A GREAT
COLLECTION
EDITED BY
F WHIT AND HALLIE
BURNETT

-,

SHANDELING
STEINBECK
DUNSANY
NORTON
MAUGHAM
BIGGS
DINESEN
COCHRAN
WEXLER
BUNIN
BURNETT
SARTON
WILSON
SEABROOK
FISHER
O'BRIEN
GIZYCKA
STOUMEN
METCALFE



THE
NIGHTTIME
SIDE

It has been said that there is a dark side
of every mind, where seeds of madness lie,
needing only a certain turn of events to
bring them to wild riot.

As the sudden lightning flash in the black-
ness of a stormy night reveals unknown
details of the landscape—clear, stark, and
terrifying—so do the stories in this book
light up, illumine the weird, nighttime side
of men’s minds.

These strange adventures, told by master
storytellers, will live with you long after
you have finished reading them.

This exciting book is neither lightly put
aside nor easily forgotten.

And it is not for the faint-hearted.
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FOREWORD

THIS IS a book of the hidden, strarige, at times
horrifying side of man’s nzture. These stories for a moment
pull aside the curtains of tke mind, and reveal dread lightning
in the inscrutable dark.

They are stories of what happens when the night side of
the mind takes over. The result may be a simple but terrifying
delusion—or a hideous crime.

What happens in these stories is clear enough, but why
did these people think as they did, act as they did? How can
a man come to believe that he has fulfilled a glorious destiny
by killing the beautiful girl he loves? Why does a man destroy
himself in terror of a beast that exists only in his “heat-
oppressed brain?”

The truest record of the human heart, said Chekhov, is
found in fiction. If he were writing today he would find in
fiction the truest record of the human mind as well—the record
of increasingly intensive probings into the vaguely sensed
feelings, the fears, and the passions of man’s sinister side,
the side that ranges back into the jungle mists of time.

Some of you will be satisfied to know what happens in these
strange tales. Some of you will want to know why. And there
will be some, perhaps, who will know that they will never
know, exactly, the reascn. If fiction is truth, it is also art.
In art there is an element not quite revealed, not quite there,
not exposed, but lying half hidden, enigmatic, in the stone.
There is a music that sings on in us, unheard by others, a
strange music which we ourselves, in the clangor and tumult
of the times, hear only faintly—if at all.

: —THE EDITORS



A. E. SHANDELING

RETURN OF THE GRIFFINS

GUNAR VRIES, emissary to the United Na-
tions Conference in New York from the European Democracy
of S——, sat on the edge of his bed in his hotel room, remov-
ing his shoes and socks.

He had declined to be present that evening at a party given
in his honor by a wealthy expatriate, telephoning his regrets.
In his stead he had sent his aide, 2 handsome young man who,
besides being secretary and translator, was also a composer of
symphonies; instructing him to confine himself to seduction and
to the piano. As for Gunar Vries, he had had his supper sent up
and after the tray was removed had locked his door and set
himself to his writing: his daily personal letter to his president,
in which he imparted observations too detailed to be made by
phone, and letters to the members of his family, his wife Alice
and his son Theodore at the Technological University. When
he had signed his name for the third time, the night was late.

He was removing his second sock when the bed moved. He
grasped the blankets to keep from being thrown, believing that
an earthquake had struck. But the bottles did not slide from the
dresser, no particles of ceiling fell, the chandelier did not sway.
Only the bed moved. Then through his lifted knees he saw
emerging from beneath the bed the head of an eagle, but three
times the size of an eagle’s head, and stretching out for a grip
of the rug, an eagle’s claw. Then followed a lion’s body. So the
lion had an eagle’s head. Or the eagle had a lion’s body.

When the creature emerged completely, Gunar saw that it
had also two wings, great eagle wings, that now it stretched one
at a time across the floor. The wing roots crackled, and the
feathers swept across the rug with a swishing, rushing sound.
The creature slouched to the center of the room, its forelegs

i
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lifting stiffly, like a bird’s legs, but in co-ordination with its hind-
legs, that moved in the indolently potent manner of a lion.

Still heavy with sleep, the monster fell over on its side and
gently lifting its wing, turned its head under and with closed
beak nuzzled along the feathery pocket, in this way nudging it-
self to wakefulness and woe again. Then lifting its head, swing-
ing it around and up, the creature looked straight at Gunar
Vries. The eagle part took prominence—the curved beak, hard
as stone, the thick encasing of golden feathers over its head,
touched with red at the breast and extending down its forelegs
to the very toes. Lion ears protruded through the feathers but
were laid sleekly back. Its eyes burned ruby bright in the semi-
darkness.

“Change of climate,” it explained, “makes me sleepy.”

Before he had entered politics, more than twenty years ago,
Gunar Vries had been professor of ancient Greek civilization
at the University of Afia, capital of S——. His past enabled
him to recognize the creature. “Griffin?” he asked. “Is that your
name?” He had several cats on his farm and a trained falcon,
and spoke always with tenderness and respect to them, as now
he spoke to this great creature.

“Yes,” replied the griffin, “and of the pure strain. If you’re
wondering about the Sphinx and her woman’s face, one of us
became enamored of a virgin of your species; though I can’t
see what he saw in her.”

The griffin spoke its own language, like no other in the
world, and yet a concoction of them all, with archaic Greek
like a warrior’s chariot rumbling and shining through. It was
like everything unspoken that a word cannot be put to and that
is comprehended more readily than the spoken among men of
different languages.

“You’ve been away several years,” said Gunar, covering his
bare feet again with shoes and socks. “What did you do in the
time?”

“Took ourselves to the mountains of India,” replied the
griffin. “Sat in the sun, on the thresholds of our caves, or caught
the Arimaspi, one-eyed men who seek gold in the mountains,
ate them in a shrugging fashion, already gorged with our prow-
ess. I might ask the same question of you. What didn’t you do?
By Apollo! Procreated not individuals but nations. Took the
lid off a water kettle, and what steams out but ships and cities.
Times have changed.”

The creature’s breath began to fill the room, an overly warm
breath, smelling of raw meat, the rich, dark, stinging smell of
blood clots and liver.

Gunar Vries had his trousers on and his gray hunting shirt
that he wore evenings by himself, but he was cold. He turned
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the radiator higher. “I presume,” he said, standing with his back
to the heat, “that you wandered down alone?”

“Only one of the vanguard,” replied the creature, preening
its breast.

Now Gunar Vries was fully aware of the monsters’ signi-
ficance. They were in their time sacred to Apollo, whose
chariot they drew, and as Apollo was the prophetical deity,
whose oracle when consulted delivered itself in enigmas, the
word griffin, too, meant enigma. And because he was fully
aware of this, he preferred not to seem aware.

The emissary rubbed his hands together briskly to make
them warm. “What’s the occasion?” he inquired.

The feigned innocence did not escape the griffin. The crea-
ture picked it apart like picking the tortoise from the shell. A
hissing contempt came from its nostrils and partially opened
beak. For a moment there seemed to be a geyser in the room.

“Emissary to the UN,” it replied, “a conference called to
promote the flowering of humanity, and all the time the dele-
gates hard put to it to breathe with the possibility of atomic
dust in the air no more than five years from now. And you
want to know the occasion! Can you think of a time when the
world faced a greater enigma?”

