Van Cheele gave way to his aunt in most things, but he
flatly refused to subscribe to the Gabriel-Ernest memorial.
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THE MAN WHO DIED

DIED on Match 17th, 1925.

I knew that it was Match 17th, and I watched the expres-
sion on John Martin’s face as he stood by the bed. I suppose
that ability to read people’s true thoughts when one is on the
point of death has been responsible for those strange, incom-
ptehensible alterations to wills and testaments which are
generally considered to be the result of coercion ot insanity.

I had willed all my money to John Martin, because John,
of all my friends, had shown himself to be the most reliable,
and T hated all my relatives. On March 17th he stood by my
death-bed, and I knew that he was glad that I was dying.

I made an effort to raise myself from the pillow to tell the
others that he was not to have my money—none of them
would have my money—I would give it instead to the nutse,
because she was the only one present who did not want to see
me die, and with the exception of John Martin, the only one
who cared whether I would die or not.

But I was too weak, John Martin shook his head in
sympathy, and tears came into his eyes, but his heart was black
—almost as black as the feeble rage which burnt within me,
despite the thickness of the blanket of death which was slowly
extinguishing that tiny flame of my life.

I was tired, tired of the effort I had made, and like a boxer
who has thrice been sent to the boards, my brain, barely
functioning under the weak pulse, cried aloud for sleep.

I struggled because the blanket had become denser, the
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fire damped down, and the fatigue so intense that I thought it
did not matter what happened to John Martin if only I could
sleep. Then I died and I slept, for that is death. There is no
difference from quotidian sleep, only it is more desirable—
just before. T do not know what happened to me after-
wards. 1 suppose they wept and prayed for me, although I
hope for their sakes that they did not, because that will have
made their salvation a little harder to achieve.

I know what happened to John Martin., They gave him
all the mosey, only they took away a little—the Government
I mean. John must have been angry, and he probably said to
his friends that it was a crying shame that they should take
away the money for which a man had slaved all his life,
metrely because he had committed the heinous crime of desert-
ing the State by dying. He most certainly used the words
“heinous crime” or I never knew John Martin.

I don’t know why I never realised in 1928 ot 1929 or during
the years which followed, or even on March 18th, 1925 that I
had died. There are some things which we do not understand.
I suppose really, that it was even more extraordinary, that on
February 21st, 1933, I should have realised that I had died.
There was of course a reason for that realisation, but it does
not explain it. It was a bitterly cold day, and as I walked down
Gladdis Street, I muffled myself up as best I could to avoid the
sleet driving into my face. That is why it was all the more
strange that I should look up as I passed number 68. ButI did
look up, and T stopped at the ugly house, still in need of paint,
the rusty iron tie holding the bulge under the top window
now flaking, a bar missing from the iron gate, and the coping
holding the railing, still broken.

It was then I realised that I had died, and I stood staring
at the windows on the second floor, and I felt that I wanted to
see inside, to know who was living in the house, to know who
was using all the things which had been mine. Yes, it was an
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ugly house, but it had been mine, and it had been my father’s
before me, and now ? Now it was the house of John Martin.

I opened the gate, and it squeaked. Of course it squeaked.
John Martin hadn’t paid for it, his father hadn’t paid for it,
and he hadn’t paid for its contents. Why then should he oil
a squeak in the gate ?

Once again there welled up in me the hatred that T had
experienced in those dying moments I mounted the steps,
two of which were now broken, and I knocked on the door.
For some moments there was silence, and then I heatd a
doot slam within, and the curtain in the bay window was
moved, but I was standing well within the shadow of the
portico and I knew that whoever it was could not see
me.

Then at last the door was opened, about a foot, and an
untidy slut of a girl asked me what I wanted.

“Does Mr. Mattin live hete 2’ I asked, but I knew that he
did, because only John Martin would have employed a girl
who looked as slovenly as that girl. I had always realised
Martin’s faults, but I had condoned them because I thought
that deep down he was solid.

She said “yes” and ‘““oo are you ?”

Then I hesitated because I knew I could not send a message
by her, and so I said instead, “I am an old friend of Mz,
Martin.”

But still she held the door ajar and said : “Wot name shall
I'say ?” Then the anger which was there inside me, and which
I was barely able to control, must have shown on my face,
for her head disappeared.

I waited for several minutes and then heard a man’s foot-
steps, and I knew that they were Ais footsteps, so that for the
moment my anger gave place to a pleasurable excitement,
because I thought of the “happy” sutprise which he would have
when he saw me. :
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Then he came to the door and opened it a further six
inches.

“Who is it?” he asked, and now I was smiling a little
grimly, knowing that he could not see my face beneath the
brim of my soft felt hat, for it was now very dark and the light
in the hall very dim.

“Don’t you remember me?” I said. I could see him
peering at me, trying to make me out, but I took care that he
should not see me.

“Aren’t you going to ask me in?” I was enjoying his
discomfiture. Still he hesitated.

“I have a message from Henry Bell.”

He stood very still and for the moment did not answer.
Then he spoke, and his voice seemed quieter, more restrained
than when I had known him.

“He died eight years ago.”

“I know,”” I said.

That seemed to nonplas him and again he hesitated.

“Will you come in ?”

I followed him into the hall. It was strange going into
that hall again. The hat-stand was still there, and the pedestal
with the aspidistra, at the foot of the stairs. He led me into
the front room which had been the dining-room before I died,
but which was now the drawing-room. I knew it was the
drawing-room, because all the furniture which had been in
that room was now here. ;

He turned on the light. If I had not had the electric
light installed in 1922 he would not have turned on the
electric light—or the gas. We would have sat in the dark.
There was a time when I had admired and appreciated his
patsimony.

I had taken off my hat and now I faced him, waiting for
the shock, waiting to see his face blanch. But still it seemed
he did not recognise me, although I suppose it would have
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been surprising had he done so, because eight years before, he
had seen me die, had seen me buried.

“You have a message for me ?’’ he said.

“Yes; from Henry Bell.”

““When did you know Henry Bell ?”

“I knew him very well—before March 17th, 1925.”

“What message did he give you that he could not have
given me on March 16th of that year, because you know I was
with him at the end ?”’

“Yes. Iknow. Isaw you.”

“You saw me ?”’

“Yes. You cried. That is, there were tears in your
eyes.”

He looked at me sharply and the corners of his mouth
contracted.

““There were only five present at the end. Ihave never seen
you before.”

Then I threw back my head and laughed, a deep, full-
throated laughter, and I thought I would not be able to
stop.

Now he was angry and came across to me. ‘“What is this
message you spoke to me about? I am a busy man and I
shall be glad if you will take up as little of my time as possible.”

I turned full on him so that I might see his face as I told
him who I was.

Ispoke quietly. “Iam Henry Bell who died on March 17th,
1925, and I watched him, waiting to see the terror spread on
his face. For a moment he stood gaping, and then it seemed
that it was his turn to laugh, but from the way in which he did
so, I knew that he, too, had been labouring under some strain.
I let him laugh until my nerves seemed jarred to breaking-
point.

“I am glad you think it funny. I hope you found it
equally funny when you inherited my small fortune.”
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That seemed to start him off again.

““You are hysterical,”” I said, and I let him cackle on till
at last, because all things must have an end, he stopped.

As I looked at him, I could not believe that this had
once been my best friend, for now I loathed him, loathed
him almost as much as I had loved him. But now when I
looked at him he was not afraid, instead he was amused,
seemingly genuinely amused.

“Thete, was once a man who called himself Tichbotne,”’
he said, ““ and he did what you are trying to do, but 4e at least
tried to make himself look something like the man he pre-
tended to be.”

That knocked me a little off my balance, for the man was
entirely without a conscience. I spoke very slowly : “I think
that you had better look at me again.”

He did look at me, but still with that look of supercilious
amusement. ‘I am afraid that you make a very poor Henry
Bell. You see, poor old Henry was a good six inches taller
than you.”

“Don’t you poor old Henry me,”” I shouted, and that took
a little of the amusement from his face. I left you all my
money when I died, everything I possessed. What have you
done with it all? What have you done with all my books
which T collected during my life, my valueless, seemingly
worthless, volumes on the Lycopersicum esculentum, which
I treasured but at which you laughed. What have you done
with my . ..”

But he cut me short, alarm on his face.

“I asked you to come in because I thought you had some-
thing to tell me. As you have not, I will say good night,”” and
he went to the door to open it.

Then once more he allowed the sneering smile to play on
his lips. ‘““When next you tty to pretend you ate someone else,
someone who is dead, see that you get the age roughly correct.
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Henry Bell was fifty when he died, not thirty or there-
abouts.”

Now the black rage surged up and around me, taking
complete possession of me. ‘“You liar,”” I screamed, “you
asked me in because you thought you might hear of something
else belonging to Henry Bell which you might appropriate,
something more into which you might sink your vulture’s
talons.”” Now I saw the fear in his face as he backed away,
but the door was not yet open, and to get out of the room he
had to come nearer to me.

I saw the fear turn to terror as I closed with him, and he
felt my hands about his throat. He was a2 man over sixty and
I...Ifeltlike a young man, and there was a strength in my
body such as I had almost forgotten the use of. At the time it
did not strike me as unusual, only afterwards—when I let
John Martin fall lifeless to the floor, did I marvel at the strength
with which it seemed that rage, and rage alone, had endowed
me for the passing moment.

I sat in a chair looking down at the bloated features of him
whom I had once loved as a brother.

I was only surprised that he had so persistently pretended
not to recognise me, for I had not changed. It was all rubbish
to say that Henry Bell had been six inches taller than I.
It was absurd, because I would then be five feet eight inches and
shorter than John Martin, who was five feet eleven.

" As I looked at Martin there came into my mind 2 strange
thought. When I had strangled him I had looked up into his
eyes and not down. He was taller than I was.

I went out into the hall to where I knew a mirror used to
hang. It was still there, only now it was cracked in one corner.
Ilooked in it at myself. :

I stood back aghast, for the person who stared back at me
was not me. Instead there was a young man about thirty, with
dark hair, wheteas mine had been grey, and I said out aloud
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“My hair was grey before I died,”” and it sounded funny, and
I laughed.

Then I went back into the room where John Martin lay,
and I sat down again on the chair and looked at him. Of course
he had not recognised me, but I was glad that I had killed
him., ‘

Again I asked myself what had happened to me during
those eight years from March 17th, 1925, onwards, and for
the first time the strangeness of the fact that I had died, yet
now was alive, seemed to come to me. Where had I been
those last eight years, and why was I now a young man in the
full vigour of life ?

So I sat and brooded, and did not hear the slut of 2 house-
maid enter the room, her face still bearing the blacklead marks
of the kitchen, until she screamed, an awful piercing shriek,
and ran from the room. I suppose it must have been a terrify-
ing sight to her, her master lying there with his head across
the hearth, his mouth blood-flecked at the cotners, his lips
drawn back baring his teeth in that last paroxysm of agony,
whilst I, a stranger, sat by him.

But her scream had the effect of bringing to me a sense of
realities. I jumped to my feet, knowing that in a few moments
the police would arrive and that it would be best for me to
leave immediately if I was to solve the problem, the problem
of myself. ‘

I opened the front door and went out cautiously. I could
hear the girl farther down the road calling out, inarticulate,
but as yet thete was no one in sight. I hurried away in the
opposite direction.

I did not know whete I should go, but I felt in my pockets
and found some loose change. In a wallet I found several
treasury notes of a different design from those I had known in
1925.

I went to an hotel and took a room. They asked me to
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sign the register, and it was only when I was in my bath that
I realised that I had signed “Henry Bell.”” It did not matter
really, I argued, because Henry Bell was dead.

But they found me. They found me within three days.
It was on the Tuesday that I killed John Martin, and on the
Friday morning as I went into the hotel lounge three men
approached me. One, the leader, said in a direct manner:
“I want you for the murder of John Martin.> Then he
warned me.

I shrugged my shoulders and they took me to a waiting
car outside the hotel. No one seemed to be interested—no one
seemed to know what was going on.

They looked after me fairly well except that they questioned
me continually for long periods. They seemed puzzled at my
insistence that I was Henry Bell. They in turn insisted that I
was somebody else, somebody of the name of Leslie Hibbert,
and of whom I had never heard.

The newspapers gave little attention to the trial, or the
long arguments which were waged zbout my sanity. One
referred to my apparent indifference to the proceedings until
Sit James Lidbern was called by the defence.

I had had several conversations with him without realising
that he was a doctor, or why he came to speak to me.

But he was a sympathetic man with the eyes of a hypno-
tist, and I told him a great deal that I did not tell the othets,
and it seemed to me that he understood. That is, he seemed
to understand at the time, but at the trial, although he spoke in
my favour, he talked rubbish, and showed that he did not
understand.

He told the jury that this was not a case of ‘“‘dual per-
sonality’” but one of “transplanted personality.”” It was, he
thought, the first case to be actually recotded, though the thing
might have happened many times in the past without being
recognised.
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He spoke of telepathy and thought-transference. He spoke
of ““force transference.” He gave well-known instances of
brothers who had communicated with each other over long
distances. He said that there was nothing new in that. He
said that when the man Henry Bell had been on the point of
death, there had welled up in him a tremendous force, a force
of hatred against John Martin. That was not a clever deduc-
tion on the part of Sir James, for I had told him that myself.

He went on to say that in some inexplicable manner the
man Leslie Hibbert (even he insisted on calling me by that
name), had had communicated to him and imposed upon
him this force, the ““personality force” of Henry Bell. And
because personality is to a great extent the result of the life one
has lived, the thoughts one has had, and the things that one
has heard, so, when this force came to Leslic Hibbert, that part
of his brain which received it acted like Henry Bell, thought
like him, and was Henry Bell.

But, he went on to say, although this personality force was
accepted at that moment before the death of Henry Bell, it lay
dormant in the subconscious brain of Leslie Hibbert, waiting
to be brought to the surface by some little memory, such as the
house where Henty Bell had lived. For eight years those
memories had lain tucked away, until one night a little thing
had brought the whole train to the fore, swamping entirely
and blotting out Leslie Hibbert whose whole history the
police now knew, up to that night of the meeting with John
Martin.

That, said Sir James, was what had happened to me.
I was 7ot Henry Bell. No one could doubt that I was not Henry
Bell, for Henry Bell was dead—physically. But Henry Bell
was very much alive at the moment, mentally. How long that
force would last he did not know.

Counsel who was defending me was quick to follow up
this absurd line of reasoning.
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He referred to the verdict of “Murder but Insane.”” He
said that that meant that the brain was the most important
part of a man. No one could deny that.

If a man killed under the physical compulsion of another it
was not murder. If he killed with his body, and his »énd did
not intend to kill, then it was not murder. Even if the mind
killed suddenly, without previous intention, it was not
murder, but manslaughter. No one denied that Leslie Hibbert
had killed John Martin—but it was for the jury to determine
his state of mind at the moment of killing. I listened to this
amusing, if ingenious, quibble, and realised long before the
judge summed up how absurd and ludicrous it all was, because
Iwas Henry Bell and Henry Bell had died in 1925.

They found me guilty and sentenced me to death. The
judge asked me whether I wished to make any statement. I
said I did. I said: ‘“You have found Leslie Hibbert guilty.
You have shown me a2 woman whom you say is my wife and
who says she is my wife. She is not, and never was. I am
Henry Bell, and by the law of England Henry Bell should go
free. But it does not matter, because I am not afraid of death
in the least, for I have already died once.”

The judge shrugged his shoulders, very slightly, and then
proceeded to read the foolishly dramatic words.

But they cheated me in the end. Doctors came to see me
and to speak to me, to listen but not to learn. Then some poor
misguided fools presented a petition, and they found that I
was insane and put me in the asylum from which I now write
to you.

Now the days of my first summer here are lengthening, and
I crave the sleep I have once experienced—the Sleep of Death.
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H. A. MANHOOD
Wish Me Luck






WISH ME LUCK

\LEVEN o’clock. The prim smell of Sunday was almost
E gone. Old Alice Pomeroy sat contentedly before a
humming fire in the back parlour of the “True-as-Stated,”
talking quietly, noddingly, with her daughter-in-law, the
young and sturdy wife of the absent landlord, sipping het
nightly glass of a juniper punch called “Sweet Emily,” pethaps
because it was always brewed in a smoky brown cloam jug
shaped like a caped maid.

A tabby cat rubbed solemnly against her clubbed foot as if
seeking to heal it by sympathetic touch. The fire, a fighting
huddle of salt timbers, sparked riotously, shaming the hanging
lamp in whose glass belly the wick lay like a miserably bottled
snake. China and hanging crystals glinted in a mock splinter-
ing and a ship in a bottle seemed caught in a tropic storm.

Shadows flickered in dolphin-play across the low ceiling,
. their antics interesting the several portraits on the wall so
that they lived again briefly, nodding amusedly to each other.
‘Supper wzited at one end of the scrubbed table ; cold meat,
bread and pickles and a flat saffron cake, knife-stamped with
a large dee, a great cruet standing like a guardhouse in the
middle.

Susan, with the help of dumb Meg, the lank, worm-lipped
house-girl, had long ago tidied the bar-room and was waiting
testlessly for the return of Dan Pomeroy, her husband, whom
she loved deeply and deservedly with a generosity equalling
his own.

227
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Dan, following the recent death of his father and at his
mother’s wish, had but lately returned from America with a
sensible fortune of his own and a sizeable first nugget on his
watch-chain. The prospect of a gentlemanly landlording in
the place of his birth pleased him very well. What better frame
for the rest of his life than the ““True-as-Stated” in Tuffrand
Cove ? A neat stone house, tight as a whelk in its place on the
quay ; sea and wind and shining sand and gulls galore and the
moors and cliffs with hares and wildfowl for coursing and
shooting. And for a wife a darling girl of the place with
money in her own right and no need for crawl or quarrel
between them. Here, indeed, was heaven as you make it and
no mistake !

A fine figure of a Cornishman, travelled and full of a merry
knowledge and sympathy, Dan’s coming had provided the
Cove with some amusement for, with his fine black beard and
moustaches, he was the living image of Squire Haddicoat,
owner of the village and twenty thousand acres besides. A
small thing, you’d think, but the autocratic Squire wasn’t
pleased.

Not that Dan minded one scrap. Broad-mindedly he felt
that he was as entitled to wear a beard as any rural lord and it
only amused him when folk mistook him for a squire become
genial. ,

Twice the Squire sent brisk word that he trusted that Dan
would shave and end an unbecoming mockery. But Dan
didn’t see why at all. If m’lord didn’t like it, well, let him
part with his own beard. Which sensible refusal upset the
Squire badly. Uncommonly wealthy, he was but rarely
thwarted. His father and grandfather had been powerful and
bearded before him, and tradition couldn’t be broken.

Full power of damnation had been his till now, but in
this case the power had failed lamentably, and, since the
Pomeroys owned the “Truc-as-Stated” and sold the best liquor
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in twenty miles, there seemed nothing he could do to force
obedience. He was accustomed to ride about the country-side
in a shiny dandy cart with a spanking, pampered thoroughbred
between the shafts, and Dan, just because it suited him and
out of no malice, used a raddled ass-cart and one of the un-
kempt, shore-grazing asses so cherished by his mother.

Naturally the Squire took his riding in this manner as an
added insult, and he schemed viciously to force Dan out of the
parish. But Dan was within his rights and couldn’t be hit in
the pocket or anywhere else. He just went his own laughing
way, preaching a bit, too, sometimes, telling what he’d seen
of the beauty of earth, and that we’d enjoy it the more if we
didn’t crave for power or undue riches or for the beauty of a
heaven which wasn’t there. Which only increased Squire
Haddicoat’s anger and added to the jest as the villagers saw it.

Sitting with her glass held close to her stern, whiskered chin,
her tight grey hair like a cap of silver, Old Alice gave gossip
as she had heard it that day across the bar, Susan listening
indignantly.

“What right has he to play the king ?”

“No right at all,”” Alice answered her, sad and cross, too,
to think of a blindness where clear vision should have been ;
“but then, right can’t be measured, for it changes weight with
every one of us. If we could all agree on right and wrong
half the wotld would be out of work, and that would be wrong
to start with. ’Tis strife, after all, that’s the salt of living for
most, and God bless the boldest.”

“Mote’s the pity.”

Old Alice nodded sagely : “A whining pity, so ’tis, and no
sense or good even if the Squire does choose to make 2 whole
seething sermon out of a simple, no-matter likeness. “Those
that mock shall be trampled, so sayeth the Lord’ . . . that’s the
way he clamoured in the House to-day, so they say, fietce as
Moses, and the Parson upholding him for fear he’d lose the
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living. Snooks to him, I say, and best maybe if we say naught
to Dan about it.”

Susan shrugged, parting the heavy curtains, staring out
across the bay: “I wish Dan would come,” she said softly.
“It shouldn’t take him this long to drive home from Muryan,
with a moon, too.”

“Don’t worry, child,” Old Alice soothed her smilingly,
pleased to think that Dan had such a good reason for hurry.
Life had come sweet for them all, like a flower after a struggle.