Gunar Vries was indeed concerned for humanity. It was
something he traveled with in addition to his aide and his port-
folio. Yet now it seemied to him that it was humanity in the ab-
stract he had been carrying around—the formalities, the rules
and regulations, the paperwork of a conference, humanity
carefully composed and delivered with dignity. At the griffin’s
words, humanity suddenly became a third party in the room,
and Gunar shivered with life, he shook convulsively as children
do in excitement.

The monster slunk around the room, which became small as
the cage in which a circus lion is confined. When it came to the
desk it turned its head with ponderous grace and ran its eyes
over the letters. Gunar Vries stirred indignantly and stepped
forward, but on second thought was stricken with shame for
his disrespect and stopped still. The griffin turned away, but in
the turning managed to drop the nictitating membrane of its
eyes, and the perusal became an act of idle curiosity. It padded
away languidly, disdainfully, dragging one wing, and the emis-
sary, hearing a strange clicking noise along the floor, looked
down and saw for the first time the full length of the creature’s
talons. At each step they were nicking small holes in the rug.

The creature sat down by the window, and the tasseled end
of its tail lifted and fell. There was a feminine restlessness in the
way its feathers quivered, and at the same time a great seething
of male energy that propelled it forward even as it sat still.
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“Lift the window for me,” it said, “and let me out on the ledge.
Isn’t there a park across the street?”

The emissary drew up the venetian blind and opened the
window. The night entered, cold and fragrant with grass. The
lamps in the park were almost pure white, as if encrusted with
snow, and shone up through the delicate branches of the trees.
People were sitting on the benches, talking and glancing up at
the lighted windows of the hotel, where many dignitaries were
in residence. Newsboys had built a fire in a refuse can, and taxi-
men and journalists, tired of the plush and statuary of the
lobby, were warming their hands around it. An ornate ledge
ran along beneath the windows of the top floor, and the griffin
leaped onto this.

“It won’t be harmed,” Gunar Vries told himself. “It’s too
fabulous. Even an oaf can see.” A look of being protected lay
in its eyes, a true and natural hauteur from an ancient epoch.
He closed the window, and in his mind’s eye he saw the creature
continuing swiftly along the ledge, tail and wings spread out a
bit, a dark and slithering form against the faintly lighted sky.

He went to his desk, took up his pen, and wrote in postscript
on the letter to his president, “My dear friend: This evening I
saw one of the first griffins to return. Their coming, though un-
predictable, was nevertheless inevitable. They will remain, 1
gather, until we decide our fate, one way or another.” Hearing
a strange cry in the night, a mingling of lion's roar and eagle’s
scream and more than both, he wrote further, “The cry of the
griffin in the great cities of the world will become as familiar as
the cry of the cock in the country, and even as the cock’s cry
wakens us from sleep and is portentous of the morning when
we shall not be alive to hear it, so the cry of the griffin, on the
roofs above traffic, is troublous, calling us, humanity, to a cog-
nizance of our existence and heralding our possible end.”

WHEN Gunar awoke in the moming it was, as every day, to no
other thought but the Conference. Not until he passed the desk
on his return from his bath and saw that the three letters had
been taken up by his aide for mailing was he reminded of the
griffin. He stood still, startled and amused by such a dream.
Well, the times evoked it. He had never before worked under
such a strain, and the enigma of the times had taken form and
substance, emerged in his dream a thing in itself, had become a
living creature.

But as he was dressing, the laughter within ceased, and he
was overcome by melancholy. It came to him that the griffin
might have been other than a dream. His few hours of sleep
had been shallow and hot, as if he had slept in a thunderstorm;
remembering his sleep, he was almost certain he had not
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dreamed. If the fabulous being had appeared, it had been an
actual one. But, of course, it had not appeared. He could negate
the event, he could prove it had been a dream by seeing again
his letter to his president, the signature constituting the end,
without postscript. He walked slowly to the door of the adjoin-
ing apartment, already tired as if at the end of the day. How
old was he now? Fifty-six? And how long did men live, usually?

“Norbert, young man,” he called, rapping at the half-open
door, “you’ve not posted the letters yet? The three letters?”

His aide appeared at the door, opening it wider. “They made
the plane at seven-thirty.”

“The letter to the president?”

“All three were sealed,” said Norbert, “and envelopes ad-
dressed. Did you wish to make changes?”

“A whim,” he replied. He looked sharply at his aide. Norbert
wrote symphonies, the modern kind; his disharmonies were not
what they seemed but merged into a complete harmony. Was
he not the one to understand the griffin? “If I tell him,” thought
Gunar, “if I tell him, laughing a little, with gestures, with shud-
ders, why, two believing will make it untrue.”

But Norbert seemed more erect than usual this morning, his
eyes bluer, his fair hair fairer. He liked parties, and the atmos-
phere for him was still charged with his virtuosity. The emis-
sary decided that to explain the griffin to him would bring the
creature down to the level of a piano recital and the sensual
laughter of short-armed women.-

“Come,” he said, signaling for Norbert to accompany him.

In the cab Gunar sat in a corner, holding his hat and gloves
on his crossed knees, listening to Norbert read foreign news-
papers on the UN proceedings. The cab came to a halt as traf-
fic changed, and he gazed into the street. In a basement tailor
shop, the name on the window so worn that the dim light with-
in turned the letters translucent and coppery, a tailor sat sewing
at his machine while his wife sat by the window, drinking from
a cup.

As Gunar took in the shop and its occupants, he saw his
second griffin. She—it was a female, as he could tell by the lack
of red feathers on her breast—was sliding along the fence be-
low the row of basement shops, the eagle head lifted and stiff
with impending alarm. :

He grasped Norbert’s hand, and the young man laid down
his paper. “You see,” he said, as if he had tried before to con-
vince his aide, “a female griffin.”

Norbert bent across him to look. The griffin slipped down
the stairs into the tailor’s shop, pushing the door open with a
claw, and for 2 moment Gunar saw, simultaneously, the eagle’s
head through the window and the lion’s tail waving on the
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stairs. Persons passing paid no attention, or only slight, as to a
cat or a sparrow. The couple did not look up, neither the man
from his sewing nor the wife from her cup. Gunar Vries was
appalled. They went about their pursuits as before, while this
enigma, this beast of life or death, slid along their streets,
jangled their business bells.

“But are they so common a sight already?” he asked.

“What are?” Norbert had taken up his reading again, but
courteously allowed himself to be engaged in conversation.

“The griffins. A female went into the tailor shop and you
made no to-do about it.”

“I didn’t see one,” said Norbert. “I didn’t know what to look
for. I'm sorry. What is it like?”

Gunar Vries drew into his corner again. “It’s not a thing that
you look for,” he replied.

The delegates to the General Assembly of the United Na-
tions assembled at their quarters. Gunar Vries sat in his place,
his aide beside him, taking no part in the conversation before
the fall of the gavel. The chairman entered, and following at
his heels was a male griffin, larger, older than the one that had
slept in Gunar’s room. The creature was hoary and unkempt.
Its eyes were yellow fire. It seated itself to the right of the
chairman and with archaic grace surveyed the persons
assembled.

THAT evening after supper the president replied by telephone.
“Gunar, what’s this talk of a griffin?” he asked. “It’s a beast of
classical antiquity, is it not? Well, to what use are you putting
i?”

Emest Gorgas was a fine man, and there was no one Gunar
respected more. But how impotent the president’s voice, how
distant not only in space but in time! Gunar had the peculiar
anticipatory feeling of hearing it fade away, as if mankind were
running instantly into a post-historic age.

“Gunar,” the president continued, his voice grinding into the
receiver, louder, adamant, yet deeply kind and respectful, “the
plea that you made to the Assembly today for international
unity was the most moving I have ever heard. And the delivery
of it—the eloquence, the impassioned tone! Maneuvering it
the way you did was uncalled for and yet the most called-for
thing in the world. If you are in your way sidestepping praise,
being modest, bringing up this tale of a griffin coming to your
room with a warning, it’s no use. Gunar, my friend, there is no
appointment that I have made in my term of office that has
given me greater satisfaction.”

“Ernest,” replied Gunar, “the man who feels that he is not
deserving of praise makes no move to sidcstep it. He has a deaf
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place in his ear the size of a pea, and with this he hears praise.
No, my friend, a male griffin was in my room last evening.
Since then I have seen two more. One, slipping along the street,
female and playing nervous; the other, a more bestial creature
and at the same time looking as if imbued with an omniscient
intelligence. It was sitting to the right of the chairman today
and commented often, succinctly, too. But though its voice was
louder than any there it went unheard. At the conclusion of my
speech it came to me and told me that it had heard Demos-
thenes, and that my eloquence exceeded his. It had been sent
alone to take in the American Revolution and had heard Pat-
rick Henry—it said that that gentleman’s vigor did not touch
mine. I did not take these comparisons as praise but was con-
vinced that the precariousness of our times has never been
equalled and that orators are made by the periods in which
they live.”

A long pause followed. When the president spoke again the
subject was changed. He inquired about the discussions under-
way, Gunar’s criticism and forecast of results.

Within another day the rumor had been circulated among
the delegates that Gunar Vries, emissary from S——, was suf-
fering from hallucinations. The suspicion was not relayed to
newsmen or to anyone outside the circle of official delegates. It
was a matter of respect not only for the member, as a dis-
tinguished person, and for his family, but for the delegates
combined. If one was susceptible to weakness of this kind, it
might be construed that all were. The curious thing was that the
emissary seemed to be in full command of his intelligence while
at the Conference table. No criticism could be cast upon the
deft, perspicacious way in which he handled his country’s in-
terests. Not only this, he was one of the most energetic in
tackling the problems of all humanity.

GUNAR Vries was called home on the second day after his
speech. Newsmen, inquiring of him the reason for his depar-
ture, were told that he believed that his president was in pos-
session of information that could not be discussed by phone or
letter or through a messenger. In Gunar’s place, to be guided
by Norbert through the formalities, there appeared the young-
est member of the supreme court of S——, a man not much
older than Norbert, but with his own history up to ninety years
already in his eyes.
 Carrying his portfolio, Gunar Vries returned to S——. He
was met at the airport by the president, and together they were
driven to the palace. They dined and secluded themselves in
the president’s study.
“Gunar,” said Ernest, as they sat facing each other, “I
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could not ask for a better emissary. You have used the energy
of twelve men. Now, wound up as you are, you will think I am
crazy, you will think I am reckless putting your personal health
before the welfare of the nation. But I want you to take a rest
for awhile. Let someone else, not of your caliber but com-
petent enough, assume your duties. You go to your farm, wear
an old hat, go hunting, milk your cows, sow your wheat. We
need as many hands as we can get working the land, and as
much space yielding. Go home for a while, Gunar.”

Gunar Vries had never been so frightened in his life. It was
like the fear, only worse, that he had experienced as a boy of
seventeen, when he had left his father and come to the city to
study, when for the first time he had lived alone. For several
days he had been almost unable to breathe. He had thought he
would never again see his father or make a friend, he had
thought that he was trapped in that one room forever. .

“Has any action of mine,” Gunar now asked slowly, “met
with your disapproval? Have you found that the ability I evi-
denced as your minister of foreign affairs, have you found that
this ability falls short of my responsibility as a delegate to the
United Nations?”

Ernest gripped his forehead, half-hid his painful eyes with
his hand. “They say that you see griffins.”

“But I told you so myself.”

“Doesn’t it seem peculiar to you?”

“You prefer to quote the ones to whom it seems peculiar?
No, my friend, it is the most natural thing in the world.”

“But you are the only one who sees them.”

“Does that fact make the griffin non-existent?” He felt a
sharp derision coming on, took out his handkerchief and blew
his nose. He tried to suppress the snort, but could not. It was his
opinion of organized disorganization.

“If you take such a derogatory view of the Conference,” the
president said, “you won’t want to return.”

“On the contrary,” Gunar replied, leaning forward to stuff
his handkerchief away in his rear pocket. “They need me. They
can’t do without me. The time will come, believe me, when
everyone there will see that creature sitting to the right of the
chairman. And what a creature! What a magnificent creature!”

“Gunar.” The president hesitated. “Before you go home,
perhaps it would be wise for you to consult a psychiatrist. They
have not all gone to greener pastures in the United States.
There might be still a capable one or two practicing in France
or Switzerland.”

“I would have no belief in him if he did not see griffins him-
self,” replied Gunar, laughing a little. “But for your sake, to
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relieve you of anxiety and shame, I shall resign from the UN
and from the Ministry. Name someone else to the post.”

He wanted to rise from the chair, as a gesture fitting to cli-
max, but found that he could not. His heart was palpitating.
Well, he had seen his father again, made a friend, and been in
so many rooms he could not remember them all. A boy’s lone-
liness doesn’t last, nor does that of a disgraced diplomat. You
reach out for people, you have no more enemies. . . .

GUNAR traveled home by train that night, and a female griffin
was co-occupant of his compartment. When he entered, she
was already asleep on the couch, eagle head tucked under
her right wing, left wing and left hindleg hanging to the floor.
He sat opposite her and watched her in the dimly lit, rocking
compartment.

He rode to his farm on the wagon of a neighbor. “You want
to surprise Mrs. Vries?” the neighbor asked. The man had
found Gunar, portfolio in hand, standing by his wagon, waiting
for him to come from the assessor’s office.

“No,” replied Gunar. “I just came home, that’s all.”

“You are tired from the Conference?” the neighbor in-
quired, believing that it was over. He noticed the diplomat’s
sagging shoulders and sadness, and he bhalted the horses.
“What'’s the world coming to?” he asked, gently, confidentially,
as if Gunar Vries was the one to know.

And Gunar Vries laid his brow in his hand and wept, while
the morning sun got in under his overcoat collar and warmed
the nape of his neck.

For several days he went about his farm like a man taking a
rest. He milked the cows, drove the tractor. There was a deep,
still pool in his forest and he went to bathe in it, likening it to
his loneliness. If he were drowning in it and cried out, no man
would be near enough to help him. But when he left the pool
and dressed again, his body was clean and deserving of respect
because of its contact with loneliness, and approaching the
farm he loved instantly from afar every small figure working.

Then one momning he saw on the roof of the east barn a
young male griffin, and he called to it. The creature turned its
large golden head slantwise.

“Come,” coaxed Gunar, “a lamb? A pan of milk?” And
when the creature eyed him without replying, he added, “A
calf?”

The griffin dropped its beak and picked at something be-
tween its toes. “But I ate, just a couple of centuries ago. Caught
four Arimaspi in a ravine.”
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ALICE begged Gunar to wait until she summoned Theodore,
but he said no, that he would probably meet the boy in the city.

“Ah!” he exclaimed, for she had given him an idea. “I intend
to speak on the steps of the Technological University anyway.
When the scientific students see my griffin, it will be a triumph,
believe me.”