To Susan the moon seemed very big and bright, slipping
with plump good-humour through lacy folds of cloud, causing
the sea to glimmer like a ploughing of sheer frost. The
blinking harbour light was like a tiny pulsing wound in the
dreaming flesh of earth and distant lights, sparking as if in
sympathy, seemed to hobble nearer like cripples in excited
action.

The carns loomed like great bible waves, just as if the tin
mines beneath had sucked in a great, unsettling breath of air.
It was very quiet after the Christmas gales, only the surf
rasping like the breath of a sleeper. 'The air, unhurried, was
alive with a purpose of its own, pure and lovely. Soon a
right breeze would bring the mimosa sweetness of the Scillies
like love to the mainland and the moorlands and valleys, even
the stone edges would flower responsively, amazingly.

Spring already in her heart, Susan smiled to think of Dan
driving along the high and lonely road across the stone-
crumped moort, past rock-pools gleaming like the drip of stars
and the huddled gorse brakes, moaning everlastingly as if
with the pain of the birth of thorns. He’d be thinking all that
she was thinking, his hat tipped back and a tiny, merry whistle
on his lips, a pirate at ease on a skimming splinter as he’d say.
Maybe he’d stopped at the carpenter’s shop, way up at the
crossroads, for a word with blind Pengelly and his son about
a boat “for my wife and meself to be sailing’* . . . bless him !
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Her mind vivid with love, it was easy for Susan to imagine
the shop standing like an atk left high and dry after the falling
of the waters and the tenants still amazed at salvation ; lonely
and with only an enormous chiselled guide-stone, old as
comfort, for company.

Pengelly’s reason for building there had been uncommonly
good. A ship’s carpenter in his youth, he had once been
wrecked on a shark’s tooth of an island in the tropics, suffering
great thirst before rescue. Home again, he had remembered
the unfailing spring at the crossways, the craggy-rocked basin
bottomed with fine silver sand through which water bubbled
ceaselessly, airily, as might the breath of a hidden monster,
the sand spurting and dancing waywardly. A good reason for
building. At night the long, faintly sand-frosted windows
of the ship glimmered yellowly like the scuttles of a ghost
ship.

The door was thick-crusted with paint, for young Pengelly
tried out his colours on it, colours for boats and cradles:
they made coffins, too; they should be coloured also, black
for the likes of Squire Haddicoat, sky-blue or sun-colour for
Dan. . ..

Susan smiled, driving away the gruesome thought, touching
her throat gently where Dan had so often kissed and nibbled
it, and Old Alice, watching, smiled too, and thought she
would be going aloft to her bed for it would be better for
love to be alone and waiting for its likeness. In the outer
bar-room a tap dripped as if matking a time of its own, and
Alice felt that time did indeed run differently in the “True-as-
Stated,”” and she thanked God for the harmony, that Dan had
come home to her and married so well and faithfully.

Rising stiffly on her great stick, her club-foot dragging, she
nodded towards the portrait of her husband as she always did,
her thin Spanish face wrinkling wisely and affectionately.
But, even as she did so, Susan moved at the window, holding a
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finger for silence. Like bouncing stones in the stillness came
the sound of hooves down the hill.

“He’s surely making up for lost time I Susan hurried to
the door, anxious to help Dan with his stabling.

But Alice still listened, quick to notice differences : ““Too
leapy for Dan,”” she muttered, and reached for her shawl,
pinning it fast with the air of one going to battle. Trouble
had never yet caught her unawares. A late-running horse
meant something unpleasant in her experience, a call for the
doctor or something similar. A tiny fear snatched at her heatt,
but she put it bravely aside. Wheels bumped on the cobbles
and, almost at once, there was a rapping on the front door. A
dog barked near at hand and a voice damned it.

“Squire Haddicoat!”” Old Alice sucked apprehensively,
following Susan through the doorway, the gaping Meg after
her, her hands wrapped in her apron. The sweating horse
backed nervously as they turned the corner, but an angry
word from the Squire checked it. He was knocking again
at the door with the butt of his whip as he sat.

“Well 7> Old Alice lost no time.

Squire Haddicoat lowered his whip, teeth grinning sourly
white in his beard.

““There has been an accident. I ran into Pomeroy on the
hill. My horse was scared and trampled down on him.
You had better go and look.”

Susan said nothing. Her eyes widened with sudden fear.
Catching at Meg she ran with her away up the hill, their
shadows grotesque in the moonlight. Old Alice stood grimly,
resting on her stick, breathing hard. She thought of Dan dead
through malice, remembering queerly the agony of his birth
so long ago. Her thoughts spun crazily, then righted them-
selves, settling icily. A strength came to her as if her dead
husband were warm and living at her side. ‘‘Accident be
damned,” she thought. The Squire was watching her
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amusedly, pleased to have settled a score. Recovered, Alice

bobbed her head cunningly :
“Thank you for bringing the news. It must have shaken
you a bit. I’Il get some brandy. . ..”

It was on the tip of the Squire’s tongue to tell her
to go to hell; he’d slammed the old harridan’s son as
he deserved, but it wouldn’t do for the old crow to guess
that he’d done it deliberately. It would be prudent to
humour her.

“If it won’t be troubling you too much,” he said with
cynical politeness. A tot would certainly be acceptable after
that trampling. Just like a damned grinning evil reflection of
himself the fellow had been, God rot him ! No one would dare
to accuse him of criminal malice, especially after the kindly way
he’d brought the news.

Grimly Old Alice hobbled back into the hourse, returning
with a bottle of brandy and a glass. The glass she filled and
handed to the Squire.

“Wish me luck I’” she said.

Off-handedly the Squire did so, drinking appreciatively
and, as his head tipped, Cld Alice braced herself, lifting her
heavy stick, swinging it hard on the back of his neck above the
astrakhan collar. Gruntingly he flopped forward, the glass
falling splinteringly. Swiftly Alice swamped brandy over him,
ramming the bottle into his pocket.

Then she used her stick again, this time upon the horse
so that it lunged and galloped madly along the quay. Alice.
waited. The horse reared on the brink, but too late to prevent
a fall. There was a wrenching crash and splash. Then com-
plete silence. Knowing the way of the rocks under the quay,
Alice did not need to doubt. Carefully rubbing the knob of
her stick on her shawl she went back into the house, standing
before the portrait of her husband, drawing comfort from his
calm, approving gaze. A rub of spirit on her bloodless cheeks
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and she hurried through the village to the house of the doctor,
knocking him up.

“Hurry ! Hurry! A terrible mess. Our Dan trampled.
Squire Haddicoat raving drunk and fallen over the quay. . .
Don’t bother about your tie, man !’

Stifi-lipped in her fear, Old Alice hurried pantingly back,
her stick banging loudly on the cobbles. If Dan was gone the
sun might just as well be dead too. Meg and Susan were
pulling the broken-shafted ass-cart to the door of the “True-
as-Stated.”

Dan lay limply, bloody-cheeked. Susan was white-faced,
wooden-fingered in her misery. Meg gabbled and clucked
excitedly. Gently the three of them carried Dan into the house,
Alice finding a special brandy, pouring water. Susan lifted the
heavy head, opening the tight; full lips, the brandy glass rattling
against the wide, lucky teeth . . . please God, their luck held
good this time. Lightly she dabbed at the slashed flesh,
listening, nodding tremulously, whispering in her relief.-

“It’s all right.”

“God be praised |”’

Old Alice unlocked her hands thankfully, hobbling to a
seat, very tired and grateful, without regret. Meg bubbled
noisily as she unlaced Dan’s boots. A little more brandy and
Dan gulped and sighed and blinked, struggling weakly upright.
Aware of Susan and his mother, he grimaced quaintly :

““A bit of an accident,” he said.

““Accident ?”’

Dan was forced to admit that it was hardly that.

Old Alice nodded contentedly, smiling up at the portrait
on the wall. Just like his father, Dan was, honest to a fault.
Well, there’d be peace for all of them and no more malice. A
pleasant gift. Wish me luck | Chuckling deeply, she blessed
them all before hobbling away to bed.
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LIVES OF MEN

HE Kanaka screwed on the helmet, leaning well over the

side to do so; and Saung Lo, for perhaps the ten-
thousandth time in his life, dived gently backwards into the
warm ocean.

“Not a bad little feller, for a Malay,” remarked the
Australian boss to his visitor from the mainland. “Only
you can’t get him to realise that the stuff don’t fetch what it
used to. Except for this partic’ler job, y’know, these boys
ain’t got much headpiece.”

Meanwhile Saung Lo was sinking slowly through the
green translucent fathoms. His airpipe and life-line trailed
above him, the used air escaping by the outlet-valve in a suc-
cession of explosive bubbles. A strange apparition he was,
though a familiar one, in these waters—the round steel helmet,
the bulging canvas and rubber clothing, the brown hands,
naked from the wrist, holding lifeline and shell-net. And
these hands were small and sweetly shaped as a woman’s.
They matched, for delicacy, the brown face screened by the
steel and plate-glass.

Saung Lo, in fact, was but twenty-one years old, though he
had been diving for years. Botn on a Sumatra plantation, he
had drifted south after the rubber boom, to find at last a job
he could do that white men would always pay him for. He
himself did not profess to understand the whys and wherefores
of it ; he only knew that he could earn money by groping in
deep levels for pearl shell, apart from the prospect of finding
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an occasional pearl. Hehad had such luck on several occasions,
and had made extra money.

He did not know that the sum paid him was less than a
hundredth of the price that the pearl eventually fetched in the
shops of Bond Street or Fifth Avenue. He did not know that
his Australian boss traded for two hundred per cent profit with
an American firm that made a similar profit. He did not know
that the Jap storekeeper who sold beer and tinned provisions
systematically cheated him.

And since there were so many simple things that he did not
know, it was not perhaps surprising that he couldn’t be got
to realise the world slump, the fall in commodity prices, and
the need for him to dive twice as often and bring up twice the
quantity of shell for the same reward.

Yet there were, on the other hand, a few odd things that
Saung Lo did know. ;

He knew, for instance, the bottom of the sea. He knew
the geography of a small patch of ocean floor near Thursday
Island as well as most men know their own town or village.
He knew the clefts and shelves of that strange under-sea world,
the twilight green of coral cavetns, the shadowed haunts of
creatures hardly to be described in any words of his own. He
knew where this secret continent steepened into depths where
he could never explore; often he walked to the brink and
stared into the dark vastness ; he felt it was his own discovery,
and when afterwards he regained the surface the thought
comforted him even if the contents of his shell-net fetched a
disappointing price.

He was proud that he could descend farther than any other
diver he had ever heard of—ten, twenty, even thirty fathoms,
to a depth where he dare not stay more than a few moments
because of a gripping numbness that came into his limbs.
He did not know that this was caused by a pressure of scores
of pounds’ weight upon every inch of his body ; his science
was as deficient as his economics.
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But he well knew the major symptoms of danger, and he
knew also what those dangers were. He had seen men die of
diver’s paralysis, yelling in hideous agonies throughout the
warm island nights ; and he knew from his own experience
that if he stayed down too long, or descended too quickly,
gouts of blood would trickle out of his ears and nose, and he
would feel as if an iron bar were being clamped across his fore-
head and tightened.

But he did not worry. It was his job. And as the gently
swelling current drifted him into the depths, he would have
had no misgivings at all but for that mystifying business of the
price-level. ““What’s the matter him big feller shell not get
plenty good money put longa bank, heh ?”> had been his protest
at the time of the last reckoning with the boss. And the
Australian’s reply, given with a laugh, had been one that Saung
Lo had completely failed to understand.

But as usual, his remote and private wotld consoled him.
There were two dreams in his mind—the one quite practical, a
matter of saving up enough money “longa bank” to return
north some day and marry a girl of his own race; but
this happy consummation was fast receding in prospect now
that his earnings could scarcely keep up with the Jap store-
keeper’s ingenuity in framing his account.

Curious—however much he tried Saung Lo could never
quite get out of debt to the wily trader, and as long as he was in
debt he would not be allowed to leave Thursday Island. The
system worked perfectly—more perfectly than Saung Lo
realised. But there was always his other dream, which was
a mystical one—a deep tranquillising concept of the waters
under the earth, of a wotld untouched by other men, of
secrets he alone could probe.

Cautiously, as he descended, he looked about him, sensing
anew the magic of his dream. He felt the air reaching him in
small regular gusts ; the deep sea was calm, as it always was,
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yet with a peculiar additional calmness that came from a smooth
surface and sunny skies. One of the odd things that Saung Lo
knew was to fotecast the weather; he would often amuse
the Australian by coming up with a prophecy of “plenty big
strong feller wind.” And he was almost always right.

But the Australian did not believe him when he said that
he learned it from the fish. But again Saung Lo was right.
Indeed, on that populated sea-floor he was more learned than
many professors of oceanography. He had observed over
and over again, the quick, uneasy movements of all kinds of
marine creatures when bad surface weather impended. And
sometimes, before especiaylly severe storms, he had seen even
stranger sights there below—weird existences of pulp and
blubber, straying out of their proper depth as if in some fretful
agitation—fantastic shadows, half fish, half vegetable, that
broke through the long green corridors.

No use describing them to the Australian ; he would not
believe ; he was of the other upper world. But Saung Lo
believed, because he had seen, and because on more than one
occasion he had been in danger through the entanglement of
his airpipe with one of these perambulating mysteries.

Saung Lo was quite happy when he felt his thick rubber
boots touching the coral. There was a buzzing in his ears and
a prickling behind his eyes—slight discomforts he had long
grown used to. He knew exactly where he was—on the
slope of a rocky shelf that fell away into the abyss. He looked
around him, recognising the scene. Fish of many kinds passed
him by, like phosphorescent gleams in the twilight; but
he took no notice of them, he had his work to do, and he
could not further delay.

Signalling with his lifeline, he began to stride over the
rough sea-bed, while the lugger drifted with the current far
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above him. It was hard work, and it made him very tired.
He forced his way over mounds of coral, scrambling on to
ledges and down again into deep fissures, lifting the smaller
rocks to peer behind them—his mind automatically intent on a
dozen dangers, but his eyes searching all the time for shell,
and his soul quite reasonably at ease. He did not mind this
job, if only he could make enough money.

As it happened, he was mote than usually lucky. Soon
his net was full of slabs of pearl-shell as big as soup-plates ;
a good haul, and worth “‘plenty money,”” if only the Australian
would pay him properly. He was glad, too, because he felt
increasingly tired and his head ached ; if only he could have
more luck like this he would not need to dive so many times a
day.

He did not mind diving for a living, but he didn’t like the
way his head ached when he had been down too often. Now
that his net was full he pulled on the lifeline and gave the signal
that he was about to ascend. He would not, he decided, go
down again that day. And it was then, amid such weary satis-
faction, that he felt his whole body re-transfixed into tension
by a sight that faced him a few yards away. It was the swing-
ing shadow of the biggest shark he had ever seen.

Saung Lo, of course, had met 2 good many of these un-
pleasant creatures. He was not more than half afraid of them.
He knew that they did not often attack a fully-clothed diver,
being scared by the forebidding appearance of his helmet and
inflated clothes, as well as by the constant out-bubbling of air
from the escape-valve. A diver, however, would act prudently
in their neighbourhood ; they had an instinct for flesh, and
there was always risk of a vicious plunge at a naked hand.

Saung Lo watched the monster as warily, therefore, as the
monster was watching him. On this occasion he did, perhaps,
feel more than half afraid—the shatk was so huge, and he
himself was not at his best after a day of successive dives.



242 JAMES HILTON

Still, he knew the proper technique of these encounters, and
he was far from getting into a panic.

He flapped with his arms against the heavy water, making
as much commotion as he could, and at the same moment he
closed the air-valve to assist his ascent. The shark, discon-
certed by these manceuvtres, sheered off a little, then followed
well behind. Saung Lo expected this, and was not surprised
to find the distance between them graduvally diminishing.
Curiosity overcomes fear—it was the law of men as well as of
sharks.

When the creature was again a few yards away Saung-Lo
reopened his air-valve and caused a rapid volley of bubbles to
detonate into the water; this lost him a little of his height,
but it served to scare away the shark once more. It might,
with luck, have scared the marauder away altogether, but
such luck was not Saung Lo’s. After his big haul of peatl-
shell he could not, perhaps, expect it. But he might reasonably
have expected the shark to be scared for more than a few
seconds.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t. It came on after him again with
redoubled curiosity, only to be scared afresh by a new out-
flow of air-bubbles. And suddenly Saung Lo, with that head-
piece of his which the Australian had so often derided, realised
that his life most probably depended on that running battle
between fear and curiosity. For he noted that each time the
air-bubbles spouted they had a smaller effect upon the threshing
fins and the wide, half-gaping mouth. Even in the very eyes
of his adversary Saung Lo imagined he could read a puzzlement
that was rapidly becoming contemptuous.

And now, with passion, he wished that his limbs were
completely free. If he could, he would have thrown away
his diving-dress and air-pipe and flung himself to the surface.
His slim, naked body was like oiled silk, and he felt confident
that he could dodge a shark, for he was a superb swim-diver.
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He felt that his cumbersome garments, though physically a
protection, were in too many ways a handicap, and he doubted,
before many moments had passed, whether he could reach the
surface before the shark had conquered its fear and had
reached him.

Still he watched, feeling the lift of his body through the
lightening water, sensing the nearness of the great fish as it
circled around. He could see the rows of serrated teeth in the
open jaws, and the large, unswerving eyeballs. These were the
perils of that secret world that was his own ; he must fight,
and fight to the last. He had once battled with an octopus,
and several times he had had obscure struggles with things
he could not name ; but this was his first enemy shark—the
first of the species that he had not easily scared away.

Through the glass panes of his helmet he viewed it with a
warm bodily fear, yet still with his mind racing sweet and cool.
He must fight. It would come to that in a moment, and to be
ready for it, with his two hands, he dropped his loaded net of
pearl-shell and drew from an outside pocket a knife that he
used for prising open the shells. It was a good knife. But he
was sorry to have had to let go the net.

Suddenly the jaws leapt at him, and he felt their sawlike
teeth grate on the metal of his helmet and drag down to his
shoulder and arm. The graze was tentative, experimental, and
insufficient to break through the canvas and rubber. But it
was enough to make contact in Saung Lo with something that
fused mind and body into elemental decision.

He swung his arm and struck with the knife into an obstruc-
tion that was apparently hard and impervious; yet with
such effect that in an instant the whole under-sea world was
alive with leaping and lashing fury. His vision darkened ; he
could not see anything at all ; he was buffeted about in sudden
currents ; once the rough, scaly carcase struck him like the
blow of a huge fist and lifted him high.
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His mind still functioned ; he knew that he must, amidst:
all these commotions, preserve the thin tube through which
the air reached his lungs . . . he must postpone, somehow, the
discovery of flesh and blood behind the steel and rubber. He
waited, half-blind, with the knife poised in his hand. His
head was bursting, but he felt his body dissolve in a fear that
was partly an ecstasy ; he was alive, as the shatk was alive ;
they were both of them leaping, living things. And then, in
sudden blood-fury, he ran amok—slashing and rending and
stabbing as so many of his race were won’t to do on land. . . .

An hour later, on board the lugger, the Australian stooped
with some curiosity over the prone figure of Saung Lo. He
had been hauled aboard unconscious, though apparently
uninjured. Strangely, however, he had lost his shell-net.

Saung Lo regained consciousness, but he did not tell the
Australian about the shark. It was the sort of thing the
Australian would laugh at and only half believe. He just
said, in the clipped pidgin English he had learned from
the Kanakas: ‘Plenty big feller shell down below, Tuan.
Bimeby I fetch him to-morrow.”

But by the morrow Saung Lo was dead—of heart-failure.

“It gets most of ’em sooner or later,”” commented the
Australian philosophically to his visitor from the mainland.
“All these fellers stay down too long and go down too quick—
and it’s no use warning ’em, they don’t take any heed. . . . Not
a bad little feller for a Malay, but a dam’ fool when all’s said
and done. . ..”

Ten thousand miles away, about the same time, another
man died of heart-failure. He was seventy-five years old, a
millionaire, and head of the great firm of Amalgamated Ocean
Products, Inc. Indirectly he employed Saung Lo, though
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neither had ever heard of the other’s existence. For some
weeks before his death this old man had been trying to frame
a merger between his company and a rival one, with a view to
economies in the production and matketing of pearl-shell.
He attended a board meeting in defiance of his doctor’s orders ;
he made speeches, drafted figures, and went to Chicago for a
conference. Then he died suddenly one night, in his sleep.

All the newspapers had columns about him and about
the wonderful work he had done for the pearl industry. One
of them said : “It would be no exaggeration to say that he
gave his life for it.”
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WHITE STOCKINGS

OHN TREVOR was not a jealous man. He told himself

this a dozen times.

He told Matjorie Banning only once.

““Jealous !”” she flamed, and then, gaining control of her
anger, ‘I don’t quite understand you.”

““Jealous, of coutse, is a silly word to use, but,”” he blun-
dered, ““what I mean is suspicious He

They wetec sitting in the park under an expansive elm.

“What I mean to say is,”” said Jack, desperately, “I trust
you, dear, and—well, I don’t want to know your secrets,
but i

“But ?”* she repeated coldly.

“Well, I merely remark that I have seen you three times
driving in a swagger motor-car e

“A client’s car,” she said, quietly.

“‘But surely the dressing of people’s hair does not occupy all
the afternoon and evening,’ he persisted. ‘‘Really, ’'m awfully
sorry if I’m bothering you, but it is a fact that whenever I’ve
seen you it has been on the days when you have told me you
could not come to me in the evening.”

He was making it very hard for her, and she resented—
bitterly resented—not only his doubt and the knowledge that
in his eyes her movements were suspicious, but that she could
offer no explanation.

“Who has been putting these ideas in your head ?”> she
asked. ‘‘Lennox Mayne ?”’
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“Lennox I”” he snorted. ““‘How ridiculous you are, Marjorie.
Lennox would not dream of saying anything against you, to
me or anybody else. Lennox is very fond of you. Why,
Lennox introduced me to you.”

She bit her lips thoughtfully. She had excellent reasons for
knowing that Lennox was very fond of her—fond in the way
that Lennox had been of so many chance-met shopgirls.

She was employed at a great West End hairdressers, and
hated the work ; indeed, hated the wotk more than the neces-
sity for working. Her father, a small provincial doctor, had
died a few years before, leaving her and her mother penniless.
A friend of the family had known the proprietor of Fennetts,
and old Fennett was in need of a sectretary. She had come to
what Lennox Mayne crudely described as the “woman’s
barbers” in that capacity. From secretary she had passed to a
morte practical side of the business, for the old man, a master
of his craft, had initiated her into the mysteries of ““colout
culture.” :

“I’m awfully sorry that I’ve annoyed you,”” she said, primly,
as she got up, ““but we shopgirls have our duties, Jack.”

“For heaven’s sake don’t call yourself a shopgitl,” he
snapped. ““Of course, dear, I quite accept your explanation—
only, why make a mystery of it ?”’

Suddenly she slipped her arm in his.

“Because I am paid to make a mystery of it,”” she said with
a smile. “Now take me to ‘Fragianas,” for I’m starving.”

Over the meal they returned to the subject of Lennox.

“I know you don’t like him,” said Jack. ‘““He really is a
good fellow, and, what is more, he is very useful to me, and I
cannot afford to lose useful friends. We were at Rugby to- .
gether, but, of course, he was always a smarter chap than I.
He has made a fortune while I am struggling to get together the
necessary thousand that will enable me to introduce you to
that home P
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“You’re a darling,” she said, “but I hope you will never
make your money as Lennox has made his. We hear queer
stories, we dyers of ladies’ faded locks, and Lennox is well
known in London as 2 man who lives by his wits.”

“But his uncle >” he began. _

“His uncle is very rich, but hates Lennox. Everybody
says so.”

“That is where you’re wrong,” said Jack, triumphantly.
“They have been bad friends, but now they are reconciled. I
was dining with Lennox last night, and he told me that the
old man was most friendly now. And, what is more,” he
lowered his voice confidentially, “‘he is putting me in the way
of making a fortune.”

“Lennox ?”’ said the girl, incredulously.

She and Lennox Mayne had met at the house of 2 mutual
friend, and then they had met again in the park, as she and
Jack were meeting, and Lennox had discovered a future for
her which had certain material advantages and definite spiritual
drawbacks. And then one Sunday, when he had taken her on
the river, they had met Jack Trevor, and she had found it
increasingly easy to hold at bay the philanthropist.

They strolled back to the park as the dusk was falling, and,
entering the Marble Arch gate, they passed an untidy, horsey
little man who touched his hat to Jack and grinned broadly.

“That is Willie Jeans,”” said Jack, with a smile. “His
father was our groom in the old Royston days. I wonder what
he is doing in London ?”’

““What is he ?”’ she asked, curiously.

“He is a tout—a man who watches race-horses. Willie is
a very clever watcher.”

“How queer !’” she said, and laughed.
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The man who sprawled motionless along the top of the
wall had certain strange chameleon-like characteristics. His
mottled green coat and his dingy, yellow breeches and gaiters
so completely harmonised with the ancient wall and its over-
hanging trees that nine passers-by out of ten would have failed
to notice him. Happily for his peace of mind, there were no
passers-by, the hour being seven o’clock on a sunny May
morning. His elbows were propped on a patch of crumbling
mortar, a pair of prismatic glasses were glued to his eyes, and
on his face was a painful grimace of concentrated attention.

For twenty minutes he had waited in this attitude, and the
stout man who sat in the car drawn up some distance along
the road sighed patiently. He turned his head as he heard
the descent of the watcher.

“Finished ?>’ he asked.

““Huh,” replied the other.

The stout man sighed again and set the rattling machine
running toward the village.

Not until they were on the outskirts of Baldock did the
dingy watcher regain his speech.

“Yamen’s lame,” he said. ““He went Jame when the gallop
was half-way through. He’ll win no Derby.”

The fat man breathed heavily. They were brothers, Willie
the younger, and Paul the elder.

The car jerked to a stop before the Baldock post office, and
Willie got out thoughtfully. He stood for some time medita-
ting upon the broad pavement. Presently he climbed back into
the car. '

“Let’s go down to the garage and get some juice on board,”’

he said.
“Why »”* asked the astounded brother. I thought you

23

were going to wire
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“Never mind what you thought,”” said the other impati-
ently ; ““go and load up with petrol. You can take me to
London. The post office won’t be open for half an hour.”

As the rattling car came back to the Stevenage road Willie
condescended to explain.

“If I send a wire from here it will be all over the town in a
few minutes,”” he said, libellously. “Mr Mayne would never
forgive me.”

Lennox Mayne was the principal source of the tout’s
income. Mr. Jeans’s profession was a curious one. He was
what is described as “a man of observation,”> and he had his
headquarters at Newmarket.

When his chief patron required information which could
not be otherwise secured, Mr. Jeans travelled afar to the
Wiltshire Downs, to Epsom, and elsewhere in order to gain
at first hand knowledge of certain horses’ wellbeing. "

“It was a bit of luck,” he mused, as he went along. I
don’t suppose there is another man in England who could
have touted old Greyman’s horses. He usually has half a
dozen men patrolling along the road.”

Stuart Greyman owned a large estate on the Royston road
which was peculiarly adapted for so furtive and secretive 2
man, for a high wall surrounded the big park wherein his
horses were trained.

The old man was something of a tetror to the ring. He
produced unexpected winners, and so well kept was his secret
that, until the race was over and the money began to roll
back from the starting-price offices thezz was not the slightest
hint that the victor was “‘expected.”

. . . . .

The dust-stained car came to a stop in a decorous London
square, and an outraged butler who answered the door hesitated
for some considerable time before he announced the visitors.
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Lennox Mayne was at breakfast, a sleek-looking young
man who was less disconcerted than his butler at the spectacle
of the untidy Mr. Jeans.

Sit down,”” he said curtly ; and when the visitors obeyed
and the butler had closed the door, <“Well ?”’

Willie poured forth his story, and Lennox Mayne listened
with a thoughtful frown.

“The old devil I”” he said softly.

Lennox sat for a moment deep in thought, and then

“Now, Jeans, you understand that this is a sectet. Not a
whisper of Yamen’s lameness must leak out. I might tell you
that ten minutes ago my uncle rang me up from Baldock to say
that he had galloped Yamen and he had pulled up fit.””

““What ?** said the indignant Willie. ““Why, that horse is as
lame 0 -

" “I don’t doubt it,” interrupted his employer, ““but Mr.
Greyman has a good reason for putting it about that Yamen is
sound. He has heavily backed the horse to win the Derby,
and he wants time to save his money. What other hosses were
in the gallop ?”

“I don’t know his horses very well,” explained Willie,
“but the colt that made all the running was a smasher if ever
there was one. He simply carried the rest of the horses off
their feet.”

“You’re sure it was Yamen that pulled up lame ?”’

“Sure, sir,”” said the other empbhatically. ““There is no
mistaking his white legs. You don’t often see 2 brown horse
with four white stockings.’

“What kind of a horse was it that won the gallop ?”

“He was brown all over; not a speck of white on
him.”

“H’m,” mused Mr. Mayne, ‘“‘that must be Fairyland. I
must remember him. Thank you for coming,” he said, as he
dismissed his visitors with a nod, ‘‘and remember i
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“Mum’s the word,” said Willie as he folded up the
two bank-notes which his employer had pushed across the
table.

Left alone, Mr. Lennox Mayne did some quick, intensive
thinking. e was a gambler, and a successful gambler. He
gambled on stocks—on hotses ; but in the main his success
was due to backing and laying against human beings. In this
latter respect he had made two faux pas. He had gambled not
oaly upon the tolerance, but upon the inferior intelligence of
his maternal uncle, Stuart Greyman. He had used information
given to him in secret by that reticent man, and, to his con-
sternation, had been detected, and there had been an estrange-
ment which had lasted five years, and had apparently ended
when old Greyman met him one day at lunch and gruffly
notified his forgiveness.

“The old devil,” he murmured, admiringly, “he nearly
sold me !”’

For old Greyman had told him again in confidence to back
Yamen for the Derby.

Lennox Méyne trusted no man. Therefore he had sent his
tout to confirm the exalted story of the dark Yamen’s amazing
speed. Yamen had only run twice as a two-year-old. He had
been carefully nursed for his classic engagements, and at least
the story which the old man had told him was plausible.
Luckily, Lennox had not wagered a penny on the information
which his uncle had brought him. If Greyman had been one
of his failures, no less had Marjorie Banning. She had seemed
SO easy.

It was a coincidence that, as his mind dwelt upon her the
telephone bell rang shrilly and the voice of John Trevor
greeted him. He heard the name and made a wry face, but his
voice was pleasant enough.

“Hullo, Jack. Certainly, come round. Aren’t you working
to-day ? Good.”
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He hung up the receiver and returned to his table. Jack
Trevor! His eyes narrowed. He had not forgiven this
innocent friend of his. Jack had a fairly good post in a city
office, and just at that time the rubber trade was one of
England’s decaying industries, and his time was very much
his own. Lennox received him in his study, and pushed a
silver box of cigarettes toward his visitor.

“What brings you west at this hour ?” he asked. ““You’ll
stay to luach ?”’

Jack shook his head.

“The fact is,”” he blurted, “I’m a bit worried, Lennox—
it is about Marjorie.”

““What has Matjorie been doing ?”” Lennox asked. “Does
she want to tutn your hair a flaming gold »”’

“Not so bad as that,” Jack said, “but 1 know you are very
fond of Marjorie. Either she has a mysterious friend or she
has a mysterious job. Four times she has passed me in the
street in a most swagger car.”’

“Alone ?”’

Jack nodded.

“Perhaps she was going to see a client,” suggested the
other, carelessly. ““You know, even women who own luxur-
ious motor cars need the service of a trained perruquier.”

“fven females who own luxurious motor-cars do not
require the services of a perruquier from three in the afternoon
until eleven at night,”” said jack, grimly ; ““and that is the time
Marjorie has returned to her diggings. I know it was hateful
to spy on her, but that is just what I’ve done. She is getting a
lot of money. I had a chat with her landlady—I called in on
the pretence that I had come to see Marjorie—and got her to
talk, and she told me that she changed a hundred-pound
cheque for her.”

“H’m,” said Lennox. He was as puzzled as his friend.
His agile brain was busy, and presently he said :
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“There is certain to be a simple explanation, my dear chap,
so don’t worry. Marjorie is not flighty, whatever else she is.
When are you going to get married ?”’

Jack shrugged his shoulders.

“Heaven knows,’” he said. ‘It is all very well for you to
talk about marriage, because you’re a rich man, but for me it
means another twelve months of saving.”

‘“Have you fixed the sum on which you can get married ?”’
asked Lennox.

“A thousand pounds,” replied Jack, ‘and I’ve got about
six hundred towards it.”

“Then, my dear chap, I’ll put you in the way of getting
not a thousand but ten thousand.”

“What the dickens are you talking about ?”

“Pm talking about the dark Yamen,”” said Lennox, “my
uncle’s horse. I told you the other day that I would make
your fortune ; I am going to do it.”’

He got up, went to a table, and took up the morning paper,
turning its pages.

“Here is the betting,”” he said, ““1co to 6 Yamen; and
Yamen is as certain to win the Derby as you are to marry your
nice little girl. I can get you ten thousand to six hundred
to-day ; to-morrow the price may be shorter.”

“Good lord, I couldn’t lose six hundred pounds !I”” gasped
Jack.

“If you knew how small a risk it was you wouldn’t yammer
like a sheep.”

““Suppose I had sixty pounds on it :

“Sixty pounds,” sneered the other. “My dear chap, what
is the use of making money in pennies ? Here is the chance of
your lifetime, and unless you are a lunatic you will not miss
it. To-morrow the horse will be nearer six to one than
sixteen, and you can lay out your money and stand to win a
fortune at practically no risk to yourself.”

1
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He spoke for half an hour on horses—of Yamen, its speed,
its breeding—and Jack listened, fascinated.

“T’ll ring up a bookmaker and put it on for you.”

““Wait, wait,” said Jack, hoarsely, as the other reached for
the telephone. “It is a fearful lot of money to risk, Lennox.”

““And a fearful lot of money to win,” said the tempter. If
he had had more time he would have arranged the bet so that
the six hundred pounds fell into his pocket, but that was
impossible. Jack Trevor must be caught immediately or not
at all—must be given no time to reflect or to seck advice, and
certainly no time to discover that Yamen was a ctipple. The
secret might leak out at any moment. The loss of six hundred
might not prevent a contemptuous little hairdressing gitl
from marrying ; it would certainly postpone the event.

“Tlldoit,” said Jack, with a.gasp, and listened as in a dream
to his placid companion’s voice.

“Put it to the account of Mr. John Trevor, Castlemaine
Gardens. Yes, I’ll be responsible. Thank you.”

He hung up the receiver and looked round at the other
with a queer smile.

“I congratulate you,”” he said softly, and Jack went back
to the city, his head in a whirl.

Marjorie Banning heatrd the news and dropped into a two-
penny park chair.

“You’ve put all the money on a horse ?’” she said hollowly.
“Oh, Jack!”

“But, my dear,” said Jack stoutly, “‘the money is as good
as mine, and all that Lennox said is true. The horse was
sixteen to one yesterday, and it is only eight to one to-day.

“It is all right, Marjorie,”” he added, with pootly simulated
cheerfulness, “‘the horse belongs to Lennox Mayne’s uncle.
He told Lennox that it is certain to win. Think what ten
thousand pounds means. Marjorie dear: 2

She listened unconvinced. She who knew with what
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labour and sacrifice his little nest egg had been gathered, who
understood even more clearly than he what its loss would
entail, could only sit with a blank sense of despair at her heart.

At that moment Mr. Lennox Mayne was experiencing
something of her dismay, though the cause was a little different.
Summoned by telegram, he who had been described as the
“Prince of Touts’” had come post-haste to Manchester Square
and whilst the grimy Ford, with its stout, hen-like driver stood
at the door, Mr. Willie Jeans fidgeted uneasily and endured
with such patience as he could command the flow of his
employet’s abuse.

“You’re a blundering jackass, and I was a fool to hire you,”
stormed Lennox Mayne. ‘° What is the use of touting a horse
if you’re seen touting ? I told you that you were not to let
anybody know that you were connected with me, you drivelling
fool, and you’ve been talking.”

“No, I ain’t,”” said the other indignantly. ‘T never talk.”

““You’ve been talking. Listen to this.”

Lennox snatched up 2 letter from the table.

““This is from my uncle. Listen to this, you damned fool :

You are not satisfied with my information, it seems, but
employ your tout to spy on my training. You can tell Mr.
Willie Jeans from me that if ever he is again seen in or near my
estate he will get the biggest flogging he has ever had in his
life.” .

“I never knew anybody saw me. There was nobody about
when I was on the wall,”” grumbled Mr. Jeans. “I’ve earned
my fifty if ever a2 man has earned it.”

“You’ll get no fifty from me,”” said Lennox. ‘“I’ve given
you as much money as you’re entitled to, and don’t come neat
me again,”
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When Mr. Willie Jeans joined his brother he was in no
amiable frame of mind.

“Where are we going now ? >’ asked that placid man.

Willie suggested a place which has the easiest and most
varied of routes, and his brother, who was not unused to these
temperamental outbursts, held on his way, for their original
destination had been to Epsom. A policeman at Hyde Patk
raised a warning hand at the sight of the ramshackle machine,
but Mr. Willie Jeans’s flivver was a ““private car’ within the
meaning of the Act, and they joined the resplendent procession
of machines that were moving slowly through the park. It
was fate that made the oil lubrication choke within a dozen
paces of where two disconsolate lovers were sitting.

““What a queer car,” said the gitl, ““and isn’t that the man
you saw the other day—the tout, did you call him ?*’

“Yes,” said Jack, gloomily, “‘that’s the tout,”” and then
suddenly, “I wonder if he knows.” '

He rose and walked across to the man, and Willie touched
his cap.

“Good evening, Mr. Trevor.”

“Where are you going ?”’ asked Jack.

“I'm going to Epsom to watch the Derby gallops. Most
of the horses are there now, but,”” he grinned unpleasantly,
“not Yamen !”’

“Why isn’t he there ?”* asked Jack, with a sickening heart.

“Because he’ll never see a racecourse, that’s why,” said
the other, savagely.

“What do you mean ? *” asked Jack.

“He is lame,” said the little man. “I hope you haven’t
backed him ?”’

Jack nodded.

“Come over here,” he said. ““This is pretty bad news
I’ve heard, Matjorie,” he said. ‘“Jeans says that Yamen
is lame.”
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“That’s right,” nodded the tout. ‘““As lame as old Junket.
That is another one of Mr. Greyman’s.”

“I don’t know much about horses,”” said Jack. I want
you to tell me about Yamen. How long has it been lame ?”’

“Three days,” said the little man. “‘I have been touting
it for a week. It broke down in the winding-up gallop.”

“But does Mt. Greyman know 2’

“Mr. Greyman !”” said the little man, scornfully. ““Why,
of course he knows. He didn’t let on to Lennox Mayne, but I
told Lennox Mayne, and a fat lot of thanks I got for it.”

“When did you tell him ?*” asked Jack, going white.

“The day before yesterday.”

“Then Lennox Mayne knew !”’

Jack was bewildered.

“It can’t be true,”” he said. ‘““Lennox would never 7

“Lennox Mayne would give away his own aunt,” said
Willie Jeans, contemptuously.

“Was it Lennox Mayne who persuaded you to back this
horse ?°” asked the girl.

Jack nodded.

‘“You are sure Yamen is lame ?”’

“I swear to it. I know Yamen as I know the back of my
hand,” said the little man, emphatically. ““The only horse
with four white stockings in the Baldock stable.”

“Baldock !’ The girl was on her feet, staring. ‘‘Baldock,
did you say »”’

“That’s right, Miss.”

“Who lives there ?”’ she asked, quickly.

“Greyman.”’

“What sort of 2 man is he ?”

“He is an old man about sixty, grey-haired and as hard as a
nail.”

She was silent a long time after the little man had gone on
his shaky way, and then, most unexpectedly, she asked :

b
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“Will you take me to see the Derby, Jack »”’

“Good lord, I didn’t expect you’d be interested I”” he said.

“Will you take me? You can hire a car for the day, and
we could see the race from the roof. Will you take me »”’

He nodded, too dumbfounded to speak. She had never
before evinced the slightest intetrest in a horse-race.

a

III

Some trumour of the dark Yamen’s infirmity must have
crept out, for on the morning of the race the horse was quoted
amongst the twenty-five to one brigade, and hints of a mishap
appeared in the morning Press.

Marjorie had never been to a race meeting before, and
possibly even the more sedate meetings would have astonished
her, but Epsom was a revelation.

“There are all sorts of rumours about,” said Jack, returning
from his tour of discovery. ‘“They say that Yamen doesn’t
run. ‘The papers prepared us for that. I am horribly afraid,
dear, I’ve been a fool.”

She bent down as she stood on the roof of the car and took
his hand, and to his amazement he discovered she had left
paper in it.

“What’s this, a bank-note? Are you going to have a
bet ?”’

She nodded.

“I want you to make a bet for me,”” she said.

“What are you backing ?”’

““Yamen,”’ she replied.

“Yamen !I”> he repeated, incredulously, and then looked
at the note. It was for a hundred pounds.

“But you mustn’t do this.”

“Please,” she insisted, firmly.

He made his way to Tattersall’s ring, and after the race
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preliminary to the Derby had been run, he approached a book-
maker whose name he knew.

I got two thousand to a hundred for you,” he said, “and
I nearly didn’t.”

I should have been very angry with you if you hadn’t,”
said Marjorie.

“But why ” he began, and then broke off as the frame
of the number-board went up. ‘“Yamen 7s running,” he said.

Nobody knew better than the girl that Yamen was running.
She watched the powder-blue jacket in the preliminary parade
and caught a glimpse of the famous white stockings of
Mandarin’s son as he cantered down to the post. Her arm was
aching with the labour of holding the glasses, but she never
took them off the powder—blue jacket until the white tape
flew upward.

The blue jacket was third as the horses climbed the hill,
fourth on the level by the railway turn, third again as the huge
field ran round Tattenham Corner into the straight, and then a
strident voice from a nearby bookmaker shouted :

“Any odds you like bar Yamen. I’ll lay twenty to one bar
Yamen.”