She went along the road with him, holding his elbow against
her side and crying, and he bent his head away, unable to bear
her grimaces. The griffin was slinking along the other side of
the fence, and in a fit of energy suddenly both flew and ran,
beating its wings close to earth, for a good half-mile down the
fence. Why couldn’t she see a thing like that?

He halted and caressed her, pushing back her short, pale
hair. “Do you know that I love you?” he asked.

“Yes,” she wept.

“The tour is a minor thing,” he said. “I make it simply to re-
turn to you. If I don’t go, how much longer and of what con-
sequence will our love be?”

WHEN he set out again, alone, the griffin was returning to meet
him, loping.

So he came into Afia, capital of S——, with the griffin at
his side. He was dressed as for a session of the UN. He wore his
favorite suit, tailored in London of a fine Scottish tweed, a
white shirt, a dark red silk tie, and he carried a black Homberg
and gray suede gloves. He took rooms in a first-rate hotel.

Entering the park around which were grouped the govern-
ment buildings, he mounted the flagpole base and pleaded with
refugees, messengers passing to and fro, and clerks eating their
lunches, to recognize his companion. In the evening he let him-
self be enveloped by the crowds pouring into the operas and
symphonies and cinemas. Jostled and stepped upon, he began
to recount his experiences, and some persons, with mail order
tickets and in no hurry, tarried around him. At midnight, when
the streets were being deserted, he returned to his hotel, and the
griffin spent the night in the vicinity.

By the second day word had circulated that this man in the
streets was actually Gunar Vries, come to tell of the existence
of a fabulous beast or bird. The citizens jammed the streets,
the fire-escapes, the roofs for blocks around the House of Com-
merce, and Gunar made his speech on the steps facing the park.
Overjoyed as he was with the size of his audience, he spoke
with such passion that the griffin, already unnerved by the
crowd, its flesh creeping with the emissary’s harping upon its
existence, suddenly rose straight up into the air, screaming.

“Can’t you see it?” Gunar Vries cried, pointing to the griffin
beating the air, its beak open and its tongue flickering, its eyes
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fierier than ever, absorbing the three o’clock sun. After hover-
ing thirty feet above Gunar’s head, it continued up and settled
on a cornice three stories above him.

The people gazed upward, but lowered their eyes with no
change in them. They did not ridicule the speaker, however.
They were solemn and attentive, remembering the man he
once was. While about them, more griffins, curious as to the
throngs, flew in and came to rest on the roofs of distant build-
ings, their dark forms like statues of themselves against the sky.

Gunar Vries descended the steps, and the people made way
for him. He was not disheartened. There was time for other
cities and other assemblages. He wanted especially to draw a
great crowd in New York, city of the Conference. The griffin
flew down and followed at his heels; he heard its wings flapping
in descent and then the click of its claws on the stone. A gut-
tural warble was in its throat, a sign of uneasiness.

Two members of the police force stepped through the crowd
to Gunar Vries. The force had been reluctant to take action
against him for disturbing the peace, considering his prestige,
but during the course of his speech they had received instruc-
tions from Emest Gorgas himself: “Quietly, with respect for his
person as a private citizen and as a former diplomat, arrest
and transport him to quarters in the Hall of Justice. Detain him
there until further instructions.”

“Gunar Vries,” said one, “it’s the president’s wish.”

“If T resist?” he asked.

The other officer touched his elbow, and Gunar told himself,
“All their force will be unavailing and will seem afterward like
a touch at my elbow.” He reached behind him, laid his hand on
the griffin, and brought it forward.

“If I mount you,” he asked, “can you rise with my weight?”

The griffin nodded, but was perturbed and glazed its eyes.
“When you asked me to accompany you, did you also ask that
I convey you? It’s seldom we convey a mortal.”

“That's what it comes to,” said Gunar.

The griffin rose reluctantly in the stance of a lion rampant,
but the emissary, stepping forward to place his arms around the
eagle’s neck and seat himself upon the lion’s rump, was de-
tained by the officers, who came in under the wing, each taking
an elbow and an armpit, and prevailing against him.

Gunar Vries was deposited in the cell reserved for politicians,
bankers, celebrated attorneys, actresses, professors. Here were
ash trays, a water-cooler and dispenser. The furniture, though
old and sagging, was still substantjal, with faintly yellowed cro-
cheted stars on the chairbacks. Waiting for him were his at-
torney and a psychiatrist, a jovial, plump young man.
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“If they want bail,” said Gunar to his attorney, “then give it
to them. I'll be out of the country by morning.”

“They're afraid of that,” his attorney replied, a man compe-
tent as he was handsome. “How would it look, Gunar,” he
chided, “for a man of your status to misrepresent the country?
The other nations will say, “‘What choice was this?” They’ll have
respect for no emissary from S——"

The doctor, with whom he had shaken hands and who had
been listening, kindly, alertly, smoking a cigarette, now spoke
up. “Mr. Vries, contrary to the expressed wishes of Mr. Ernest
Gorgas, I am not going to ask your participation in any analy-
sis. I want a few answers from yourself to clarify, not my point
of view as a doctor, but your own, as a man of responsibility.
You claim to see griffins, beasts of ancient mythology. Is that
true?”

“True,” replied Gunar, “both that I claim to and that I see
them.” He took a cigarette from the silver case the doctor
proffered him.

“And why griffins?” asked the doctor.

“Why not?” replied Gunar. “Because that’s what they are.
They’re not snakes, they’re not elephants. I'm sorry. I cannot
make it as simple as that.”

“No, no!” laughed the doctor, lighting Gunar’s cigarette. His
hand shook, and his small eyes, small mouth, and small mus-
tache all laughed in his round face. “Why have they returned,
I mean. Are they, to you, explanatory of our time?”

Well, here was a man after Gunar’s own heart, and he would
forget, in his appreciation, any ulterior motive the man might
have of undermining that which he so eagerly explained.

And so he told of the creature’s history and the meaning of
its name, and the doctor was absorbed and nodded his head.
“Tell me of a time,” said Gunar, “when the world faced a
greater enigma. We'll either make the earth fruitful as it has
never been or we'll exterminate ourselves. We’ll either wipe out
everything we've built upon, all past epochs, or we'll goon to a
greater time than man has ever known. If you look at the situa-
tion with your eyes open you’ll find that it’s quite a creature, a
Ehing with eagle wings and the body of a lion and with eyes of

re.”

Gunar ceased, having heard the flapping of wings outside the
window as the griffin ascended to the roof. It had followed him,
as he had expected.

“Well, it’s a pity,” sighed the doctor, “that only one man
sees them.”

The attorney bent forward impatiently. “The president is
aware that as a private citizen vou may speak as you wish.
Nevertheless, he would like your promise as the promise of a
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dear friend, that you will make no further speeches in public
or in private assembly calling upon the people to recognize the
existence of these creatures.”

“You tell Ernest,” replied Gunar, “that they're bigger than
he is.”

“Will you commit him?” the attorney asked the doctor.

The doctor had risen, as if he had no more to ask. He shook
his head, pressed out. his cigarette in the tray. “I prefer,” he
said, “to commit those persons who cannot see them.”

The two men left him to consult by telephone with the presi-
dent. When they returned they brought with them the guard,
obliging to authority in release of the emissary as in confine-
ment of him.

Gunar Vries picked up his hat and gloves. “There is one on
the roof now,” he said to the doctor, “if you care to see it.”