The dark Yamen took the lead and won, hard held, by
three lengths.

“I don’t know how to begin the story,”” she said that night.
They were dining together, but Marjorie was hostess.

It really began about a month ago, when an old gentle-
man came into the shop and saw Mr. Fennett, the proprietor.
They were together about ten minutes, and then I was sent
for to the private office.

“Mr. Fennett told me that the gentleman had a special
commission, and he wanted an expert to undertake some
dyeing work. I didn’t actually know for what purpose I



264 EDGAR WALLACE

was required until the next week, when his car came for me
and I was driven to Baldock.

“He asked me if I had brought the bleaching and dyeing
material with me, and when I told him that I had, he let me
into the secret. He said he was very fussy about the colour
of horses, and he had a wonderful horse with white legs, and
that he objected to white legs. He wanted me to dye the legs
a beautiful brown.

“Of course, I laughed at first, it was so amusing ; but he
was very setious, and then I was introduced to this beautiful
horse.”

“And you dyed his legs brown ?”’

She nodded.

“But that was not all. There was another horse whose
legs had to be bleached. Poor dear, they will be bleached
permanently unless he dyes them again. I know now, but
I didn’t know then, that it was a horse called Junket. Every
few days I had to go to Baldock and renew the dye and the
bleach. Mr. Greyman made it a condition with Mr. Fennett
that my commission should be kept a secret even from the
firm, and, of course, I never spoke about it, not even to you.”

“Then when I saw you in the car——"’ »

“I was on my way to Baldock to dye and bleach my two
beautiful clients,”” she laughed. “I know nothing about race-
horses, and I hadn’t the slightest idea that the horse I had dyed
was Yamen. In fact, until Willie Jeans mentioned the word
Baldock, I had not connected the stable with the Derby.

“The morning after I left you I had an engagement to go
to Baldock to remove the dye. Mr. Greyman had told me
that he had changed his mind and that he wanted the horse to
have white legs again. And then I determined to speak to him
and tell him just how you were situated. ‘

““He told me the truth and he swore me to secrecy. He was
reconciled to Lennox and told him all about Yamen. And then
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he discovered that Lennox did not believe him and was having
the horses watched. He was so angry that, in order to deceive
his nephew’s watcher, he had the horse’s legs dyed and gave
the—the tout—a chance of seeing poor Junket, with his
bleached legs, break down—as he knew he would. He told
me he had backed Yamen to win him a great fortune.”

“So you, of all people on Epsom Downs, knew that
Yamen would win ?”

“Didn’t I back him ?* asked the dyer of legs.

I*
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REMNANT OF 22

HIS is a true story ; it ends in a curious place, in 2 curious

way. It ends grimly, but that is not strange, for the
story began in the trouble of 1922, and all stories beginning
there seem to end grimly, whenever and wherever they may
work out.

I was sitting in a big popular restaurant when the man
came in; big and rugged, dark-haired, blue-eyed, wide-
mouthed, a real plug-ugly Irish face had this man. He sat at
my table, so I could see every movement; I saw him pull
out an Irish newspaper and begin to read it with the pathetic,
hungry look of an exile, searching through every column
for news of a place or people he had known.

And then the girl came in; I saw at once the racial
similarity between the two, and thought it rather strange that
two Irish people should pick the same table to sit at. They
recognised each other almost at once, and the man half rose
from his chair in amazement and gladness. Then it was all
“Michael” and “Maureen’” and exclamations befitting the
occasion of this meeting between two who had not met for
ten years. p

“Since the Trouble it is, Maureen ; ten years since I have
seen you, and you still the belle of them all,” said the man in
his deep, soft-toned voice, his big hands gripped over hers.
She laughed quickly, thrillingly, her dark, sad blue eyes search-
ing his swarthy face.

“’Tis yourself has not changed, Michael Donovan,” she

269
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answered slowly. “I have never been the same since the night
that Paddy—that Paddy—died.” She drooped her head,
staring at the table with intent, wistful eyes. The man winced
at her words, but his hands tightened, and he spoke gently
to that bowed head.

“Paddy Halloran? Ah, that was the bitter, bad luck,
macushla. When I heard av it, I put down me head, and cried
like a foolish baby, for you know, he and I were friends
always, for all we both loved yo#. Do you remember how we
both followed you about, and how I swore, like the black beast
I was, to kill Paddy if you loved him the best. Do you
remember 2’

Maureen was smiling now, looking at him with tenderness ;
neither took any notice of me, and no one else took any
notice of them. But I heard every word of that low-spoken
conversation.

The girl was speaking again. “You were gone, the night
they killed him ? Ah, yes, they were after you too, and chased
you out of your own town, the beasts, two days afore. I
remember how happy we were but one week before, when
Paddy and I told you of our engagement, and everyone was
blessing us, and you sat by yourself for a while, black-faced
and grim, so that I was feared av you ; then up you came, and
crushed my tight hand. ‘T’ll bless you, too, Maureen macushla,
and give luck to Paddy, though ’tis the plague I’m wishing
would carry him off, *deed it is.” Then we both laughed, and
Paddy came to hear, his dear eyes shining so, and his hair all
rumpled up.

“And a week later you were in hiding and two days gone,
and Paddy was dead, and Paddy’s people had killed Terence
Flanagan.” She finished, and sat quiet, her eyes filled with a
fierce, hot glare of remembrance.

Michael tried to say something, but choked on it several
times, his face twisted. Finally he whispered : “Tell me av it,
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mavourneen ; for I never heard the truth—only strange, wild
rumour ; only, if it hurts ye, then rest.”

But she shook her head and plunged into the passionate,
bitter tale. ““Twas the night of the Donnellys’ party; the
daughter Rose—you remember her, don’t you ?>—had been
promised to young Murphy, and this was the engagement
party. Paddy took me, and we stayed late, after two or so,
dancing and singing, sicha joy av it we had. But when we were
ready to leave old Donnelly took Paddy aside and said : € Do
ye think it safe to go, lad ? They are out ivery night the now,
looking for more murder.’

“I heard, and clutched hold of Paddy, demanding that he
should stay, but he passed it off, laughing at me, and telling
Donnelly *twas all right ; he was safeguarded. Then he winked
- and patted his pocket, so that I knew he had his gun, and felt
less nervous. So we went on our way, me hanging on his dear
arm and he smiling down at me, joking.

“As the light from the Donnelly’s windows died behind
us into a little blur, and I saw the long blackness ahead, I felt
a chill down my back, for I was afeared for him. “Tis a long
way, me dear, and I know the blackguards are thirsty for
blood ; turn back, stay the night at the Donnellys’,” I begged
him, but on we went, all down that dreary road, so cold, and I
felt the dark pressing down on us, shutting us off from every-
one, and the trees drooped and whined, ragged and tortured
in the wind.

“I knew we should come to the cross-roads in a minute,
and I felt certain sure something would happen there, where
four roads ran across each other, all sombre and wind-chased at
night, one road a muck-heap, and another all grit and gravel,
where the horses slipped and fell. Jack Carney had been
shot there but a2 month before, and they found him lying in the
ditch, half covered with stagnant water, his hair all draggled
and woven with weeds, and his poor hands stiff with clay,



272 KATHLEEN WARREN

as though he had been trying to pull himself up. And his
eyes ! Scared; I went sick just from a look av him ; and his
poor mother fell to a twitching, the veins all corded in her
neck, till she had a fit.

“All this I was thinking, as our feet slogged through the
mud, for the roads were ill-kept then, and my mind was twisted
with fear av death and murder, and I threw my arms round
Paddy’s neck and prayed him even now to turn back; the
shawl fell back from my arms, and the cold numbed them at
once, and the wind caught in my hair, and flung it in strands
against Paddy’s face, as I held him tight, tight.

“The cross-roads were but two hundred yards away, and
suddenly, as I pleaded with him, I heard another sound above
the calling and screaming of the wind. *T'was the sound av a
car-engine running ! Faint it came, throbbing through the
wind, and I drew back against Paddy, as we stood still in
the middle av the road, with the mud drawing at our feet.

“<Tis them !’ I cried, fearful. ‘Always they comeina car,
the devils ; run back, Paddy lad, we’ll not face them.’

“Paddy’s face was all gtrey, and his lips were tightly set ;
he put me behind av him, and drew his gun. ‘Tl not run;
someone has betrayed me, and I’ll find who ’tis, by Mary
Mothet,” he snatled.

“Then he set off, almost running, till he was about twenty
yards from the cross-roads, when he stood still and shouted :
‘Come out, ye blackguards ! Come out, and murder me if you
can! Come out, you Judas, and God rest your soul, for I'll
put a bullet through your filthy body !’

“I screamed to him to stop, for I was half demented, and
ran after him, stumbling in the ruts, scarcely seeing for the hair
blowing in my eyes ; butIsaw them! Mercy av God! They
just came silently, and were standing there beneath the great
old tree, three av them, cloaked by their hats and turned-up
collars ; I fell against Paddy, and tried to shield him, but he
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flung me away with all his strength, so that I fell in the
mud.

“One av them fired ; I saw the flame, and Paddy keel this
way and that, till his knees collapsed under him, and he fell
on his face in the road. Before I was up, they had fired three
times more, and Paddy was writhing faintly ; then it was I
saw the other, sneaking away from the car lights into the
shadow.

“I knew it was the traitor, and so did Paddy; as that
fourth man raised one arm to beckon the othets away, he lifted
himself on one arm, and aimed his gun, waveringly. He fired,
and the Judas dropped his arm, clutching at his hand, with a
howl av pain ; the others closed round him, and dragged him
away, while I ran to my man.

“As I knelt to him, lifting his head to my breast, I heard
the car roar and rush by. Then I was left alone, with Paddy
dying in my arms and his blood drenching my clothes ;
he stirred once, and muttered. ‘ Through the hand ? Tell
me father and the boys; through the hand I got him,” and
then more thickly : ‘Macushla, kiss me.’

“I kissed him, and felt his body sink down, and a thin little
sigh fluttered between our lips; I sat thete for above an
hout, rocking him in my arms, cold as I was, until Mike Leary
came by in his cart, rather drunk, but sober enough to lift
Paddy into the cart, and help me up after him. So we drove
through the fierce cold night, Leary rocking on his seat and
slashing at his hotse, and me sitting among the potato sacks
and still holding Paddy’s bloody body.

“We reached home a half-hour later, and Leary got down
at Paddy’s doot, and began to batter on it, though I begged
him to be quiet for the poor mother’s sake ; but they came
quickly, and flung wide the house, Jetry Halloran standing
bate-necked there, and demanding what was the matter.
“Tis Paddy ; the black beasts have shot him,” gasps that focl
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man, Leary. A groan like the sound of death came from them
in the doorway, and the men-folk came rushing out to the cart,
and scrambled up beside me ; Jerry stopped to lift me down,
and murmur sympathy, but Sean and the father thought only
of the poor body lying all broken among the dusty sacks.

“Tendetly they raised him and bore him from the cart,
handling him as though he was but a new-born babe, and
murmuring. I stood stiff-limbed with holding my poor
sweet so long, dumb with pain, till T heard a tiny whimper from
the door : ’twas his mother, poor crushed soul, in her night-
dress, with the wind tearing round her, leaning against the
wall, hands clasping her head, and eyes set to the sight of the
body. I went to her at once, but my comforting was of no
use ; she was stricken, and remained so. Only, as they carried
Paddy past her, she put one hand to his hair, with a strange
dazed look, and muttered. ‘Untidy hair ; always untidy, Paddy
asthore.’

“I could not listen to his wakes; the moaning of the
women’s voices tore my heart, and I rushed from the house,
covering my ears to the sound, and trying to cover my soul
to the sight of the black covered thing with the candles flating
round it.

“There I stayed in my room, and struggled with my pain ;
it was not #herz 1 cursed in the midst of my crying, but the
beast who had betrayed him. But Paddy had marked him, and
the brothers would find that marked man, and I would spit in
his face before they shot him.

“And they found him next day, a wet day, when the town
was covered with drifting rain and sleet, and few were out of
doors. I had been watching all day by the window, my face
pressed against the cold, wet-smelling pane, thinking too much,
so that by evening I was trembling and racked with grief and
madness, always seeing that gun spurt, and Paddy falling in
the mud.
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“As the evening began to drift in, thick shadows dropping
to the street, I became more and more distraught. Ah, ’twas
the worst day I have ever lived.

“I heard a man running down the street. It was just after
the clock said ‘six,” and all was dark, brooding dark ; this man
was running unevenly ; his boots slithering on the puddle
He passed my window, panting—that terrible, hoarse panting
that means a man is running through terror ; I saw him as a
blot in the dark ; and his face was invisible.

“Then came the two others, but they were running
smoothly, quietly, breathing regularly ; they caught him up
by the street corner, and of a sudden the stream of light from
the lamp showed up his face as he huddled back against the
wall ; ’twas Flanagan, but his face was sharpensd by terror,
and his eyes bright with it. He seemed to be pleading, but
they, they took hold of him, one to each arm, and took him
away ; there was a gun driven into his ribs, so that for fear he
went, but I saw that his legs were all slack and trembling undes
him, like a little old man’s, so that they were almost carrying
him. A little old man, all shrunken and fear-ridden, and he
had been a tall, gay-laughing lad !

“Flanagan! And I had thought he loved Paddy. I tried
to say to meself, ¢ *Tis Paddy’s murderer ; a dirty traitor, who
is going to suffer for it,” but I could only remember how he and
Paddy used to play together, and how once he kissed me on
market day, and laughed when I smacked his face. And
now he had been hunted down, padding feet and hoarse
breathing, and was going to die in the rain, all crumpled with
fear. Ah, mercy of God! They were the bad, cruel days !

“Jerry told me all about that execution afterwards ; how
they took him to where Paddy had died, and there shot him,
and threw his body into the ditch. He had told them that his
hand had been totn on 2 nail, but they troubled not to look
at the wound.
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“Jerry would sit, gripping his hands together, staring in
front of him. He dropped to his knees in the road and begged
us not to kill him, blubbering, and saying he was innocent.
Father pushed him away, and he clung to my legs till Sean hit
him in the mouth and knocked him to the ground. Then he
was quiet; only praying softly, while his eyes moved from
one to the other of us. When we fired he screamed once
and caught at his heart ; then he toppled on to his face, and
the blood ran from his mouth into the puddles as he lay
quivering. Sean fired again into his brain, and then he and
father dragged him to the ditch and pushed him in ; he seemed
to clutch at the clay as he went over, and his eyes and mouth
were wide open. 1 was sick.

““That was what happened ; nothing was said of it because
of the times and because no one knew the full truth of it, but
his mother cursed the whole family up and down the town,
poor soul.

“And I, I could not stand Ireland after that, with the black
misery on it, tearing and fighting within itself. Father
died soon after, and T came to England to stay with my Auntie
May. I got a job, and have stayed here ever since. I've no
wish to go back, with everything different and Paddy dead.
So here T am.” a

The man still held her hands ; he pressed them gently as
he said : “Poor Paddy ! Poor little Maureen, in all that blood
and death. IfT could have been with you when it happened ;
but I had to skip too.”

The girl was not listening ; she was looking at his right
hand, the hand whose palm lay slightly turned towards her.
Her eyes were incredulous, dazed.

The man saw that look, and his own eyes dropped quickly
to the table. As that queer, livid colour overspread his face,
and he drew his hands back, the gitl spoke in a low, dull voice,
as though all the world had fallen : “What is that scar on your
hand, Michael ?”
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AN ANECDOTE

ONSEIGNEUR the Maréchal de Villars rode into the

town of Lodéve, after riding through devastated
Languedoc, in a contemplative mood. Although this was his
own country it was as strange to him as if it had been the
centre of the newly-discovered Indies ; he had been sent to
quell the revolt of the Camisards, those French Protestants who,
for six years, had defied the authority of His Most Christian
Majesty.

It was, of course, a very extraordinary thing that it was
necessary for a Maréchal de France, one who had contended
on equal terms with the greatest generals of the age, who had
served with glory for ten years in Flanders and was one of the
most consummate politicians and courtiers at the Court of
Versailles, to be sent to quell the rebellion of a handful of
heretics and peasants.

There were those who were surprised that Louis Hector,
Duc de Villars, had accepted such a task—even to please the
aged and querulous King, who regarded him with close
affection, even in the face of the rewards and flatteries that same
affection promised in the case of success; but M. de Villars
was one.of the most amiable, as well as one of the most able
of men, and, remarking—*Another ribbon with a jewel at the
end will incommode nobody,” he had taken his three thousand
dragoons and, after tedious and slow marching, established his
headquarters at Lodéve, in the midst of that gloomy range of
desolate mountains, the Cevennes, where the desperate and
frantic Protestants made that last stand which disturbed with
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a civil war a kingdom that had too many other wars to
confront.

M. de Villars (his fine countenance thoughtful) had ridden
through these, to him, unknown regions, so wild, sombre and
remote from what he called civilisation ; he had passed burned
villages, ruined churches, razed granges, and smouldering
farms, and turning in his saddle, had made his ironic comment
““that but for the hills it might have been Flanders so complete
was the devastation.” :

His predecessors in authority had not been merciful—
torturing and burning, the rack, the wheel, and the gibbet
had been for six years tried as a means to bring the Camisards
to reason ; most of the inhabitants of Languedoc were in the
galleys, in prisons, in exile, but there still was the obstinate
remnant, led by a certain Captain Cavalier, who had shown
himself a bold and resolute leader with the power of inspiring
confidence in his men.

Perhaps not more than six thousand of these fanatics,
ensconced in the woods and caves of the gloomy mountains
where the Rhone divides le Bas Languedoc from the Province
of Dauphiné ; mystical, desperate heretics who had witnessed
and survived the atrocities committed by Du Chaila, Arch-
priest of the Cevennes, ferocious, exalted avengers of innocent
blood who had helped to drag Du Chaila out of his house
and murder him one howling winter night, obstinate rebels
who wete resolved at no cost to submit to Roman Catholic
government; a Maréchal de France was to subdue this
handful of untrained heretics, of rude peasants.

“Who is this Cavalier »’* asked M. de Villars indifferently.

No one knew ; some said he was a baket’s boy, some 2
farmer’s lout; in that devastated and desolate country there
was no one to give him exact news of Captain Cavalier . . .
the few wretched people left on the ruined land fled at the
approach of the spreading armies.
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De Villats’ instructions at Versailles had been precise
enough : “Get Cavalier, and the revolt is quelled.”” And the
Maréchal had wageted a thousand /Jo#is d’or that he would get
Cavalier and quell the revolt and be back at Versailles in three
months . . . and that, mon Diexn, was too long an exile. . . .

Established at Lodéve he disclosed his plans to no one,
but he stopped the persecutions instantly; there were no
more arrests, the hangman rested, gibbet and wheel waited
in vain for fresh prey ; after a week or so of this indulgence,
the tormented people who survived began slowly to creep
again about the ruins of their devastated homes.

M. de Villars, amiable and composed in Lodéve, waited
and watched, accepting boredom with good breeding, and
took the opportunity of adding a few chapters to his
“Mémoires’ on the arts of war. It was a hot August day of
sultry, brazen heat when a man requested permission to see the
Maréchal de Villars ; this stranger was at once admitted to
the soldier’s presence ; this stranger, who had said he was a
native of the Cevennes (his accent proved this at least to be
true) and that he was a Roman Catholic gentleman, bearing
the name of La Fleurette.

The Maréchal de Villars received him in the sombre, ill-
lit parlour with a setene courtesy that should have put him at
his ease, but he appeared rather overwhelmed by the presence
of the Maréchal, who was one of the handsomest, most
extravagant and charming of men at the Court of Versailles,
then in the prime of his years and the height of his glory, and
adorned in all the bravery of the most sumptuous Court in
Europe, laced uniform, orders, tassels—as carefully arrayed as
if he was in Flanders, in the company of ruling Princes.

La Fleurette, on the contrary, wore a coffee-coloured
suit of a provincial cut, a plain neck-cloth, carelessly dressed
hair, and a hat without buckles or plumes ; his lean face was
dark and earnest, and he had powerful, nervous hands.
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“Monseigneur,”” he began defiantly, overriding his own
embarrassment, ‘I am a Roman Catholic—I have suffered at
the hands of these Camisards, these rebels, for every one
severity which has been visited on them by the Government
they have retorted with two, or even three atrocities, they ate
robbers, murderers, ravishers, and they are kept together by
this man who calls himself Captain Cavalier.”’

“So much I knew,”” agreed the Maréchal pleasantly.

“It’s extraordinary,” exclaimed La Fleurette, walking up
and down uneasily, ““that a Maréchal and peer of France
should be sent against such a horde of ruffians, and”’—he
paused, significantly, and added with a certain ferocity—*‘do
you believe, Monseigneur le Maréchal, that you will succeed
in capturing this Captain Cavalier, or in coming to terms
with him ?”? .

“Monsieut,” replied M. de Villars, ““both my training and
experience have taught me to believe nothing. Do you
know anything of this Captain Cavalier ?”” he added in-
differently.

“I know a great deal. I have wormed myself into his
confidence. He believes me one of his supporters now, and I
have come here to betray him into your hands.”

“For what reason and for what reward ?’” asked M. de
Villars, who had heard this manner of offer a great many times
in the course of his numerous campaigns.

““The man is ruining the country. But for him the others
would submit : the terms he asks are impossible, His Majesty
would never grant them. Why, the bold ruffian dares to
demand the release of all the Protestants from the prisons and
galleys, and the guarantee of liberty of religion in the
Cevennes |I”” La Fleurette laughed fervently and harshly, his
quick eyes averted.

To this outburst M. de Villars replied, with a pleasant
smile : “Is this Cavalier a gentleman ?”
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La Fleurette appeared startled, he was taken aback, and
hesitated, and then said : ‘“No, he is a peasant.”

“But, I think, a noble and generous one ?”’ added the Maré-
chal indulgently. ““Tell me how you propose to deliver him
into my hands.”

“A woman baits the trap,’” answered La Fleurette sombrely.
“He will come to-morrow night to the Chateau of Castelnau,
which is outside the town—you may have seen it, Monseigneur.
The lady is 2 Roman Catholic and a Loyalist ; but she has, at
length, by agreement with me, consented to receive this rebel-
lover of hers who has so long solicited her in vain. Captain
Cavalier will be alone with the lady and her servants, all
Loyalists, in the chiteau to-morrow night. If you come with
a few of your guards you can surprise him.”

M. de Villars smiled, he flicked a speck of dust from his
brocaded cuff and remarked, quietly, ‘I shall be there.”’

“I should advise you to come yourself,”” added La
Fleurette, ““and not to bring too many soldiets, for that will
attract suspicion; nor is there any need for a considerable
force, Cavalier will be undefended.”

““I shall come myself,”” replied the Maréchal, who seemed
amused at the other’s rustic simplicity.

“Certainly,”” added La Fleurette, and this time, violently :
“If you do not, I and some others who are in this will think
that you are afraid. . . . Cavalier is a man . . . he is never afraid
. . . we should like to know that you are his equal.”

“I will certainly come myself,”” replied M. de Villars, and,
after 2 moment’s pause and reflection, M. La Fleurette was
ushered out with a certain ceremony. ;

The Maréchal had the curiosity to go to the tall, narrow
window and watch his strange visitor cross the courtyards,
pass the sentries and the groups of lounging soldiers, mount a
shaggy-looking horse and ride through the quiet, hot streets
of Lodéve. M. de Villars reflected : ““I have three thousand
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dragoons quartered here, and he knew it—brave, no doubt,
as he said himself.”’

It was a night of suffocating heat and purple thunder-
clouds riding against the moon, which hung above the gloomy
mountains of the Cevennes as M. de Villars rode up to the
Chiteau of Castelnau ; he halted 2 while outside the gates of
the garden; all was quiet, all looked, even by the moon-
light, as every residence in the Cevennes looked, ruined and
deserted ; beyond the gardens were dense woods.

M. de Villars was admitted instantly, at his first light knock
on the door, and one ragged, abased creature led his horse
away, while another conducted the soldiet to a decayed and
dismal room with tarnished furniture, lit only by the coarse
rays from a broken lamp ; La Fleurette was seated at the rough
table with a pile of papers under his hand.

“Good evening, Monseigneur,”” he said, rising; his
weather-beaten face was pallid, his lips strained and his eyes
bloodshot. ‘““How many soldiers have you brought ?*’

“None,” replied the Maréchal serenely, seating himself
immediately by right of his rank.

“None ? But have you not come here to capture Captain
Cavalier ?”’

“I believe,” replied the Maréchal, “that Captain Cavalier
and I can come to terms without the aid of a troop of
horse.”

La Fleurette stared at him with savage incredulity. He
snatched up the lamp and held it closer, while he scanned the
calm and handsome features of M. de Maréchal de Villars,
who endured this scrutiny with the most amiable of glances
and smiling serenity.

“You have come here alone !”” gasped La Fleurette, “two
miles outside the town, in this lonely part, without even a
couple of guards ?*’

“You may see for yourself,”” answered de Villars negli-
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gently ; “you are, I perceive, of the type that only personal
evidence will satisfy.”

La Fleurette set down the lamp. I could scarcely credit,”
he muttered, “‘that any man, even a fine gentleman, could be
suchafool. IfItold you that five hundred of the most resolved
Camisards were in the woods round this house, and in an inner
chamber were their most trusted leaders—Captain Cavaliet’s
officers, Ravenal, Conderc, Rustalet—that you have walked
straightly, deliberately, into a trap-—a simple, banal sort of a
trap. . . . By heaven I’> he added, in an excess of excitement.
“I had not believed in a deed so easy !’

M. de Villars did not reply ; baffled by his look of amuse-
ment La Fleurette hastily left the room, locking the door
behind him.

A quick scrutiny, a swift enquiry, showed him that the
Maréchal had spoken the truth—he had brought no soldiers,
not even a valet with him. La Fleurette, therefore, returned
eagerly to his sumptuous prisoner, who had neither changed
his attitude nor his expression, but sat pensive, as if slightly
boted, at the mean table which held the lantern and the
papets.

“Are you satisfied, M. La Fleurette, that I am
alone ?”’ !

“I am satisfied,” replied La Fleurette roughly. “Sign, in
the name of the King of France, these Camisard terms, for
which they have been fighting for six years I’ He struck his
hand violently on the pile of papers. ‘‘Here they are, carefully
drafted—our demands——’

The Maréchal, whose splendour was strangely out of place
in the sordid room, and whose setenity contrasted strangely
with the violence of the other, replied coolly :

“My dear Captain Cavalier, I shall obviously sign nothing.”

‘“You know me, then ?”’ cried he who had called himself
“La Fleurette.”
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“I know you, Captain Cavalier.”

““Well, then, since you know me,’” said the Camisard leader
sternly, “I may tell you, M. de Villars, who are so great a
soldier, so brilliant a politician, that you have walked into a
very simple trap—there is no lady in this chateau, it is the meet-
ing place of the leaders of what you term ‘the rebellion.” We
planned this desperate scheme to get hold of you : we thought
we could dispose of your troops of horse and hold you prisoner
until you signed our terms, but I never hoped it would be as
easy as this.”

“It is not so easy,” replied M. de Villats, “though not, I
hope, too difficult. Of course, I shall not sign.”’

“You are in my power,”” replied Captain Cavalier harshly.

“Precisely for that reason I shall not sign. And you, my
dear Cavalier, will not endeavour to force me. On the con-
trary, you will permit me to ride back to Lodéve, exactly as”—
he rose as he spoke-—*“I permitted yox to ride ont of Lodéve
yesterday.”’

“But you did not know who I was,” protested Captain
Cavalier.

M. de Villars turned away his face with a look of amuse-
ment.

“I brought your description with me to Languedoc, my
dear Captain Cavalier; your movements, too, have been
watched ; the Government has its spies. Iknew you yesterday,
and I guessed your trap . . . not so difficult ; I am now in your
power, precisely as you were in mine yesterday; then, by
simply lifting my finger, I could have sent you to the rack or
the wheel ; now, by lifting a finger you can send me to some-
thing equally unpleasant. But, of course,”” added the Maréchal,
carelessly, ““it would be impossible for you to do so.”

“Why ?”” demanded Captain Cavalier, roughly and fiercely,
“I am not a fine courtier, I am not a peer of France, I am not
even a gentleman.”
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“But I, M. de Villars gently reminded him, “treated you-
as one, Captain Cavalier.”

They looked steadily at each other in the uncertain light,
and the glance of M. de Villars bore down that of Captain
Cavalier.

“It’s T who have been the fool,” muttered the rebel,
sullenly and uneasily. :

“Not at all,”” said the Maréchal amiably, “merely a little
impetuous.’’

“Why did you come here ?*” questioned Captain Cavalier,
baffled and humiliated, ‘““why put yourself in my power ?*’

“That we might come to a direct and personal understand-
ing. It is possible in no other way,”” replied the Maréchal.
“I have always liked to meet my opponents face to face. It
is my office to quell this rebellion, yours to maintain it. I have
never failed in any task yet that has been set me, and this is
by no means the most difficult of my tasks.”

““A threat ?””> demanded Captain Cavalier, “and from a man
in my power ?”’

The Maréchal smiled : “From the man who had you in Ais
power yesterday.”’

Frowning, uneasy, troubled, Cavalier pointed with a gaunt
finger to the papers he had prepared. “‘Sign those,” he said,
“and the war is over. I meant that you should sign them, with
one pistol at your head and another at your ribs.”

“But, by now, you will have perceived, my dear Captain
Cavalier,” replied the Maréchal with his gracious smile, ““that
that was rather a crude error of judgment—slightly . . . pro-
vincial ! You will perceive also that it would have been per-
fectly useless. No force or menace would induce me to sign
what I did not wish to sign.”

“What is to prevent me,”> muttered Captain Cavalier, “from
giving the signal to have you delivered to those who would
have no scruples or nice feelings in dealing with you—
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‘those who would tear you limb from limb, as the representa-
tive of the King and the Pope ?”

“There is nothing to prevent you,” declared the Maréchal
delicately, “but it would be without precedent for one General
so to treat another.”

“I am no general,”” replied Cavalier sullenly and uneasily,
“I am a mere peasant of Languedoc, and proud to take
command of her inhabitants. . . .”’

““You are a soldier,” returned M. de Villars, “‘and, I believe,
a noble and generous one. I have heard it said in Versailles
that Cavalier has behaved like a gentleman, though a
heretic——"’

‘““You heard that at Versailles ?*” asked the rebel, looking
up across the thick, hot shadows of the narrow room.

“I have heard at Versailles, and elsewhere, nothing but
honour of you, Cavalier; I should like to see you on my
staff, when next year I open the campaign in Flanders.”

“Why did you come here ?”’ muttered the rebel, baffled and
overwhelmed before the serene glance, the pleasant voice, the
commanding presence.

“To make your better acquaintance, my dear Cavalier,”
replied the Maréchal suavely, “that object being achieved, it is
useless to prolong the interview to the point of tedium.”

With no mote than this, M. de Villars rose and left the room
with as much ease and leisure as if he had been sauntering from
one gallery of Versailles to another, drawing on his gloves and
adjusting his fringed sash after his usual manner.

Captain Cavalier did not attempt to impede his enemy’s
departure ; he fell back naturally before him and followed him
down the dusty, dark stairs out into the hot moonlit court-
yard, where he whistled, and sullenly ordered the ragged
groom to bring the Maréchal’s horse, which came pacing
delicately through the desolation.

The Camisard leaders within the house and the Camisard
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soldiers hidden without the house waited tensely for their
chief’s signal ; it was not given.

When the Maréchal found the long white road to Lodéve
clear before him, and Cavalier, who had escorted him a short
distance on foot, was sullenly leaving him, he turned in his
saddle :

“Captain Cavalier, here is the counterpart of those papers
you wished me to sign—the terms, I believe, are the same.”
He took from his breast a sealed packet and held it out.

“Signed ?”” cried Captain Cavalier, halting, ‘‘already
signed ?”’

“Signed before I left Versailles,” replied M. de Villars,
“my instructions were to grant you the terms if I found you
worthy of them—if I could trust you to keep them.”

The rebel leader grasped the package stupidly : “‘Signed
before you left Versailles ? And you never told me yesterday,
or now when I might have had you killed for refusing to sign—
I don’t understand . . . why you played this part. . ..”

‘“Endeavour to do so,” smiled the Maréchal, it is well
worth while. Good night, Captain Cavalier !”’

When the rebellion was over and peace was restored to the
devastated province of Languedoc, when the Maréchal de
Villars had returned to Versailles, and had collected his
thousand Joxis d’or, when Captain Cavalier had a pair of colours
in His Majesty’s Musketeers, someone had the curiosity to ask
M. de Villars how he had contrived, after so many had failed,
to subdue the obstinate and ferocious peasant and turn him
into a loyal soldier of His Majesty ?

“By treating him as a gentlernan,” said the Maréchal de
Villars negligently.
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INCITING TO RIOT

EITHER the mestizo lad, face clouded beneath a palm

leaf hat, nor the one-eyed Basque grocer, Juan Poveda,
turned a hair. The boy was engrossed in a dazzling new toy.
He was juggling with a bolero—spinning in the air the leashed,
vari-hued ball, tunnelled half-way to the core, and then trying
to settle the revolving spherical shape upon the polished end
of a wooden stump. More often than not he failed.

Son of a Culebra peon and eight years old, the boy had
trailed in behind the two negresses. He was the first served.
The act was characteristic of a mental bias which the grocer
possessed regarding the merits and “rights of priority” of
non-Latin blacks and mestizos, respectively. For the boy was
a Panameno—already he seemed to possess all the exuberant
self-esteem of the Panama mongtel which so warmed the
cockles of Juan Poveda’s heart—while the women were only
chombos—‘savages’ from the British West Indies.

The distinction in itself was sufficiently explicit. It was,
more directly, the result of Juan Poveda’s persistent effort
to even up the score. It was due to his blind, ungovernable
way of showing that he had not ceased, though the occasion
was fast dimming, to brood over the loss of his eye.

“Five cents’ worth of salted cod,” cried the boy.

“Like a body ain’t got nutton else fo’ do but stan’ yah,”
cried Miss Fashion.

She was large, black and barefooted. Gold and silver
bangles jingled on her plump chocolate-coloured arms. Her

293



204 ERIC WALROND

headkerchief of red, green and yellow was like a clump of
gaudy autumn ctrotons. She wore a peony-coloured shawl
and a white calico skitt, gathered up from just beneath the hips
by a girdle of banana shags.

“My Joey,” cried Mrs. Piggott, “will be home tereckly
the whistle blow fo’ knock-off.”

A small wizened creature with a squeaky voice and a
mottled nutmeg hue, Mrs. Piggott, like Miss Fashion, shared
with an ebony comado a one-room flat in a box car lying on a
shunting in the Culebra foothills. She was newly shod and
wore a deep-crowned straw hat. Her dtess of spotless white
drill was stiffly starched.

“Shut up !”” snarled Poveda, glaring.

Delving in a crate beneath the counter, the grocer extracted
the codfish, spread it across the redwood slab and cut off a
thick slice. He weighed and wrapped it up and shoved the
patcel before the boy.

“Dime of spuds !”’

Fastening the bolero in his belt the boy seized up the
patcel and began unfolding it. “Then when he catry it
home to he murrer,”” murmured Miss Fashion, “he’ll sweatr
to Gawd the dog snatch it out o’ he hand.”

“Lil’ forced-ripe brat !’

Poveda weighed out two pounds of Irish potatoes and
poured them in a sack which the boy extended to him.

“Hurty up an’ give me a chopine o’ blackeyed peas,” cried
Miss Fashion, “me is next.”

“Yo’ don’t got no black puddin’ an’ souse, me ?” ctied a
squeaky voice.

" The boy paid the bill and strolled out.

Sweeping the coins in the cash drawer, Poveda proceeded
to measure out two pints of the speckled grain.

“Pound o’ corn’ potk,” added Miss Fashion.

Mts. Piggott’s inquiries might be ignored, but she was
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not going to be silenced by the grocer’s predilection to
curry favour. “The las’ souse I got heah,” she said, “was so
hard it musta come from the sow gran’-murrer. Hard no rock
stone. The bone was so hard, chile, an’ de seasonin’ taste so
wishy washy, an’ de cucumber water wuz so sour, ah must
needs tell yo’, Mistah Poveda, dat it berry nearly aggle me
stomach.” :

With a preoccupied air Juan Poveda fetched up from the
portk barrel a slab of meat and laid it before Miss
Fashion.

“That’s too fat,” cried that elegant lady, turning up her
lips, “don’t give me that, man. Ain’t you got no lean ?”

Poveda held the leg high up before her gaze. The
fast encrusting brine twinkled on it like silver. “Yo’
don’t like fat,” cried Poveda in astonishment, “but every
people like fat.”

“No,” sulked Miss Fashion, “yo’ bes’ lemme have de salt
beef. When de pork fat so, it stan’ pon me stomach an’ giv’
me de krolick.”

Poveda slipped the leg of corned pork back into the cask
of brine.

“An’ tree cents’ worth o’ yucca.”

“Yo’ tek,” cried Poveda, wrapping up the corned beef,
“when yo’ go out.”” He nodded toward a medley of fruits and
vegetables lying beside the door.

“How much is the yucca ?”” asked Miss Fashion, counting
out her coppers.

“Two fo’ tree cents.”

“Lahd, yo’ dear wid yo’ tings though, eh ?”’

Packing her purchases carefully in her basket, she turned
and moved away from the counter.

“Come now, Mistah Poveda,” cried Mrs. Piggott, “lemme
getout o’ yah. My Joey gwine soon come home now. Gimme
a gill o’ ripe plantains.”
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There was a big bunch of plantains hanging overhead.
Poveda reached up and twisted off two ripe, deeply-dyed ones.
As he started to wrap them up, he turned and glimpsed Miss
Fashion lifting from the vegetable heap something which she
had neither asked nor paid for.

“Tramposa I cried " Poveda, running from behind the
counter.

Mrs. Piggott turned and observed, scandalised: “Hey,
look ’pon she though, teefin’ the man red pepper.”

“’Clare to Heaven,” vowed Miss Fashion, lamely, “a
body can’t even tek up a pepper fo’ look ’pon it beout all yo’
tink me gwine teef it.”

Poveda’s swarthy face turned purple with fulsome rage.

“To look ’pon dis yah man,” continued Miss Fashion,
“yo’ would a tink me gwine run >way wid him dutty old red
pepper. The man go on so like me nebber see a lil’ red pepper
in me life befo’.”” With an affected air of injured pride and
exalted self-righteousness, Miss Fashion scornfully tossed the
incriminating object back upon the vegetable heap and, throw-
ing up her chin, strutted out.

“Tramposa I’ cried Poveda, gazing after her.

“Some people can teef an’ got so much mout’ besides,”
ruminated Mrs Piggott.

Bending down over the pyramid of yams, eddoes and
cassavas, Poveda shuffled the basket containing the peppers,
thyme, okras and watercress ; tore a russet leaf off a cluster of
sapodillas, then, gorwling savagely, returned to the counter.
He was entirely unprepared for the tirade which greeted
him :

“Look yah, Mistah Poveda, wha’ dis yo’> giv’ me? Me
ax yo’ fo’ ripe plantains, yes, but yo’ don’t oblige fo’ giv’ me
nutton as sawf as dis. Ain’t yo’ got no harder ones? Pick
them from up top yonder,” she cried, pointing to a cluster of
green ones nearer the stem. ‘““Why, man, these is sawf as
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pap.”’ She sank her fingers in them to convince him of their
softness.

Poveda stood petrified. Suddenly he seized the plantains
and flung them upon the vegetable heap. “Go !’” he spluttered
in a violent rage, “Alleg . . . alleg . . . zut! You savvy ?” he
leered at her angrily, his one bluish grey eye aflame. ‘“You
shameless chombos, you sacré negras jamaicanas, me no like you !
Go to the Chinaman next door—he please you! Don’t come
again my store.”

Alarmed at the grocer’s sudden explosive manner, the
negress turned and swiftly walked out the door.

1T

If Pelota y Gracios had not been a contre-maitre in Egypt,
Juan Poveda would never have had the pluck to leave Oracq
and a job in a blacksmith’s shop to join the French in Panama.
A chubby weasel of a man with rosy cheeks, a walrus moustache
and mocking blue eyes, Pelota y Gracios was the richest peasant
in Oracq. He was held on a pedestal by the peasants in the
small Pyrenees village as a2 model deserving of emulation.

The path which Pelota y Gracios had trodden to fame and
fortune lay paved with the bottomless mud and silting sands
of the Nile delta. As an overseer at Lake Timsah during the
excavating of the Suez Canal, Pelota y Gracios had had super-
vision of a gang of Arab fe/lahs. He early got on to the ways of
overseers and was not slow in mastering the art of padding the
pay-roll. When, after an absence of five years, Pelota y
Gracios returned to Oracq he was wealthy enough to buy
up half the farming properties in the valley, and the big
seignorial mansion on the ramparts.

One day Pelota y Gracios met Juan Poveda in the street
and quietly said to him :

“Juan, my boy, take my advice and go to Panama.”

K*
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“Panama ?”” cried the blacksmith’s apprentice.

“Yes, Panama,” declared the crafty contre-maitre. Then
drawing Juan by the lapel of his blue velvet jacket, Pelota y
Gracios added : “The same syndicate 1 wotked for in Egypt
is now in Panama, cutting a canal there. This is the chance of
a lifetime, Juan. It’s idiotic to be frittering away your life in
a place like Oracq earning wages no Atrab fellah would spit
on, in a blacksmith’s shop. Get out and try your luck in
Panama.”

“Panama !”’ cried Juan Poveda, dreamily, “Panama. . . .

3

Dusk deepened into night.

With a splash the propellers started vibrating and the
steamer again got under way. The lights of Cartagena, grow-
ing steadily dimmer, flickered along the invisible shore.

Lying in a hammock on the poop deck, Juan Poveda
experienced a twinge of joy. Only one more night at sea and
then Colon, gateway to the Promised Land ! It was a far cty
now from Oracq, slumbering at the feet of a Pytenees altitude.