This was an old prison, rigged up now with electricity and
hot water. They went up the circular stone staircase, and the
guard unlocked the gate. The griffin was lying on the parapet,
drooping over the edge to watch the traffic three stories below,
and at times lifting its head to look at the pigeons cooing and
bobbing, circling and fluttering. It was large and dark against
the pale yellow haze of the setting sun, and its feathers were
delicately ruffled.

“Doctor,” said Gunar, “do not let me lose faith in you.”

“I see it,” the doctor assured him.

The attorney coughed in vicarious embarassment.

Gunar stepped to the parapet, the doctor and attorney fol-
lowing. “Can we try our flight again?” he asked the griffin. The
doctor turned pale, and Gunar, watching for just this response,
continued, “Its back is broad enough and its neck the right size
for my arms. I'll hamper it a bit, perhaps, but we’'ll manage.
You think now that it’s not here at all for me to climb upon,
but an idea came to me while I was trying to mount it in the
park: If I am afraid, then I am not certain of the griffin myself.
In this way, by trusting myself to it, I prove its existence.”

The doctor was plunged into remorse and self-doubt. He
stood stock-still, his arms hanging numbly at his sides.

Suddenly the attorney was cognizant of Gunar Vries’ kindli-
ness, of depths to the man he had not considered. He placed his
hand on Gunar’s arms. “Gunar,” he implored him, “we shall
provide you with first-class accommodation by whatever means
you care to travel. I shall see to it myself. I shall speak to the
president and to the Chamber of Representatives. You will be
authorized to go—indeed, dispatched.”

But Gunar Vries had hold of the griffin’s rear leg and drew
himself onto the parapet. The guard, having taken the respite
to smoke a cigarette, was leaning against the gate, watching the
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men, believing that anything was sanctioned. And Gunar Vries,
knowing that in a moment the three men would toss off their
stupefaction and converge upon him, threw himself upon the
griffin.

THeY flew in a westerly direction, passing over the city. The
night moved up from behind and overtook them. With the
earth so far below them, Gunar was not sure whether they
were still over Europe or had reached the Atlantic Ocean.

“Can you drop a bit closer to earth?”” Gunar called forward,
and his voice was not as he expected it to be, bounced or pum-
meled by the wind, but went out into calm air, the atmosphere
into which an oracle speaks.

“What for?” the griffin asked.

“But can you see any lights?”

The griffin glanced sideways in derision, enabling Gunar to
see its eye, which was a blue distilled from the night, like a pure
blue flame, and in it were reflected, nebulously, the lights of a
city he believed to be New York.



JOHN STEINBECK

THE WHITE QUAIL

THE WALL opposite the fireplace in the living-
room was a big dormer window stretching from the cushioned
window seats almost to the ceiling—small diamond panes set
in lead. From the window, preferably if you were sitting on the
window seat, you could look across the garden and up the hill.
There was a stretch of shady lawn under the garden oaks—
around each oak there was a circle of carefully tended earth in
which grew cinerarias, big ones with loads of flowers so heavy
they bent the stems over, and ranging in color from scarlet to
ultramarine. At the edge of the lawn, a line of fuchsias grew
like little symbolic trees. In front of the fuchsias lay a shallow
garden pool, the coping flush with the lawn for a very good
reason.

Right at the edge of the garden, the hill started up, wild with
cascara bushes and poison oak, with dry grass and live oak,
very wild. If you didn’t go around to the front of the house you
couldn’t tell it was on the very edge of the town.

Mary Teller, Mrs. Harry E. Teller, that is, knew the window
and the garden were Right and she had a very good reason for
knowing. Hadn’t she picked out the place years ago where the
house and garden would be? Hadn'’t she seen the house and the
garden a thousand times while the place was still a dry flat
against the shoulder of a hill? For that matter, hadn’t she, dur-
ing five years, looked at every attentive man and wondered
whether he and that garden would go together? She didn’t
think so much, “Would this man like such a garden?” but,
“Would the garden like such a man?” For the garden was her-
self, and after all she had to marry some one she liked.

When she met Harry Teller, the garden seemed to like him,
It may have surprised him a little when, after he had proposed
and was waiting sulkily for his answer, as men do, Mary broke
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into a description of a big dormer window and a garden with a
lawn and oak trees and cinerarias and then a wild hill.

He said, “Of course,” rather perfunctorily.

Mary asked, “Do you think it’s silly?”

He was waiting a little sullenly. “Of course not.”

And then she remembered that he had proposed to her, and
she accepted him, and let him kiss her. She said, “There will be
a little cement pool flush with the lawn. Do you know why?
Well, there are more birds on that hill than you’d ever think,
yellowhammers and wild canaries and red-wing blackbirds, and
of course sparrows and linnets, and lots of quail. Of course
they’ll be coming down to drink there, won’t they?”

She was very pretty. He wanted to kiss her over and over,
and she let him. “And fuchsias,” she said. “Don’t forget
fuchsias. They're like little tropical Christmas trees. We’ll have
to have the lawn raked every day to keep the oak leaves clear.”

He laughed at her. “You’re a funny little bug. The lot isn’t
bought, and the house isn’t built, and the garden isn’t planted;
and already you're worrying about oak leaves on the lawn.
You're so pretty. You make me kind of—hungry.”

That startled her a little. A little expression of annoyance
crossed her face. But nevertheless she let him kiss her again,
and then sent him home and went to her room, where she had
a little blue writing desk and on it a copy-book to write things
in. She took up a pen, of which the handle was a peacock
feather, and she wrote, “Mary Teller” over and over again.
Once or twice she wrote, “Mrs. Harry E. Teller.”

I

The lot was bought and the house was built, and they were
married. Mary drew a careful plan of the garden, and when
the workmen were putting it in she didn’t leave them alone for
a moment. She knew to an inch where everything should be.
And she drew the shape of the shallow pool for the cement
workers, a kind of heart-shaped pool with no point at the bot-
tom, with gradually sloping edges so the birds could drink
easily.

Harry watched her with admiration. “Who could tell that
such a pretty girl could have so much efficiency,” he said.

That pleased her, too; and she was very happy, so that she
said, “’You can plant some of the things you like in the garden,
if you want.”

“No, Mary, I like too much to see your own mind coming
out in the garden. You do it all your own way.”

She loved him for that; but after all, it was her garden. She
had invented it, and willed it, and she had worked out the colors
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too, so carefully. It really wouldn’t have been nice if, for in-
stance, Harry had wanted some flowers that didn’t go with the
garden.

At last the green lawn was up, and the cinerarias around the
oak trees bloomed in sunken pots. The little fuchsia trees had
been moved in so carefully that not a leaf wilted.

The window seats behind the dormer windows were piled
with cushions covered with bright, fadeless fabrics, for the sun
shone in that window a good part of the day.

Mary waited until it was all done, all finished exactly as her
mind had seen it; and then one evening when Harry came home
from the office, she led him to the window seat. “You see,” she
said softly. “There it is, just the way I wanted it.”

“It’s beautiful,” said Harry, “very beautiful.”

“In a way I'm sad that it’s done,” she said. “But mostly I'm
glad. We won’t ever change it, will we, Harry? If a bush dies,
we’ll put another one just like it in the same place.”

“Curious little bug,” he said.

“Well, you see I've thought about it so long that it’s part of
me. If anything should be changed it would be like part of me
being torn out.”

He put out his hand to touch her, and then withdrew it. “I
love you so much,” he said, and then paused. “But I'm afraid of
you, too.”