He was riding on the voluptuous bosom of the Sea of
Darkness ! He was nearing, at last, the chantiers of Panama !

Landing at Colon, Juan Poveda was given the rank of
contre-maitre and sent with a batch of Jamaica negroes and
Chinese coolies to a settlement on the Cruces River. Tons of
cement and a quantity of high-powered machinery were to be
brought in, the jungle cleared and a resetvoir built. It was
all part of a vast engineering project to harness the Chagres
and its numerous tributaries.

One day in a dispute with one of the negroes a scuffle
ensued and the big muscular contre-maitre was seized by the
back of the neck and butted into unconsciousness. One eye
shut up instantly, never to, open again. Juan Poveda was
taken to the clinic on Buccaneer Hill and the eye was removed.
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He wore a piece of crépe, like a blinker, over the hollow and
from then onward hated the very sight of a West Indian negro.

He gave up the Cruces job and settled down in San Felipe,
a pueblo outside Panama City, as a vendor of celery, white
cheese and strips of meat dried in the sun. Still a good Oracq
peasant as regards frugality—still a disciple of Pelota y
Gracios— Juan Poveda, at the end of two years, was ready to
join the mad rush to Culebra, the centre of the canal excava-
tions, and set up as a retail grocer.

jues

A negro labourer entered the shop.

“Poveda,” he said, “gimme a pound o’ corn meal.”’

The grocer scooped up a ladle of the bright yellow dust,
poured it out upon a sheet of brown paper and wrapped it up.

“A dime o’ okras,”” cried the man.

“Take,” gestured Poveda, ‘‘yonder—when you go out.”

“God any lard oil ?”’

“Yes, how much you want ?”

Producing an empty olive oil bottle, the negro answered :
““Oh, fill it half full.”

““Anything else ?”” asked Poveda.

“Tree cents’ worth o’ fat pork.”

Poveda’s forearm sank in the adjacent cask of brine. He
drew up a leg of pork and spread it upon the redwood slab.
He sliced off a large portion, stuck it upon a piece of paper and
placed it in the scales. Just then the negro intervened.

“Wait there, Mistah Poveda,’”> he said, ‘“‘lemme see dat
piece o’ meat yo’ got there.”’ A

Poveda tossed it over at him: whereupon the negro
examined it as might a veterinary surgeon the tick-infested
flank of a pedigree cow.

“Why, man, this pork is nothin’ but fat,”” drawled the
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labourer, “it ain’t got a bit o’ lean. Ain’t you got no mo’
lean ? Go look in the bartel yonder an’ see if yo’ can’t find a
piece with a little bit mo’ lean ’pon it fo’ me.”

With a snarl and a burst of rage, Poveda leaped
upon the counter and kicked the negro full in the chest.
Reeling across the room, the negro fell at the foot of the
pytamid of fruits and vegetables, lying in a half-dazed
condition.

“You sacré negros jamaicanos !I”’ cried Poveda, striding with
a machete toward the fallen man. ““Don’t any o’ you cross
my doorway again! Stay out! Chombos negros I”’

Slowly the labourer rose to his feet. Red as a beet and
puffing furiously, Poveda stood above him with the machete
twirled high in the air.

“Is fight yo’ want, fight ?°’ cried the negro. ““Tell me, is
fight yo’ want, fight ?”’

““Aw, what you want ?”’ growled Juan Poveda, uncertainly.

“Knock me, no,” teased the negro, advancing to meet the
machete. ‘“See me hete—why don’t yo’ knock me ?”’

Poveda wavered. He was seized by a strange indecision.
Somehow the negro’s unexpected bravado disarmed him.

The tension slackened and the labourer stepped out calmly
from beneath the menacing machete. “Wait!” he cried,
shaking a finger under Juan Poveda’s nose, “you wait till I
come back and see if yo’ ain’t gwine have to buss open my head
wit’ yo’ machete.”

He turned and slowly walked out the shop.

Plagued by the rising suspicion that the negro in some way
had triumphed in the fray, Poveda returned behind the counter
in a black, angty mood.

A shrill warning cry—someone shouting his name—roused
the grocer. Rushing to the door, Juan Poveda went out upon
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the veranda and stood gazing across the ravine. On the edge
of the railway embankment stood Coloradillo, a squat Napa-
cundi albino, employed as a vigilante in the native constabulary.

““The Jamaicans!” cried Coloradillo, breathlessly, “they
are coming to attack you! A hundred of them 4

Poveda fled to the dark interior of the shop. He took down
from a shelf a long carbine and rammed it full of shells. In
case of attack he had certain decisive factors on his side. A
person entering the shop by the veranda was like a spot upon
a disc, a silhouette against the sky. With a gun at his elbow
he would always have the better of the invader.

Someone was crossing the plank lying across the swampy
ravine from the edge of the railway embankment to the
veranda. An impression of swagger was conveyed by the
person’s long free strides.

Above the sound of the approaching footsteps Juan
Poveda also heard the murmurings of a mob. The blacks
were talking ; saying how—if and when they caught him—
they were going to mince his meat.

Suddenly the doorway darkened:

““See me here now,” cried the negro, “why don’t yo’
knock me now ?”’

Juan Poveda, crouching beside an oil drum, resolved
to take the negro at his word. Quickly bringing the
carbine to his shoulder, he fired. The negro fell bleeding
profusely.

The shot quickened the mob’s advance. Poveda crept
deeper in the shop. Another negro, flying to the side of the
fallen man, darted within Poveda’s range and the carbine
again blazed forth.

Poveda flicked out the smoking shell and again cocked the
carbine. But no more blacks advanced to satisfy the grocer’s
avenging passion.

Above the confusion of flaming tongues and the wheeling
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movement of the mob, Poveda recognised the voice of the
chief of the Culebra chantier :

““If you men don’t get back to your barracks, I’ll set the
Federal cavalty on you, too.”

Poveda heaved a deep sigh. His ears tingled with the
memory of the negroes’ threats. He heard them shuffle down
the veranda, file across the plank and go up to the railway
embankment.

He drew courage and straightened up, and three men, in
the blue tunics and cotk helmets of the French, entered the
shop. 3
“Come on, Poveda,” said one of them, ““we can’t let you
stay here. You incite the labourers to riot. Hurty up—you
leave for Panama at once.”

A constable with the granulated eyelids of a San Blas
albino was delegated by the chief of the chanticr to escort Juan
Poveda into exile. iy
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THE RIGHT SIDE

YOUNG man, who was looking extremely pale, walked
A to the middle of Westminster Bridge and clambered on
to the parapet. A swarthy gentleman, some years his senior,
in evening dress, with dark red carnation, Inverness cape,
monocle, and short imperial, appeared as if from nowhere,
and had him by the ankle.

“Let me go, damn you !”” muttered the would-be suicide,
with a tug and a kick.

““Get down, and walk beside me,”* said the stranger; “or
that policeman, who has already taken a step or two in our
direction, will most certainly run you in. Let us pretend to be
two friends, of whom one wished for a thrill, while the other
was anxious that he should not fall.”

The young man who was so eager to be in the Thames had
a great aversion to being in prison. Accordingly he fell into
step with the stranger, and smiling (for now they were just
passing the bobby), “Damn and blast you !”” he said. ““Why
can’t you mind your own silly business »”’

“But, my dear Philip Westwick,” replied the other, “I
regard you as very much my business.”

“Who may you be ?”” cried the young man impatiently.
“I don’t know you. How did you get hold of my name ?”

“It came into my mind,”’ said his companion, ‘‘just half an
hour ago, when first you formed your rash resolution.”

“I don’t know how that can be,”” said Philip. “Nor do I
care.”’

305
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“You lovers,” said his companion, ‘“‘are surprised by

nothing, except first that your mistresses should fancy you, and
next, that they should fancy someone else.”

“How do you know,” cried our poor Philip, “that it was
over that sort of thing 2>’

“I know that, and much more, equally ridiculous,” replied
the other.

‘““What would you say if I reminded you that no less than a
month ago, when you considered yourself in heaven, and were,
in point of fact, in your Millicent’s arms, you discerned some-
thing in the essence of ennui in the nape of her neck, and
actually wished her transformed into the little brunette who
serves in a tea-shop in Bond Street 7 And now you are on the
brink of suicide because your Millicent has left you, though
the little brunette is, for all you know, in Bond Street still.
What do you say to that ?”’

“You seem to be unaware,”’ said Philip, “‘that what one
wishes when one is in one gitl’s arms, and what one wishes
when someone else is probably there, are two very different
things. Otherwise, I admit your knowledge is devilish
uncanny.’’

““That is only natural,’” replied the other with a complacent
smile, from which Philip immediately realised that he was in
the company of none other than the Devil himself.

“What are you up to ?’’ he demanded, drawing back a little.

The Devil, with a look of great benevolence, offered him a
cigarette.

“I suppose it’s not doped ?”’ inquired Philip, sniffing at it
suspiciously.

“Oh come !”’ said the Devil with a sneer. ‘Do you think
I need resort to such measures as that, to overcome you. 1
have reason on my side.”

“You have a reputation of reasoning with some effect,”
said Philip. T have very little desire to be eternally damned.”
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“What did you expect, then,”’ said the Devil, ‘““when you
contemplated suicide ?”’

“I see nothing wrong in that,”’ cried our hero.

“Nor does a puppy that destroys his mastet’s slipper,” said
the Devil. ““However, he is punished for it.”

“I can’t believe it,” said Philip obstinately.

“Come with me, then,’’ said the Devil, and took him to a
fun fair in the neighbourhood of the Tottenham Coutt Road.
Here a number of the ugliest wretches on earth were amusing
themselves with gambling games: others were peering in
stereoscopes which showed scenes of Parisian night life. The
rest of them picking pockets, making overtutes to certain
female habitués of the place, swearing, and indulging in all
manner of filthy conversation.

The Devil looked on all these much as one who has been
walking among the poppies and the wild cornflowers of the
fields looks upon the cultivated plants in the garden about his
back-door. The commissionaire touched his cap, much as
gardeners do : the Devil acknowledged the salute, and, taking
out a latchkey, led Philip to a little door in the wall, which,
being opened, discovered a litt.

They got in, and descended for several minutes at an in-
credible speed. :

“My dear Devil,”” said Philip, puffing at his cigarette, which
was, in fact, doped, and gave him the impression of being a man
of affairs. ““My dear Devil, if we go on at this rate we shall
soon be in Hell itself.”’ ,

Nothing could have been more true. The lift stopped, they
got out ; they were in a vast hall, which resembled nothing so
much as the foyer of some gargantuan theatre or picture palace.
Thete were two or three box-offices, in front of which the
prices of admission were displayed : Stalls—gluttony ; Private
Boxes—lechery ; Dress Citcle—vanity ; Gallery—sloth, and
so forth. There was also a bar, at which one ot two uniformed
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fiends were chatting with the barmaids, among whom our
friend was astonished to see the little brunette from Bond
Street.

Now and then a door opened on the vast auditorium, and it
was apparent that the play or talkie in progress was a lively one.

“There’s a dance lounge through here,” said the Devil,
“to which I particulatly wanted to take you.”

A door was opened for them : they found themselves in a
reasonably large apartment, got up in the grotto style with
ferns and imitation rock-work, and a damp and chilly air. A
band was playing a travesty of Scatlatti : several people were
dancing rather listlessly. Philip observed that many of them
were disgustingly fat.

The Devil led him up to a slim and pale gitl, murmured a
few words : Philip, secing nothing else to do, bowed, offered
her his arm, and they began to circle the room.

She danced very languidly, and kept her heavy lids dropped
low over her eyes. Philip uttered one or two trifling remarks.
“Do you come here often ?’” he said. She smiled faintly, but
did not reply.

He was a little piqued at her remaining so listless (besides,
he had smoked one of the Devil’s cigarettes): “How very
cold your hand is,” he said, giving it a slight squeeze.

It certainly was. He manceuvred this unresponsive partner
into a corner, where he clutched her waist rather more tightly
than was necessary for dancing. He felt a chilly moisture
penetrate the sleeve of his jacket, and a faint but unmistakable
smell of river-mud became petrceptible. He looked at her
closely and observed something extremely pearly about her
eyes.

“Excuse me,”’ he said.

You may depend he lost no time in tejoining the Devil.

“Now,”” said that worthy, ‘“‘are you still unable to believe
that those who drown themselves are eternally damned ?”’
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Philip was forced to admit the point.

“You have no idea how bored that poor girl is,”” said the
Devil compassionately, ““and she has been here only thirty
years. What is that, in comparison to Eternity »”

“Very little, very little, indeed,” said Philip.

“You see what sort of partners she gets,”” continued the
arch-fiend. ““During every dance they reveal to her and she to
them, some little unpleasantness of the sort that so disquieted
you.”

“But why should they be in a dance lounge?”’ asked
Philip.

““Why not ?** said the Devil with a shrug. ‘““Have another
cigarette.”

He then proposed that they should adjourn to his office,
to talk matters over. ¥

“Now, my dear Westwick,” said he, when they were
comfortably esconced in arm-chairs, “what shall our little
arrangement be? I can, of course, annihilate all that has
occurred. In that case you will find yourself back on the
patapet, in the very act of jumping ; just as you were when I
caught you by the ankle. Shortly afterwards you will arrive
in the little dance lounge you saw; whether fat or thin
depends upon the caprice of the waters.”

“It is night,” said Philip. ““The river flows at four miles an
hour. I should probably get out to sea unobserved. Yes, 1
should almost certainly be one of the fat ones. They appeared
to me remarkably deficient in 7 or S.A., if those terms are
familiar to you.”

“I have heard of them,” said the Devil with a smile.
“Have a cigar ?”’

“No, thanks,”” said Philip. “What alternative do you
suggest ?”’

“Here is our standard contract,” said the Devil. ‘Do have
a cigar. You see—unlimited wealth, fifty years, Helen of
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3>

Troy—well, that’s obsolete. Say, Miss ,>> and he men-
tioned the name of a delightful film star.

“Of course,”” said Philip, “‘there’s this little clause about
possession of my soul. Is that essential ?”’

“Well, it’s the usual thing,”” said the Devil. ‘‘Better let it
stand. This is where you sign.”

“Well, I don’t know,”” said Philip, “I don’t think I’ll
sign.”’ s

““What »>* cried the Devil. !

Our hero pursed his lips.

“I don’t want to influence you, my dear Westwick,”” said
the Devil, ““but have you considered the difference between
coming in to-morrow as a drowned suicide and coming in—
fifty glorious years hence, mind—as a member of the staff ?
Those were members of the staff you saw talking to the little
brunette at the bar. Nice girl I’

“All the same,” said Philip, “I don’t think T’ll sign.
Many thanks, though.”

“All right,” said the Devil. “Back you go, then!”

Philip was aware of a rushing sensation ; he seemed to be
shooting upwards like a rocket. However, he kept his presence
of mind, kept his weight on his heels, and when he got to the
parapet jumped down, but on the right side.




DOROTHY L. SAYERS
Maber-S. /Jzz/a/—HaJ/Jbaz



FARY AR Y eHerEha

"';HHIIII : Ol I

1)




MAHER-SHALAL-HASHBAZ

O Londoner can ever resist the attraction of a street

ctowd. Mr. Montague Egg, driving up Kingsway,
and observing a group of people staring into the branches of
one of the slender plane trees which embellish that thorough-
fare, drew up to see what all the excitement was about.

“Poor puss !’ cried the bystandets, snapping encouraging
fingers. ‘Poor pussy, then! Kitty, kitty, kitty, come on!”

“Look, baby, look at the pretty pussy !”

“Fetch her a bit of cat’s-meat.”

“She’ll come down when she’s tired of it.”’

“Chuck a stone at her!”

“Now then, what’s all this about ?”’

The slender, shabby child who stood so forlornly holding
the empty basket appealed to the policeman.

““Oh, do please send these people away ! How can he come
down, with everybody shouting at him? He’s frightened,
poor datling.”’

From among the swaying branches a pair of amber eyes
gleamed wrathfully down. The policeman scratched his head.

“Bit of a job, ain’t it, missie? However did he come to
get up there ?”’

“The fastening came undone, and he jumped out of the
basket just as we were getting off the bus. Oh, please do
something !”’

Mr. Montague Egg, casting his eye over the crowd, per-
ceived on its outskirts a window-cleaner with his ladders
upon a truck. He hailed him.
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“Fetch that ladder along, sonnie, and we’ll soon get him
down, if you’ll allow me to try, miss. If we leave him to
himself, he’ll probably stick up there for ages. ‘It’s hard to
reassure, persuade or charm the customer who once has felt
alarm.” Carefully, now. That’s the ticket.”

“Oh, thank you so much! Oh, do be gentle with him.
He does so hate being handled.”

“That’s all right, miss; don’t you worry. Always the
gentleman, that’s Monty Egg. Kind about the house and clean
with children. Up she goes !

And Mzr. Egg, clapping his smart trilby upon his head and
uttering crooning noises, ascended into the leafage. A loud
explosion of spitting sounds and a small shower of twigs floated
down to the spectators, and presently Mr. Egg followed,
rather awkwardly, clutching a reluctant bunch of ginger fur.

The girl held out the basket, the four furiously kicking
legs were somehow bundled in, a tradesman’s lad produced a
piece of string, the lid was secured, the window-cleaner was
rewarded and removed his ladder, and the crowd dispersed.
Mr. Egg, winding his pocket-handkerchief about a lacerated
wrist, picked the scattered leaves out of his collar and
straightened his tie.

““Oh, he’s scratched you dreadfully !”” lamented the girl,
her blue eyes large and tragic.

“Not at all,”” replied Mr. Egg. “Very happy to have been
of assistance. I am sure. Can I have the pleasure of driving
you anywhere ? It’ll be pleasanter for him than a bus, and if
we pull up the windows he can’t jump out, even if he does
get the basket open again.”

The girl protested, but Mr. Egg firmly bustled her into his
little saloon and inquired where she wanted to go.

““It’s this address,”” said the girl, pulling a newspaper cutting
out of her worn handbag. ““Somewhere in Soho, isn’t it ?*

Mr. Egg, with some surprise, read the advertisement :
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“Wanted : hard-working, capable Cat (either sex), to keep
down mice in pleasant villa residence and be companion to
middle-aged couple. Ten shillings and good home to suitable
applicant.—Apply personally to Mr. John Doe, La Cigald
Bienheureuse, Firth Street, W., on Tuesday between 11 and
1 o’clock.”

““That’s a funny set-out,”” said Mr. Egg, frowning.

“Oh! Do you think there’s anything wrong with it?
Is it just a joke ?*’
- “Well,”” said Mr. Egg, ‘I can’t quite see why anybody wants
to pay ten bob for an ordinary cat, can you? I mean, they
usually come gratis and f.o.b. from somebody who doesn’t
like drowning kittens. And I don’t quite believe in Mr. John
Doe ; he sounds like what they call a legal fiction.”
¢ “Oh, deatr!” cried the gitl, with tears in the blue eyes
‘I did so hope it would be all right. You see, we’re so dread-.
fully hatd up, with father out of work, and Maggie—that’s
my stepmother—says she won’t keep Mahet-shalal-hashbaz
any longer, because he scratches the table-legs and eats as
much as a Christian, bless him !—though he doesn’t really—
only a little milk and a bit of cat’s-meat, and he’s a beautiful
mouser, only thete aren’t many mice where we live—and 1
thought, if I could get him a good home—and ten shillings
for some new boots for Dad, he needs them so badly——""

““Oh,  well, cheer up,”” said Mr. Egg. ‘Perhaps they’re
willing to pay for a full-grown, certified mouser. Or—tell
~ you what—it may be one of these cinema stunts. We’ll go
and see, anyhow ; only I think you’d better let me come with
you and interview Mr. Doe. I’'m quite respectable,”” he added
hastily. ““Hete’s my card. Montague Egg, travelling repre-
sentative of Plummet and Rose, wines and spitits, Piccadilly.
Interviewing customers is my suit.  The salesman’s job is to
get the trade—don’t leave the house till the deal is made '—
that’s Monty’s motto.”’
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“My name’s Jean Maitland, and Dad’s in the commercial
line himself—at least, he was till he got bronchitis last winter,
and now he isn’t strong enough to go on the road.”

“Bad luck I”” said Monty, sympathetically, as he turned
down High Holborn. He liked this child of sixteen or so, and
registered a vow that “‘something should be done about it.”’

It seemed as though there were often people who thought
ten shillings good payment for a cat. The pavement before the
grubby little Soho restaurant was thick with cat-owners, some
carrying baskets, some clutching their animals in their arms,
The air resounded with the mournful cries of the prisoners.

“Some competition,”” said Monty. “Well, anyhow, the
post doesn’t seem to be filled yet. Hang on to me, and we’ll
try what we can do.”

They waited for some time. It seemed that the applicants
were being passed out through a back entrance, for, though
many went in, none teturned. Eventually they secured a
place in the queue going up a dingy staircase, and, after a
further eternity, found themselves facing a dark and discourag-
ing door. Presently this was opened by a stout and pursy-
taced man, with very sharp little eyes, who said briskly ;
“Next, please ! ”” and they walked in.

“Mr. John Doe ?”’ said Monty.

“Yes. Brought your cat? Oh, the young lady’s cat.
I see. Sit down, please. Name and address, miss ?”

The girl gave an address south of the Thames, and the
man made a note of it, “‘in case,”” he explained, “the chosen
candidate should prove unsuitable, and I might want to
write to you again. Now, let us see the cat.”

The basket was opened and a ginger head emerged
resentfully.

““Oh, yes. Fine specimen. Poor pussy, then. He doesn’t
seem very friendly.”

“He’s frightened by the journey, but he’s a darling when
he once knows you, and a splendid mouser. And so clean.”
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“That’s important. Must have him clean. And he
must work for his living, you know.”

“Oh, he will. He can tackle rats or anything. We call
him Maher-shalal-hashbaz, because he ‘makes haste to the
spoil.” But he answers to Mash, don’t you, datling ?”

“I see. Well, he seemed to be in good condition. No
fleas ? No diseases ? My wife is very particular.”

“Oh, no. He’s a splendid healthy cat. Fleas, indeed !>’

“No offence, but I must be particular, because we shall
make a great pet of him. I don’t cate much for his colour.
Ten shillings is a high price to pay for a ginger one. 1 don’t
know whethet——"’

“Come, come,” said Monty. “Nothing was said in your
advertisement about colour. This lady has come a long
way to bring you the cat, and you can’t expect her to take less
than she’s offered. You’ll never get a better cat than this ;
everyone knows that the ginger ones are the best mousers ;
they’ve got more go in them. And look at his handsome
white shirt-front. It shows you how beautifully clean he is.
And think of the advantage—you can see him—you and your
good lady won’t go tripping over him in a dark corner,
same as you do with these black and tabby ones. As a matter
of fact, we ought to charge extra for such a handsome colour
as this. ‘They’re much rarer and more high-class than the
ordinary cat.”

“There’s something in that,”” admitted Mt. Doe.

“Well, look here, Miss Maitland. Suppose you bring
Maher—what you said—out to our place this evening, and
if my wife likes him we will keep him. Here’s the address.
And you must come at six precisely, please, as we shall be
going out later.”

Monty looked at the address, which was at the northern
extremity of the Edgware-Morden Tube.

“It’s a very long way to come on the chance,” he said
resolutely. ““You will have to pay Miss Maitland’s expenses.”’
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““Oh, certainly,”” said Mr. Doe. ‘““That’s only fair. Here
is half a crown. You can return me the change this evening.
Very well, thank you. Your cat will have a really happy home
if he comes to us. Put him back in his basket now. The other
way out please. Mind the step. Good morning.”

Mr. Egg and his new friend, stumbling down an excessively
confined and stuffy back staircase into a malodorous by-street,
looked at one another.

“He seemed rather an abrupt sort of person,” said Miss
Maitland. ““I do Agpe he’ll be kind to Maher-shalal-hashbaz.
You were marvellons about the gingerness—I thought he was
going to be stuffy about that. My angel Mash ! how anybody
could object to his beautiful colour !”’

“Um!” said Mr. Egg. “Well, Mr. Doe may be O.K.
but I shall believe in his ten shillings when I see it. And,
in any case, you’re not going to his house alone. I shall call
for you in the car at five o’clock.”

“But, Mr. Egg—I can’t allow you! Besides, you’ve
taken half a crown off him for my fare.”

“That’s only business,”” said° Mr. Egg. ‘“Five o’clock
sharp I shall be there.”

“Well, come at four, and let us give you a cup of tea,
anyway. That’s the least we can do.”

“Pleased, I’'m sure,” said Mr. Egg.

The house occupied by Mr. John Doe was a new detached
villa, standing solitary at the extreme end of a new and unmade
suburban road. It was Mrs. Doe who answered the bell—
a small, frightened-looking woman with watery eyes and a
nervous habit of plucking at her pale lips with her fingers.
Maher-shalal-hashbaz was released from his basket in the
sitting-room, where Mr. Doe was reclining in an arm-chair,
reading the evening paper. The cat sniffed suspicicusly at
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him, but softened to Mrs. Doe’s timid advances so far as to
allow his ears to be tickled.

“Well, my deat,” said Mr. Doe, “will he do? You don’t
object to the colour, eh ?*’

“Oh, no. He’s a beautiful cat. 1 like him very much.”

“Right. Then we’ll take him. Here you are, Miss
Maitland. Ten shillings. Please sign this receipt. Thanks.
Never mind about the change from the half-crown. There
you are, my dear; you’ve got your cat, and I hope we shall
see no mote of those mice. Now”’—he glanced at his watch—
“I’m afraid you must say good-bye to your pet quickly, Miss
Maitland ; we’ve got to get off. He’ll be quite safe with us.”

Monty strolled out with gentlemanly reticence into the
hall while the last words were said. It was, no doubt, the
same gentlemanly feeling which led him to move away from
the sitting-room door towards the back part of the house;
but he had only waited a very few minutes when Jean Maitland
came out, sniffing valiantly into a small handkerchief, and
tollowed by Mrs. Doe.

“You’re fond of your cat, aren’t you, my dear ? I do hope
you don’t feel too——’

“There, there, Flossie,”” said her husband, appearing
suddenly at her shoulders, ‘“Miss Maitland knows he’ll be
well looked after.”” He showed them out, and shut the door
quickly upon them.

“If you don’t feel happy about it,”” said Mr. Egg uneasily,
“we’ll have him back in two twos.”

“No, it’s all right,”” said Jean. “If you don’t mind, let’s
get in at once and drive away—rather fast.”

As they lurched over the uneven road, Mr. Egg saw a lad
coming down it. In one hand he carried a basket. He was
whistling loudly.

“Look !’ said Monty. ‘““One of our hated rivals. We’ve
got in ahead of him, anyhow. “The salesman first upon the
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field gets the bargain signed and sealed.” Damn it !”” he added
to himself, as he pressed down the accelerator, “I hope it’s
O.K. I wonder.”

Although Mr. Egg had worked energetically to get
Maher-shalal-hashbaz settled in the world, he was not easy
in his mind. The matter preyed upon his spirits to such
an extent that, finding himself back in London on the following
Saturday week, he made an expedition south of the Thames
to make inquities. And when the Maitlands’ door was
opened by Jean, there by her side, arching his back and
brandishing his tail, was Maher-shalal-hashbaz.

“Yes,” said the girl, “he found his way back, the clever
darling ! Just a week ago to-day—and he was dreadfully
thin and draggled—how he did it, I can’t think. But we
simply couldn’t send him away again, could we, Maggie ?”

“No,” said Mrs. Maitland. “I don’t like the cat, and
never did, but there | T suppose even cats have their feelings.
But it’s an awkward thing about the money.”

“Yes,” said Jean. “You see, when he got back and we
decided to keep him, I wrote to Mr. Doe and explained, and
sent him a postal order for the ten shillings. And this morning
the letter came back from the Post Office, marked ‘Not
Known.” So we don’t know what to do about it.”

“I never did believe in Mr. John Doe,” said Monty.
“If you ask me, Miss Maitland, he was no good, and I shouldn’t
bother any mote about him.”

But the girl was not satisfied, and presently the obliging
Mr. Egg found himself driving out northwards in search of
the mysterious Mr. Doe, carrying the postal order with him.

The door of the villa was opened by a neatly dressed,
eldetly woman whom he had never seen before. Mr. Egg
inquired for Mr. John Doe.
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“He doesn’t live here. Never heard of him.”

Monty explained that he wanted the gentleman who had
purchased the cat.

“Cat?” said the woman. Her face changed. “Step
inside, will you? George!” she called to somebody inside
the house, “here’s a gentleman called about a cat. Perhaps
you’d like to——"" The rest of the sentence was whispered
into the ear of a man who emerged from the sitting-room,
and who appeared to be, and was in fact, her husband.

George looked Mr. Egg carefully up and down. “I
don’t know nobody here called Doe,” said he; “but if it’s
the late tenants you’re wanting, they’ve left. Packed and
went off in a hurry the day after the old gentleman was buried.
I’m the caretaker for the landlord. And if you’ve missed a
cat, maybe you’d like to come and have a look out here.”

He led the way through the house and out at the back
door into the garden. In the middle of one of the flower-
beds was a large hole, like an irregularly shaped and shallow
grave. A spade stood upright in the mould. And laid in two
lugubrious rows upon the lawn were the corpses of some very
dead cats. At a hasty estimate, Mr. Egg reckoned that there
must be close on fifty of them.

“If any of these is yours,” said George, “you’re welcome
to it. But they ain’t in what you might call good condition.”

“Good Lord I”” said Mr. Egg, appalled, and thought, with
pleasure of Maher-shalal-hashbaz, tail erect, welcoming him
on the Maitlands’ threshold. “Come back-and tell me about
this. It’s—it’s unbelievable !’

It turned out that the name of the late tenants had been
Proctor. ‘The family consisted of an old Mr. Proctor, an
invalid, to whom the house belonged, and his married nephew
and the nephew’s wife.

“They didn’t have no servant sleeping in. Old Mrs.

Crabbe used to do for them, coming in daily, and she always
1. ’
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told me that the old gentleman couldn’t abide cats. They
made him ill like—I’ve known folks like that afore. And,
of course, they had to be careful, him being so frail and his
heart so bad he might have popped off any minute. What it
seemed to us when I found all them cats buried, like, was as
how young Proctor had killed them to prevent the old gentle-
man seeing ’em and getting a shock. But the queer thing is
that all them cats look to have been killed about the same time,
and not so long ago, neither.”

Mr. Egg remembered the advertisement, and the false
name, and the applicants passed out by a different door, so
that none of them could possibly tell how many cats had
been bought and paid for.

And he remembered also the careful injunction to bring
the cat at six o’clock precisely, and the whistling lad with the
basket who had appeared on the scene about a quarter of an
hour after them. He remembered another thing—a faint
miauling noise that had struck upon his ear as he stood in
the hall while Jean was saying good-bye to Maher-shalal-
hashbaz, and the wotried look on Mts. Proctot’s face when
she had asked if Jean was fond of her pet. It looked as though
Mrt. Proctor junior had been collecting cats for some rather
sinister purpose. Collecting them from every quarter of
London. From quarters as far apart as possible—or why
so much care to take down names and addresses ?

“What did the old gentleman die of ?”” he asked.

“Well,”” said Miss. George, ““it was just heart-failure, ot
so the doctor said. Last Tuesday week he passed away in
the night, poot soul, and Mrs. Crabbe that laid him out said
he had a dreadful look of hortor on his poor face, but the
doctor said that wasn’t anythink out of the way, not with
his disease. But what the doctor didn’t see, being too busy
to come round, was them terrible scratches on his face and
arms. Must have regular clawed himself in his agony—oh,
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dear; oh, dear! But there! Anybody knew as he might
go off at any time like the blowing out of a candle.”

“I know that, Sally,”” said her husband. ‘‘But what about
them scratches on the bedroom door ? Don’t tell me he did
that, too. Or if he did, why didn’t somebody hear him and
come along to help him? It’s all very well for Mr. Timbs
—that’s the landlord—to say as tramps must have got into
the house after the Proctors left, and put us in here to look
after the place, but why should tramps go for to do a useless
bit of damage like that ?*’

“A ’eartless lot, them Proctors, that’s what I say,” said
Mrs. George. ‘‘A-snoring away, most likely, and leaving
their uncle to die by himself. And wasn’t the lawyer upset
about it, neither! Coming along in the morning to make
the old gentleman’s will, and him passed away so sudden.
And seeing they came in for all his money after all, you’d
think they might have given him a better funeral. Mean,
I call it—not a flower, hardly—only one half-guinea wreath
—and no oak-—only elm and a shabby lot of handles. Such
trash! You’d think they’d be ashamed.”

Mr. Egg was silent. He was not a man of strong imagina-
tion, but he saw a very horrible picture in his mind. He saw
an old, sick man asleep, and hands that quietly opened the
bedroom door, and dragged in, one after the other, sacks
that moved and squirmed and mewed. He saw the sacks
left open on the floor, and the door being softly shut and
locked on the outside. And then, in the dim glow of the
night-light, he saw shadowy shapes that leapt and flitted
about the room—black and tabby and ginger—up and down,
prowling on noiseless feet, thudding on velvet paws from
tables and chairs. And then, plump up on the bed—a great
ginger cat with amber eyes—and the sleeper waking with
a cry—and after that a nightmare of terror and disgust behind
the locked and remorseless door.

3
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A very old, sick man, stumbling and gasping for breath,
striking out at the shadowy horrors that pursued and fled
him—and the last tearing pain at the heart when merciful
death overtook him. Then, nothing but a mewing of cats
and a scratching at the door, and outside, the listener, with
his eat bent to the keyhole.

Mr. Egg passed his handkerchief over his forehead ;
he did not like his thoughts. But he had to go on, and see
the murderer sliding through the door in the morning—
hurrying to collect his innocent accomplices before Mrs.
Crabbe should come—knowing that it must be done quickly
and the corpse made decent—and that when people came to the
house there must be no mysterious miaulings to surprise them.

To set the cats free would not be enough—they might
hang about the house. No; the water-butt and then the
grave in the garden. But Maher-shalal-hashbaz—noble
Maher-shalal-hashbaz had fought for his life. He was not
going to be drowned in any water-butts. He had kicked
himself loose (“‘and I hope,” thought Mr. Egg, “he scratched
him all to blazes™), and he had toiled his way home across
London. If only Maher-shalal-hashbaz could tell what he
knew ! But Monty Egg knew something, and he could tell.

“And I wil/ tell, what’s more,” said Monty Egg to himself,
as he wrote down the name and address of Mr. Proctot’s
solicitor. He supposed it must be murder to terrify an old
man to death; he was not sure, but he meant to find out.
He cast about in his mind for a consoling motto from the
Salesman’s Handbook, but, for the first time in his life, could
find nothing that really fitted the case.

“I seem to have stepped regularly out of my line,” he
thought sadly ; “‘but still, as a citizen——""

And then he smiled, recollecting the first and last aphorism
in his favourite book :

To Setve the Public is the aim
Of evetry salesman worth the name.
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THE BLACK DOG

T was a short step from discovering that Wentworth

Jackson, the proprietor of the kola-kola business, spied
on his workmen in the form of a black dog, to realising
that he was responsible for the prolonged lack of rain.

Certainly he, though a pure black of no education, had
profited from the drought. His fifteen barrows, threading
their way through the streets like ice-cream tricycles—except
that they bore such mottoes as “Jehovah Our Defence” and
“Moses, the War Dog’>—increased to twenty at this time.
Previously they had kept to the shabby one-storey rows of
the negro and coloured parts of Clintonville, but now they
ventured among the white, palm-lined section that models
itself on the Miami, and consumes its cold dtinks in
drug-stores.

The fourteen-year-old black boy, Kenneth Grant, was sent
with a coloured man called José Diaz into Victoria Street,
where the post office, a bank, and a couple of large stores are.
Through the heat of the day Kenneth pushed the newly-
painted barrow—obscurely labelled “Done Beholding”—
up and down the glaring white street-edge. Chauffeurs,
carters, errand-boys, and even lesser clerks exchanged coins for
the many-coloured liquids (of which kola was only one)
ranged in bottles along the barrow. Kenneth, who had been
taken on only that morning, was impressed, and disposed to
think well of his boss.

“Went Jackson sho’ knows how to make de money !
he commented.
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José, who had been calculating how much more commis-
sion he would have been making in a cheaper street, snarled.

“He knows how to squeeze out his grapefruit I”’ he said.
“Yo’ wait till we get back to-night, Kennet bo’ |’

That night, when half asleep, Kenneth went up with José
to hand in the takings, Wentworth Jackson turned on him with
an unnecessary display of bad teeth.

“Kennet Grant, yo’ new bo.” Gir over to de fac’ty to fill
up de bottles an’ load de barrows fo’ to-morrow ! Gir along I”’

The factory stood next to Wentworth Jackson’s house on
the edge of the Minta Gully, a bone-dry watetcourse that
became a raging torrent every three years ot so, and had once
in living memory washed away the entire suburb-village of
Sarah’s End. It was a low, corrugated-iron erection protected
by the trees of the gully from the life-giving breeze off the sea.
In the “yard” outside the factory door stood the empty
barrows. A long fire at the far end, over which cauldron-like
pots of syrupy liquid swung, filled the place with a glare that
reminded Kenneth of Evangelist Armstrong’s week-by-week
pictures of hell.

The heat was unspeakable. The flames shone on the naked
sweating torsos of the three men who mixed and cooked the
liquids, as they moved very slowly between the fire and the
tables. Except that the figures moved slowly, thought
Kenneth, as he filled bottles at a row of large (ex-beer) barrels,
he would be sure that he had died suddenly and gone there.
Only when one of them lolled back against a wall and another
sat down on a table was he reassured. ’

He filled the bottles, one green, two red, one putple, two
yellow, and carried them to the door. Suddenly there was a
step outside and the figutes were galvanised into tortured
movement. Kenneth, a bottle in each hand, nearly screamed
when one of them turned furtively towards the door and began
to Jaugh.
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“It’s jest a darg, bo’s! Jest a darg! Yo’ sho’ did skeer us
peerin’ in like boss Jackson, darg ! Gir along I””

He threw a lump of charred wood good-humouredly into
the doorway. The black dog that was slinging through
in the shadow of the wall, leapt quickly sideways and
made off.

The men began to slack again. All were sitting or lolling
now, laughing or cursing according to the degree of their
exhaustion. There was a general feeling of relief that it had
been only a dog instead of Wentworth Jackson, but to Kenneth
the long, completely black body, the thin legs, the eyes that
glowed strangely in the pointed face, seemed of a piece with
the hot shed filled with the torturing flames.

Working like a slow automaton, he filled the bottles and
set them round the barrows. One green, two red, one purple,
two yellow—they glinted in the firelight as he carried them
across to the door. Thirteen barrows. Fourteen.

Then, suddenly, the figures about the fire were lashed into
feverish activity again.

By the time. Wentworth Jackson was round the doot
they were working at full tilt, but he came right over to them.
Big and fierce in the light of the fire, he stood over them and
began to shout. “You t’iefin’ scoundrels, slackerin’ off when
my back turned away ! You t’iefin’ mongoose ¢

The firelight shone on his foul teeth, as he became rapidly
incoherent. He seemed to Kenneth as fluent as the Evangelist
Armstrong. ‘The men shrivelled before him.

Then, for no comprehensible reason, he seized the man
who had thrown the stick at the dog, and began to shake
him.

“Yo’ t’iefin’ mongoose, John Jeffries! Yo’ ti’efin John
Crow ! Yo’ the wors’ slacker ob dem all! Yo’ the leader in
vice ! Nex’ time, John Jeftries, I t’row you out !’

He threw the man heavily against the table as he went out.

*
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Jefferies, a little out of breath, picked himself up carefully,
asking in tones of astonishment :

“Fo’ why was he craas jest on me? Ah’d sho’ like to
murder dat ol’ debbil !”’

Next morning, over his breakfast of corn-meal, Kenneth
outlined the events of the night before to his mother. Mary
Grant had a reputation for “praphecy’ that was valid not only
in her own village but in her own family.

“An’ T sho’ was skeeted o’ de black darg!” concluded
Kenneth.

“Yo’ did right to be skeered, Kennet bo’ ! Dat darg ain’t
a darg at all .

Kenneth stared up at his mother.

“Dat darg ain’t a darg at all,” she pursued.  Dat darg’s
Went Jackson, peerin’ roun’ to see who ain’t woikin’. It
made him mad when Jeffries t’rew a stick at him.”

She fell silent then, sitting back in a semi-trance that
she apparently judged to be enough for private utterances.
Kenneth, hurriedly finishing his corn-meal, rushed off to the
factory to spread his mother’s “praphecy’ that the black dog
was Went Jackson.

José, who prided himself on his freedom from negro
supetstitions, pooh-poohed the idea.

“It don’t make sense,”” he objected. ““A man cyan’ be adarg.’

“Ah s’picion de praphetess right,”” said one of the negroes
who had been at the factory the night before. “Or fo’ why was
Went Jackson so crass on Jeffries ?”

“Sho’ dat’s what ah say las’ night,” agreed Jefferies.
“Fo’ why was he done craas on me ? Ahd’ sho’ like to murder
dat debbil I”’

“Well,” said a man who had not yet spoken, “yo’ got
yo’ chance. Jes’ wait till the darg come back to-night, and
kill him wid yo> machete. Dat’ll make Went Jackson wake
up in de marnin’ wid his t’roat cut across |

3
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“Dat’ll sho’ learn him not«¢o come peerin’roun’ I’ laughed
somebody else, but Jefferies stood back at this.

“Dey’d sho’ say Ah’d done it. Ah’d sho’ swing for it I”’

“Dey cyan’ prison yo’ for killing a darg from up de gully I’
sneered José. ‘“Ah stay behind to-night, and Ah kill him fo’
you !

When the dog came that night a rather less assured José
was waiting for it behind the door with a machete. Kenneth,
filling a bottle twenty feet away, saw him hit out hard at the
low, slinking head. The dog leapt swiftly as the blade flashed
out of the dark, and yelped shrilly as it caught its right fore-
paw. It ran off on three legs, crying pitifully, and leaving a
trickle of blood.