She smiled quietly. “You? Afraid of me? What'’s there about
me you can be afraid of?”

“Well, you're kind of untouchable. There’s an inscrutability
about you. Probably you don’t even know it yourself. You're
kind of like your own garden—fixed, and just so. I'm afraid to
move around. I might disturb some of your plants.”

Mary was pleased. “Dear,” she said. “You let me do it. You
made it my garden. Yes, you are dear.” And she let him kiss
her.

III

He was proud of her when people came in to dinner. She was
so pretty, so cool and perfect. Her bowls of flowers were ex-
quisite, and she talked about the garden modestly, hesitantly,
almost as ‘though she were talking about herself. Sometimes
she took her guests into the garden. She pointed to a fuchsia
tree. “I didn’t know whether he would succeed,” she said, just
as though the plant were a person. “He ate a lot of plant food
before he decided to come around.” She smiled quietly to
herself. - '

She was delightful when she worked in the garden. She wore
a bright print dress, quite long in the skirt, and sleeveless. Some-
where she had found an old-fashioned sunbonnet. She wore
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good sturdy gloves to protect her hands. Harry liked to watch
her going about with a bag and a big spoon, putting plant food
about the roots of her flowers. He liked it, too, when they went
out at night to kill slugs and snails. Mary held the flashlight
while Harry did the actual killing, crushing the slugs and snails
into oozy, bubbling masses. He knew it must be a disgusting
business to her, but the light never wavered. “Brave girl,” he
thought. “She has a sturdiness in back of that fragile beauty.”
She made the hunts exciting too. “There’s a big one, creeping
and creeping,” she would say. “He’s after that big bloom. Kill
him! Kill him quickly!” They came into the house after the
hunts laughing happily.

Mary was worried about the birds. “They don’t come down
to drink,” she complained. “Not many of them. I wonder what’s
keeping them away.”

“Maybe they aren’t used to it yet. They’ll come later. Maybe
there’s a cat around.”

Her face flushed and she breathed deeply. Her pretty lips
tightened away from her teeth. “If there’s a cat, I'll put out
poisoned fish,” she cried. “I won’t have a cat after my birds!”

Harry had to soothe her. “I'll tell you what I’ll do. I'll buy an
air gun. Then if a cat comes, we can shoot it, and it won't kill
the cat, but it’ll hurt, and the cat won’t come back.”

“Yes,” she said more calmly. “That might be better.”

The living-room was very pleasant at night. The fire burned
up in a sheet of flame. If there was a moon, Mary turned off
the lights and then they sat looking through the window at the
cool blue garden and the dark oak trees.

It was utterly calm and etermal out there. And then the
garden ended and the dark thickets of the hill began.

“That’s the enemy,” Mary said one time. “That’s the world
that wants to get in, all rough and tangled and unkempt. But it
can’t get in because the fuchsias won’t let it. That’s what the
fuchsias are there for, and they know it. The birds can get in.
They live out in the wild, but they come to my garden for peace
and for water.” She laughed softly. “There’s something pro-
found in all that, Harry. I don’t know quite what it is. The
quail are beginning to come down now. At least a dozen were
at the pool this evening.”

He said, “I wish I could see the inside of your mind. It seems
to ﬂutter around, but it's a cool, collected mind. It’s so—sure
of itsel

Mary went to sit on his lap for a moment. “Not so awfully
sure. You don’t know, and I'm glad you don’t.” B
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One night when Harry was reading his paper under the lamp,
Mary jumped up. “I left my garden scissors outside,” she said.
“The dew will rust them.”

Harry looked over his paper. “Can’t I get them for you?”

“No, I'll go. You couldn’t find them.” She went out into the
garden and found the shears, and then she looked in the win-
dow, into the living room. Harry was still reading his paper.
The room was clear, like a picture, like the set of a play that
was about to start. A curtain of fire waved up in the fireplace.
Mary stood still and looked. There was the big, deep chair she
had been sitting in a minute ago. What would she be doing if
she hadn’t come outside? Suppose. only essence, only mind and
sight had come, leaving Mary in the chair? She could almost see
herself sitting there. Her round arms and long fingers were rest-
ing on the chair. Her delicate, sensitive face was in profile, look-
ing reflectively into the firelight. “What is she thinking about?”
Mary whispered. “I wonder what’s going on in her mind. Will
she get up? No, she’s just sitting there. The neck of that dresss is
too wide, see how it slips sideways over the shoulder. But that’s
rather pretty. It looks careless, but neat and pretty. Now—she’s
smiling. She must be thinking something nice.”

Sudenly Mary came to herself and realized what she had
been doing. She was delighted. “There were two me’s,” she
thought. “It was like having two lives, being able to see myself.
That’s wonderful. I wonder whether I can see it whenever I
want to. I saw just what other people see when they look at me.
I must tell Harry about that.” But then a new picture formed;
she saw herself explaining, trying to describe what had hap-
pened. She saw him looking over his paper with an intent,
puzzled, almost pained look in his eyes. He tried so hard to un-
derstand when she told him things. He wanted to understand,
and he never quite succeeded. If she told him about this vision
tonight, he would ask questions. He would turn the thing over
and over, trying to understand it, until finally he ruined it. He
didn’t want to spoil the things she told him, but he just couldn’t
help it. He needed too much light on things that light shriveled.
No, she wouldn’t tell him. She would want to come out and do
it again, and she couldn’t if he spoiled it for her.

Through the window she saw Harry put his paper down on
his knee and look up at the door. She hurried in, showing him
the shears to prove what she had gone for. “See, the rust was
forming already. They’d’ve been all brown and nasty by
morning.”

He nodded and smiled at her. “It says in the paper we're
going to have more trouble with that new loan bill. They put a
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lot of difficulties in our way. Somebody has to loan money
when people want to borrow.”

“I don’t understand loans,” she said. “Somebody told me
your company had title to nearly every automobile in town.”

He laughed. “Well, not all, but a good many of them, any-
way. When times are a little bit hard, we make money.”

“It sounds terrible,” she observed. “It sounds like taking un-
fair advantage.”

He folded the paper and put it on the table beside his chair.
“No, I don’t think it’s unfair,” he said. “The people must have
the money, and we supply it. The law regulates the interest rate.
We haven’t anything to do with that.”

She stretched her pretty arms and fingers on the chair, as she
had seen them through the window. “I suppose it really isn’t
unfair,” she said. “It just sounds as thaugh you took advantage
of people when they were down.”

Harry looked seriously into the fire for a long time. Mary
could see him, and she knew he was worrying about what she
said. Well, it would do him no harm to see what business really
was like. Things seemed righter when you did them than when
you thought about them. A little mental housecleaning mightn’t
be a bad thing for Harry.

- After a little, he looked over at her. “Dear, you don’t think
it’s unfair practice, do you?”

“Why, I don’t know anything about loans. How can I tell
what is fair?”

Harry insisted, “But do you feel it’s unfair? Are you ashamed
of my business? I wouldn’t like it if you were.”

Suddenly Mary felt very glad and pleased. “I'm not ashamed,
silly. Every one has a right to make a living. You do what you
do well.”

“You're sure, now?”

“Of course I'm sure, silly.”

After she was in bed in her own little bedroom she heard a
faint click and saw the door knob turn, and then turn slowly
back. The door was locked. It was a signal; there were things
Mary didn’t like to talk about. The lock was an answer to a
question, a clean, quick, decisive answer. It was peculiar about
Harry, though. He always tried the door silently. It seemed as
though he didn’t want her to know he had tried it. But she
always did know. He was sweet and gentle. It seemed to make
him ashamed when he turned the knob and found the door
locked.

Mary pulled the light chain, and when her eyes had become
accustomed to the dark, she looked out the window at her gar-
den in the half moonlight. Harry was sweet, and understanding,
too. That time about the dog. He had come running into the
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house, really running. His face was so red and excited that
Mary had a nasty shock. She thought there had been an acci-
dent. Later in the evening she had a headache from the shock.
Harry had shouted, “Joe Adams—his Irish Terrier bitch had
puppies. He's going to give me one! Thoroughbred stock, red
as strawberries!” He had really wanted one of the pups. It hurt
Mary that he couldn’t have one. But she was proud of his quick
understanding of the situation. When she explained how a dog
would—do things on the plants of her garden, or even dig in her
flower beds, how, worst of all, a dog would keep the birds
away from the pool, Harry understood. He might have trouble
with complicated things, like that vision from the garden, but
he understood about the dog. Later in the evening, when her
head ached, he soothed her and patted Florida Water on her
head. That was the curse of imagination. Mary had seen, ac-
tually seen the dog in her garden, and the dug holes, and ruined
plants. It was almost as bad as though it actually happened.
Harry was ashamed, but really he couldn’t help it if she had
such an imagination. Mary couldn’t blame him, how could he
have known?

v

Late in the afternoon, when the sun had gone behind the hill,
there was a time Mary called the really-garden-time. Then the
high school girl was in from school and had taken charge of the
kitchen. It was almost a sacred time. Mary walked out into the
garden and across the lawn to a folding chair half behind one of
the lawn oaks. She could watch the birds drinking in the pool
from there. She could really feel the garden. When Harry
came home from the office, he stayed in the house and read his
paper until she came in from the garden, star-eyed. It made her
unhappy to be disturbed.

The summer was just breaking. Mary looked into the kitchen
and saw that everything was all right there. She went through
the living room and lighted the laid fire, and then she was ready
for the garden. The sun had just dropped behind the hill, and
the blue gauze of the evening had settled among the oaks.

Mary thought, “It’s like millions of not quite invisible fairies
coming into my garden. You can’t seg one of them, but the
millions change the color of the air.” She smiled to herself at
the nice thought. The clipped lawn was damp and fresh with
watering. The brilliant cinerarias threw little haloes of color
into the air. The fuchsia trees were loaded with blooms. The
buds, like little red Christmas tree ornaments, and the open
blooms like ballet-skirted ladies. They were so right, the
fuchsias, so absolutely right. And they discouraged the enemy
on the other side, the brush and scrubby, untrimmed trees.
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Mary walked across the lawn in the evening to her chair, and
sat down. She could hear the birds gathering to come down to
the pool. “Making up parties,” she thought, “coming to my
garden in the evening. How they must love it! How I would
like to come to my garden for the first time. If I could be two
people —'Good evening, come into the garden, Mary.’ ‘Oh,
isn’t it lovely.’ “Yes, I like it, especially at this time. Quiet, now,
Mary. Don’t frighten the birds.”” She sat as still as a mouse.
Her lips were parted with expectancy. In the brush the quail
twittered sharply. A yellowhammer dropped to the edge of the
pool. Two little flycatchers flickered out over the water and
stood still in the air, beating their wings. And then the quail ran
out, with funny little steps. They stopped and cocked their
heads, to see whether it was safe. Their leader, a big fellow with
a crest like a black question mark, sounded the bugle-like “All
clear” call, and the band came down to drink.

And then it happened, the wonderful thing. Out of the brush
ran a white quail. Mary froze. Yes, it was a quail, no doubt of
it, and white as snow. Oh, this was wonderful! A shiver of
pleasure, a bursting of pleasure swelled in Mary’s breast. She
held her breath. The dainty little white hen quail went to the
other side of the pool, away from the ordinary quail. She
paused and looked around, and then dipped her beak in the
water,

“Why,” Mary cried to herself, “she’s like me!” A powerful
ecstasy quivered in her body. “She’s like the essence of me, an
essence boiled down to utter purity. She must be the queen of
the quail. She makes every lovely thing that ever happened to
me one thing.”

The white quail dipped her beak again and threw back her
head to swallow.

The memories welled in Mary and filled her chest. Something
sad, always something sad. The packages that came; untying
the string was the ecstasy. The thing in the package was never
quite——

The marvelous candy from Italy. “Don’t eat it, dear. It's
prettier than it’s good.” Mary never ate it, but looking at it was
an ecstasy like this.

“What a pretty girl Mary is. She’s like a gentian, so quiet.”
The hearing was an ecstasy like this.

“Mary dear, be very brave now. Your father has—passed
away.” The first moment of loss was an ecstasy like this.

The white quail stretched a wing backward and smoothed
down the feathers with her beak. “This is the me that was
everything beautiful. This is the center of me, my heart.”
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The blue air became purple in the garden. The fuchsia buds
blazed like little candles. And then a gray shadow moved out of
the brush. Mary’s mouth dropped open. She sat paralyzed with
fear. A gray cat crept like death out of the brush, crept toward
the pool and the drinking birds. Mary stared in horror. Her
hand rose up to her tight throat. Then she broke the paralysis.
She screamed terribly. The quail flew away on muttering wings.
The cat bounded back into the brush. Still Mary screamed and
screamed. Harry ran out of the house crying, “Mary! What is
it, Mary?” )

She shuddered when he touched her. She began to cry hys-
terically. He took her up in his arms and carried her into the
house, and into her own room. She lay quivering on the bed.
“What was it, dear? What frightened you?”

“It was a cat,” she moaned. “It was creeping up on the
birds.” She sat up; her eyes blazed. “Harry, you must put out
poison. Tonight you simply must put out some poison for that
cat.”

“Lie back, dear. You've had a shock.”

“Promise me you’ll put out poison.” She looked closely at
him and saw a rebellious light come into his eyes. “Promise.”

“Dear,” he apologized, ‘“some dog might get it. Animals suf-
fer terribly when they get poison.”

“I don’t care,” she cried. “I don’t want any animals in my
garden, any kind.”

“No,” he said. “I won’t do that. No, I can’t do that. But I'l
get up early in the morning. I'll take the new air gun and I'll
shoot that.cat so he’ll never come back. The air gun shoots
hard. It'll make a hurt the cat won’t forget.”

It was the first thing he had ever refused. She didn’t know
how to combat it; but her head ached, terribly. When it ached
its worst he tried to make it up to her for refusing the poison.
He kept a little pad soaked with Florida Water, and he patted
it on her forehead. She wondered whether she should tell him
about the white quail. He wouldn’t believe it. But maybe if he
knew how important it was, he might poison the cat. She waited
until her nerves were calm before she told him. “Dear. there
was a white quail in the garden.”

“A white quail? Are you sure it wasn’t a pigeon?”

There it was. Right from the first he spoiled it. “I know
quail.” she cried. “It was quite close to me. A white hen quail.”

“That would be a thing to see,” he said. “I never heard of
one.” ’

“But I tell you I saw it.”
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He dabbed at her forehead. “Well, I suppose it was an al-
bino. No pigment in the feathers, something like that.”