José, frightened now, squatted shivering by the door with
the machete in his hand. He made no attempt to go after the
dog, and nobody tried to persuade him.

Then, next day, which was Sunday, came the sensation.

There were clouds in the sky, signs that a break in the
drought was just possible. Evangelist Armstrong was going
to pray for rain. If prayer had been good policy in the com-
pletely uncompromising weeks preceding, it would be stupid
to neglect it when the gods seemed to be hesitating. The
little stone church was packed. There was not yet an actual
shortage of water to drink, but the pastures were dry and the
cattle ill for want of greenstuff. Among the children and even
some of the grown-ups an epidemic of suppurating sores on the
hands and feet had broken out.

As Wentworth Jackson came in, after the bell had started
to ring, the black and brown faces turned inquiringly towards
him, then became open-mouthed and open-eyed in astonish-
ment and horror.

Wentworth Jackson’s right hand was bandaged !

Throughout the service, the congregation, who had all
heard the story of the black dog by now, stared at him.
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Although the rough benches that setved as pews were packed,
Wentworth Jackson sat with clear space to either side of him,
while those in the rows immediately in front and behind
appeared to lean away from him.

Evangelist Armstrong, who had come into the pulpit
gratified by the size of his congregation, soon began to feel
that hymns, lessons, and prayers were not getting the atten-
tion they deserved. He could not know that even his fervent
prayer that the rain might at last come was academic compared
with some of the primitive emotions stirring in the breasts of
those about him.

It seemed a matter of course that the white-clad congrega-
tion, reinforced by Sunday loungers in torn khaki, should
collect in Mary Grant’s “yard” as soon as the service was ovet,
and Mary Grant had not held her position as “praphetess’
since little more than a girl without knowing how to deal with
them. :

She gave them time, first, to exchange the latest bulletins.
Wentworth Jackson had complained to somebody who could
not avoid speaking to him that he had got a drought-sore on
his hand—a chile sho wouldn’t believe that ! And he was going
to bed now because his hand was all inflamed—well, we’d
better keep our eyes skinned fo’ the lil’ black darg !

She came on to the tiny verandah then, and sitting back
in her rocking-chair, closed her eyes. The crowd stopped
chattering to watch her.

“Send us rain, Lawd,” she gabbled. “Send us rain fo’
... cows, fo’ de hens . . . guinea grass . . . dis fruitful earth.
Send us rain, Lawd ! Send us rain I

As she went on her sentences became clearer and more
staccato. The crowd hung on her words.

“A debbil is holdin’ back de good Lawd’s rain!” she
announced. “A debbil who make his money from de thirst of
de Lawd’s people. . . . A debbil who peets in on his workmen
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in de shape of a ’bombination of sin . . . in de shape of a black
darg !

“De black darg am wounded in de right-hand front paw.
Kill de black darg! Kill de black darg dead! Hallelujah !
Praise de Redeemer ! Kill de debbil who hold back de good
Lawd’s rain 1”

As she spoke her eyes rolled slowly backwards. She lay
back in the chair now with only the whites exposed. As she
spoke she pointed at a growing white cloud with a perceptible
fringe of black.

“Kill de debbil now,” she urged, “befo’ he use de water
to quench the fires of hell. Kill de black darg now | Search up
de gully now fo’ de black darg !’

The mixed crowd of worshippers and loungers turned
shouting, and set off at a half-run for the gully. Kenneth,
running beside, saw José and Jefferies at their head.

A shot proclaimed the discovery of the trail of dried blood.
It led through a barbed wire fence and down into the bone-dry
gully. The dog had evidently bled badly. The brown drops
could easily be followed at a tun over the stones. The crowd,
bloodthirsty now, slithered sweating along the dried water-
course. If the leaders had lost the trail they would have
swept forward and blotted it out, but José, with the expression
on his face of a man fighting for his life, followed it as 2 hound
follows the trail of a fox.

They had gone about half a mile when José suddenly
shouted, an unorthodox view-halloo which did not fail to stir
their hunter’s blood. A hundred yards ahead, where the tunnel
of trees closed over the gully, a black dog, walking uncer-
tainly on three legs, appeared from among some low bushes,
and seeing the hunt coming towards it, began to run weakly
up the gully.

The hunt became cunning. It stopped. Called coaxingly.
Whistled. But the half-wild creature was terrified. It looked
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round once and then scuffled on. The pursuit began to
lengthen out, the young and lean pulling ahead. To Kenneth,
struggling to keep up with José and Jefferies, the shouting, the
scuffling on the stones, everything about the chase was
exhilarating.

The black dog struggled hard to keep its lead. It took
another mile of hard running before the leaders began to close
in on it. The trees grew thick over the gully here, but they
were near enough to see it in the half-light, stumbling pitifully
over the rough ground. When at last José, Jefferies, and one
or two others cornered it against the steep bank, it turned
savagely on José and bit deep into his arm before Jefferies
managed to get it over the head with his machete.

The kill was marked by loud cries from those who, like
Kenneth, were immediately behind José and Jefferies, but as
the rest straggled up to look at the hacked-up skinny corpse,
half-eaten already by mange and ticks, a strained silence fell.

Then someone looking up through a gap in the roof of
trees, cried out in a voice full of awe :

“Look at de clouds, bo’s! It’s gonna rain! It’s gonna
rain! We sho’ hab killed de debbil dat hold back de good
Lawd’s rain !

There was a chorus of ““Amen !”” and “Hallelujah !”* as the
crowd began to remember that it was, after all, on a holy
mission, but a practical voice cut in :

“We better get out o’ de gully den, or we all be washed
away !”’ ‘

As the last of them scrambled out on to the rough sloping
grassland above, the sky opened.

Lightning, thunder and sheet rain seemed to strike the
earth simultancously. In the first instant, white Sunday clothes
and brown disreputable ones were reduced to drenched rags
clinging to black and brown bodies. The workers of the
Lord’s will, overwhelmed now with the magnitude of their
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blessing, struggled head-down against the massive downpour.
Every person there had at some time seen the gully fill to the
brim in a few minutes. *Some remembered the time when its
flood devastated the country-side. They pressed against the
solid wall of water to get as far away from the gully as possible.

As they pushed, holding hands in groups of three or four,
towards the rough road down to Sarah’s End, every groove or
hollow became a stream of water. The road, when they
reached it, was a knee-deep torrent. Nobody could get home
through a mile and a half of that. They strugged back from it
to find a thin sheet of water spreading over the baked,
impermeable fields.

At intervals the lightning flashed like smudged lurid gold
behind the rain, and the thunder crashed across the exposed
hill-side. They had all known lightning and thunder as bad as
this, but it had never come to them, as to-day, under a deep sea
of rain.

Some climbed into trees, less afraid of the dancing lightning
than of the omnipresent water. Others, including Kenneth,
José and Jefferies, reached Sarah’s End, soon after the rain
stopped, over fenced properties that were only ankle-deep.
From Mary Grant’s veranda they watched the flood sweep
over the edge of the gully, and tug away Wentworth Jackson’s
house as if it had been one of his own rotten teeth. The
crumpled wooden walls swung downstream with a quaint
following of highly-colouted barrows.

“De Evangelist was reskin’ himself to craas to de house an’
warn Went Jackson,”” observed the prophetess, “but Ah tol’
him Went Jackson was up de gully. Blessed be de name of the
Lawd !
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WICKED CAPTAIN WALSHAWE

VERY odd thing happened to my uncle, M. Watson,
of Haddlestone; and to enable you to understand it,
I must begin at the beginning.

In the year 1822, Mr. James Walshawe, more commonly
known as Captain Walshawe, died at the age of eighty-one
years. The Captain in his early days, and so long as health
and strength permitted, was a scamp of the active, intriguing
sort; and spent his days and nights in sowing his wild
oats, of which he seemed to have an inexhaustible stock.

Captain Walshawe was very well known in the neighbour-
hood of Wauling, and very generally avoided there. He had
quitted the service in 1766, at the age of twenty-five, immedi-
ately previous to which period his debts had grown so
troublesome that he was induced to extricate himself by
running away with and marrying an heiress. He was quartered
in Ireland, at Clonmel, where was a nunnery, in which, as
pensioner, resided Miss O’Neill, or as she was called in the
country, Peg O’Neill, the heiress.

Her situation was the only ingredient of romance in the
affair, for the young lady was decidedly plain, though good-
humoured looking, with that style of features which is termed
potato ; and in figure she was a little too plump, and rather
short. But she was impressible ; and the handsome young
English lieutenant was too much for her monastic tendencies,
and she eloped. They took up their abode at Wauling, in
Lancashire.

339
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Here the Captain amused himself after his fashion, some-
times running up, of course, on business to London. He
spent her income, frightened her out of her wits, with oath
and threats, and broke her heatt.

Latterly she shut herself up pretty nearly altogether in
her room. She had an old, rather grim, Irish servant-woman
in attendance upon her. This domestic was tall, lean, and
religious, and the Captain knew instinctively she hated him ;
and he hated her in return, and often threatened to put her
out of the house, and sometimes even to kick her out of the
window.

Years passed away, and old Molly Doyle remained still
in her original position. Perhaps he thought that there must
be somebody there, and that he was not, after all, very likely
to change for the better.

He tolerated another intrusion, too, and thought himself
a paragon of patience and easy good-nature for so doing.
A Roman Catholic clergyman, in a long black frock, with a
low standing collar, and a little white muslin fillet round his
neck—tall, sallow, with blue chin, and dark steady eyes—
used to glide up and down the stairs, and through the passages ;
and the Captain sometimes met him in one place and some-
times in another. But by a caprice incident to such tempers
he treated this cleric exceptionally, and even with a surly
sort of courtesy, though he grumbled about his visits behind
his back.

Well, the time came at last, when poor Peg O’Neill—in
an evil hour Mrs. James Walshawe—must cry, and quake,
and pray her last. The doctor came from Penlynden, and
was just as vague as usual, but more gloomy, and for about
a week came and went oftener. The cleric in the long black
frock was also daily there. And at last came that last sacrament
in the gates of death, when the sinner is traversing those
dread steps that never can be retraced.
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The Captain drank a great deal of brandy and water that
night, and called in Farmer Dobbs, for want of better company,
to drink with him ; and told him all his grievances, and how
happy he and “the poor lady upstairs’® might have been had
it not been for liats, and pick-thanks, and tale-bearers, and
the like, who came between them——meaning Molly Doyle
—whom, as he waxed eloquent over his liquor, he came to
curse and rail at by name, with more than his accustomed
freedom. And he described his own natural character and
amiability in such moving terms that he wept maudlin tears
of sensibility ovet his theme; and when Dobbs was gone,
drank some mote grog, and took to railing and cursing
again by himself; and then mounted the stairs unsteadily
to see “what the devil Doyle and the other old witches
were about in poor Peg’s room.”

When he pushed open the door, he found some half-
dozen crones, chiefly Irish, from the neighbouring town of
Hackleton, sitting over tea and snuff, etc., with candles
lighted round the corpse, which was arrayed in a strangely
cut robe of brown serge. She had secretly belonged to some
order—I think the Carmelite, but I am not certain—and wote
the habit in her coffin.

“What the d are you doing with my wife ?”’ cried
the Captain, rather thickly. ‘“How dare you dress her up in
this—trumpery, you—you cheating old witch; and what’s
that candle doing in her hand »”’

I think he was a little startled, for the spectacle was grisly
enough. The dead lady was arrayed in this strange brown
robe, and in her rigid fingers, as in a socket, with the large
wooden beads and ctoss wound tround it, burned a wax
candle, shedding its white light over the sharp features of
the corpse. Molly Doyle was not to be put down by the
Captain, whom she hated, and accordingly, in her phrase,
“he got as good as he gave.” And the Captain’s wrath
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waxed fiercer, and he plucked the wax taper from the dead
hand, and was on the point of flinging it at the old serving-
woman’s head.

“The holy candle, you sinner!”’ ctied she.

“I’ve a mind to make you eat it, you beast,
Captain.

But I think he had not known before what it was, for he
subsided a little sulkily, and he stuffed his hand with the
candle (quite extinct by this time) into his pocket, and said he :

“You know devilish well you had no business going on
with y-y-your d witchcraft about. my poor wife, without
my leave—you do—and you’ll please to take off that d
brown pinafore, and get her decently into her coffin, and I’ll
pitch your devil’s waxlight into the sink.”

And the Captain stalked out of the room.

“An’ now her poor sowl’s in prison, you wretch, be the
mains o’ ye; an’ may yer own be shut into the wick o’ that
same candle, till it’s burned out, ye savage.”

“I’d have you ducked for a witch, for twopence,”” roared
the Captain up the staircase, with his hand on the banisters,
standing on the lobby. But the door of the chamber of death
clapped angrily, and he went down to the patlour, where he
examined the holy candle for a while, with a tipsy gravity,
and then with something of that reverential feeling for the
symbolic, which is not uncommon in rakes and scamps, he
thoughtfully locked it up in a press, where were accumulated
all sorts of obsolete rubbish—soiled packs of cards, disused
tobacco-pipes, broken powder-flasks, his military sword, and
a dusky bundle of the Flash Songster and other questionable
literature.

32

cried .the

Captain Walshawe reigned alone for many years at Wauling.
He was too shrewd and too experienced by this time to run
violently down the steep hill that leads to ruin. Forty years
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acted forcibly upon the gay Captain Walshawe. Gout super-
vened, and was no more conducive to temper than to enjoy-
ment, and made his elegant hands lumpy at all the small
joints, and turned them slowly into crippled claws. He grew
stout when his exercise was interfered with, and ultimately
almost corpulent. He suffered from what Mr. Holloway
calls ““bad legs,”” and was wheeled about in a great leathern-
back chair, and his infirmities went on accumulating with
his years.

I am sorry to say, I nevet heard that he repented, or turned
his thoughts seriously to the future. On the contrary, his
talk grew fouler, and his fun ran upon his favourite sins,
and his temper waxed more truculent. But he did not sink
into dotage. Considering his bodily infirmities, his energies
and his malignities, which were many and active, were
matvellously little abated by time.

It was a peculiarity of Captain Walshawe, that he, by this
time, hated neatly everybody. My uncle, Mr. Watson, o.
Haddlestone, was cousin to the Captain, and his heir at law,
But my uncle had lent him money on mortgage of his estates
and there had been a treaty to sell, and terms and a price were
agreed upon, in “‘articles’” which the lawyers said were still
in force.

I think the ill-conditioned Captain bore him a grudge
for being richer than he, and would have liked to do him an
ill turn. But it did not lie in his way ; at least while he was
living.

My Uncle Watson was a Methodist, and what they call
a ““class leadet” ; and, on the whole, a very good man. He
was now near fifty—grave, as besecemed his profession—
somewhat dry—and a little severe, perhaps—but a just man.

A letter from the Penlynden doctor reached him at
Haddlestone, announcing the death of the wicked old Captain ;
and suggesting his attendance at the funeral, and the expediency
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of his being on the spot to look after things at Wauling. The
reasonableness of this striking my good uncle, he made his
journey to the old house in ILancashire incontinently, and
reached it in time for the funeral.

The day turning out awfully rainy and tempestuous, my
uncle persuaded the doctor and the attorney to remain for
the night at Wauling.

There was no will—the attorney was sure of that; for
the Captain’s enmities were perpetually shifting, and he could
never quite make up his mind as to how best to give effect '
to a malignity whose direction was being constantly modified.

Search being made, no will was found. The papers,
indeed, were all right, with one important exception : the
leases were nowhere to be seen. My uncle searched strenuously.
The attorney was at his elbow, and the doctor helped with
a suggestion now and then. The old serving man seemed
an honest, deaf creature, and really knew nothing.

My Uncle Watson was very much perturbed. He fancied
—but this possibly was only fancy—that he had detected for
a moment a queer look in the attorney’s face, and from that
instant it became fixed in his mind that he knew all about
the leases. Mr. Watson expounded that evening in the
patlour to the doctor, the attorney and the deaf servant.

Ananias and Sapphira figured in the foreground, and the
awful nature of fraud and theft, or tampering in any wise
with the plain rule of honesty in matters pertaining to estates,
etc., were pointedly dwelt upon ; and then came a long and
strenuous prayer, in which he entreated with fervour and
aplomb that the hard heart of the sinner who had abstracted
the leases might be softened or broken in such a way as to
lead to their restitution ; or that, if he continued reserved and
contumacious, it might at least be the will of Heaven to bring
him to public justice and the documents to light. The fact
is, that he was praying all this time at the attorney. “
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When these religious exercises were over, the visitors
retired to their rooms, and my Uncle Watson wrote two ot
three pressing letters by the fire. When his task was done,
it had grown late ; the candles were flaring in their sockets,
and all in bed, and, I suppose, asleep, but he.

The fire was neatly out, he chilly, and the flame of the
candles throbbing strangely in their sockets shed alternate
glare and shadow round the old wainscoted room and its
quaint furniture. Outside were the wild thunder and piping
of the storm, and the rattling of distant windows sounded
through the passages, and down the stairs, like angry people
astir in the house.

My Uncle Watson belonged to a sect who by no means
reject the supernatural, and whose founder, on the contrary,
has sanctioned ghosts in the most emphatic way. He was
glad, therefore, to remember, that in prosecuting his search
that day, he had seen some six inches of wax candle in the
press in the patlour; for he had no fancy to be overtaken by
darkness in his present situation.

He had no time to lose; and taking the bunch of keys
—of which he was now master—he soon fitted the lock and
secured the candle—a treasure in his circumstances; and
lighting it, he stuffed it into the socket of one of the expiring
candles, and extinguishing the other, he looked round the
room in the steady light, reassured. At the same moment an
unusually violent gust of the storm blew a handful of gravel
against the patlour window, with a sharp rattle that startled
him in the midst of the roar and hubbub; and the flame of
the candle itself was agitated by the air.

My uncle walked up to bed, guarding his candle with his
hand, for the lobby windows were rattling furiously, and he
disliked the idea of being left in the dark more than ever.

His bedroom was comfortable, though old-fashioned.
He shut and bolted the door. There was a tall looking-glass
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opposite the foot of his four-poster, on the dressing-table
between the windows. He tried to make the curtains meet,
but they would not draw.

He turned the face of the mirrotr away, therefore, so that
its back was presented to the bed, pulled the curtains together,
and placed a chair against them, to prevent their falling open.
again. There was a good fire, and a reinforcement of round
coal and wood inside the fender. So he piled it up to ensure
a cheerful blaze through the night, and placing a little black
magohany table, with the legs of a Satyr, beside the bed, and
his candle upon it, he got between the sheets, and laid his
red night-capped head upon his pillow, and disposed himself
to sleep. ‘

The first thing that made him uncomfortable was a sound
at the foot of his bed, quite distinct in 2 momentary lull of
the storm. It was only the gentle rustle and rush of the
curtains which fell open again; and as his eyes opened, he
saw them resuming their perpendicular dependence, and sat
up in his bed almost expecting to see something uncanny
in the aperture.

There was nothing, however, but the dressing-table and
other dark furniture, and the window-curtains faintly undu-
lating in the violence of the storm. He did not care to get
up, therefore—the fire being bright and cheery—to replace
the curtains by a chair, in the position in which he had left
them, anticipating possibly a new recurrence of the relapse
which had startled him from his incipient doze.

So he got to sleep in a little while again, but he was
disturbed by a sound, as he fancied, at the table on which
stood the candle. He could not say what it was, only that he
wakened with a start, and lying so in some amaze, he did
distinctly hear a sound which startled him a good deal, though
there was nothing necessarily supernatural in it.

He described it as resembling what*would occur if you
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fancied a thinnish table-leaf, with a convex warp in it,
depressed the reverse way, and suddenly with a spring
recovering its natural convexity. It was a loud, sudden thump,
which made the heavy candlestick jump, and there was an
end, except that my uncle did not get again into a doze for
ten minutes at least.

The next time he awoke it was in that odd, serene way that
sometimes occurs. We open our eyes, we know not why,
quite placidly, and ate on the instant wide awake. He had
had a nap of some duration this time, for his candle-flame
was fluttering and flaring, iz articulo, in the silver socket. But
the fire was still bright and cheery, so he popped the extin-
guisher on the socket, and almost at the same time there
came a tap at his door, and a sort of crescendo “‘hush-sh-sh !
Once more my uncle was sitting up, scared and perturbed,
in his bed.

He recollected, however, that he had bolted his doort;
and such inveterate materialists are we in the midst of our
spitritualism, that this reassured him, and he breathed a deep
sigh, and began to grow tranquil. But after a rest of a minute
ot two, there came a louder and sharper knock at his door ;
so that instinctively he called out: ‘“Who’s there?”” in a
loud, stern key. There was no sort of response, however.

The nervous effect of the start subsided ; and after a while
he lay down with his back turned towards that side of the
bed at which was the doot, and his face towards the table on
which stood the massive old candlestick, capped with its
extinguisher, and in that position he closed his eyes. But
sleep would not revisit them. All kinds of queer fancies
began to trouble him—some of them I remember.

He felt the point of a finger, he averred, pressed most
distinctly on the tip of his great toe, as if a living hand were
between his sheets, and making a sort of signal of attention
or silence. Then again he felt something as large as a rat
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