She was growing hysterical again. “You don’t understand.
That white quail was me, the secret me that no one can ever
get at, the me that’s way inside.” Harry’s face was contorted
with the struggle to understand. “Can’t you see, dear? The cat
was after me. It was going to kill me. That’s why I want to
poison it.” She studied his face. No, he didn’t understand, he
couldn’t. Why had she told him? If she hadn’t been so upset she
never would have told him.

“I’ll set my alarm clock,” he assured her. “Tomorrow morn-
ing I'll give that cat something to remember.”

At ten o’clock he left her alone. And when he had gone Mary
got up and locked the door.

His alarm-clock bell awakened Mary in the morning. It was
still dark in her room, but she could see the gray light of morn-
ing through the window. She heard Harry dressing quietly. He
tiptoed past her door and went outside, closing the door silently
for fear of awakening her. He carried the new shining air gun
in his hand. The fresh gray morning air made him throw back
his shoulders and step lightly over the damp lawn. He walked to
the corner of the garden and lay down on his stomach in the
wet grass.

The garden grew lighter. Already the quail were twittering
metallically. The little brown band came to the edge of the
brush and cocked their heads. Then the big leader called, “All’s
well,” and his charges ran with quick steps to the pool. A mo-
ment later the white quail followed them. She went to the other
side of the pool and dipped her beak and threw back her head.
Harry raised the gun. The white quail tipped her head and
looked toward him. The air gun spat with a vicious whisper.
The quail flew off into the brush. But the white quail fell over
and shuddered a moment, and lay still on the lawn.

Harry walked slowly over to her and picked her up. “I didn’t
mean to kill it,” he said to himself. “I just wanted to scare it
away.” He looked at the white bird in his hand. Right in the
head, right under the eye the BB shot had gone. Harry stepped
to the line of fuchsias and threw the quail up into the brush.
The next moment he put down the gun and crashed up through
the undergrowth. He found the white quail, carried her far up
the hill and buried her under a pile of leaves.

Mary heard him pass her door. “Harry, did you shoot the
cat?”

“It won’t ever come back,” he said through the door.

“Well, I hope you killed it, but I don’t want to hear the
details.”

Harry walked on into the living-room and sat down in a big
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chair. The room was still dusky, but through the big dormer
window the garden glowed and the tops of the lawn oaks were
afire with sunshine.

“What a skunk I am,” Harry said to himself. “What a dirty
skunk, to kill a thing she loved so much.” He dropped his head
and looked at the floor. “I'm lonely,” he said. “Oh, Lord, I'm so
lonely!”



LORD DUNSANY

THE TWO BOTTLES OF RELISH

SMITHERS is my name. I'm what you might
call a small man, and in a small way of business. I travel for
Num-numo, a relish for meats and savories; the world famous
relish I ought to say. It’s really quite good, no deleterious acids
in it, and does not affect the heart; so it is quite easy to push. I
wouldn’t have got the job if it weren't. But I hope some day to
get something that’s harder to push, as of course the harder
they are to push, the better the pay. At present I can just make
my way, with nothing at all over; but then I live in a very ex-
pensive flat. It happened like this, and that brings me to my
story. And it isn’t the story you'd expect from a small man like
me, yet there’s nobody else to tell it. Those that know anything
of it besides me, are all for hushing it up.

Well, I was looking for a room to live in in London when first
1 got my job; it had to be in London, to be central; and I went to
a block of buildings, very gloomy they looked, and saw the
man that ran them and asked him for what I wanted; flats they
called them; just a bedroom and a sort of a cupboard. Well he
was showing a man round at the time who was a gent, in fact
more than that, so he didn’t take much notice of me, the man
that ran all those flats didn’t, I mean. So I just ran behind for a
bit, seeing all sorts of rooms, and waiting till I could be shown
my class of thing. We came to a very nice flat, a sitting room,
bedroom and bathroom, and a sort of little place that they
called a hall. And that’s how I came to know Linley. He was the
bloke that was being shown round.

“Bit expensive,” he said.

And the man that ran the flats turned away to the window
and picked his teeth. It’s funny how much you can show by a
simple thing like that. What he meant to say was that he’d hun-
dreds of flats like that, and thousands of people looking for
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them, and he didn’t care who had them or whether they all
went on looking. There was no mistaking him, somehow. And
yet he never said a word, only looked away out of the window
and picked his teeth. And I ventured to speak to Mr. Linley
then; and 1 said, “How about it, sir, if I paid half, and shared
it? I wouldn’t be in the way, and I'm out all day, and whatever
you said would go, and really I wouldn’t be no more in your
way than a cat.”

You may be surprised at my doing it; and you’ll be much
more surprised at him accepting it; at least, you would if you
knew me, just a small man in a small way of business; and yet [
could see at once that he was taking to me more than he was
taking to the man at the window.

“But there’s only one bedroom,” he said.

“I could make up my bed easy in that little room there,” I
said.

“The Hall,” said the man looking round from the window,
without taking his toothpick out.

“And I'd have the bed out of the way and hid in the cupboard
by any hour you like,” I said.

He looked thoughtful, and the other man looked out over
London; and in the end, do you know, he accepted.

“Friend of yours?” said the flat man.

“Yes,” answered Mr. Linley.

It was really very nice of him.

I’ll tell you why I did it. Able to afford it? Of course not. But
I heard him tell the flat man that he had just come down from
Oxford and wanted to live for a few months in London. It
turned out he wanted just to be comfortable and do nothing for
a bit while he looked things over and chose a job, or probably
just as long as he could afford it. Well I said to myself, what’s
the Oxford manner worth in business, especially a business like
mine? Why, simply everything you’ve got. If I picked up only a
quarter of it from this Mr. Linley I'd be able to double my
sales, and that would soon mean I'd be given something a lot
harder to push, with perhaps treble the pay. Worth it every
time. And you can make a quarter of an education go twice as
far again, if you're careful with it. I mean you don’t have to
quote the whole of the Inferno to show that you’ve read Milton;
half a line may do it.

Well, about that story I have to tell. And you mightn’t think
that a little man like me could make you shudder. Well, I soon
forgot about the Oxford manner when we settled down in our
flat. I forgot it in the sheer wonder of the man himself. He had
a mind like an acrobat’s body, like a bird’s body. It didn’t want
education. You didn’t notice whether he was educated or not.
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Ideas were always leaping up in him, things you’d never have
thought of. And not only that, but if any ideas were about, he’d
sort of catch them. Time and again I've found him knowing
just what I was going to say. Not thought-reading, but what
they call intuition. I used to try to learn a bit about chess, just
to take my thoughts off Num-numo in the evening, when I'd
done with it. But problems I never could do. Yet he’d come
along and glance at my problem and say, “You probably move
that piece first,” and I'd say, “But where?” and he’d say, “Oh,
one of those three squares.” And I'd say, “But it will be taken
on all of them.” And the piece a queen all the time, mind you.
And he’'d say, “Yes, it’s doing no good there: you’re probably
meant to lose it.”

And, do you know, he’d be right.

You see he’d been following out what the other man had
been thinking. That’s what he’d been doing.

Well one day there was that ghastly murder at Unge. I don’t
know if you remember it. But Seeger had gone down to live
with a girl in a bungalow on the North Downs, and that was
the first we had heard of him.

The girl had £200, and he got every penny of it and she ut-
terly disappeared. And Scotland Yard couldn’t find her.

Well I'd happened to read that Seeger had bought two bottles
of Num-numo; for the Otherthorpe police had found out every-
thing about him, except what he did with the girl; and that of
course attracted my attention or I should have never thought
again about the case or said a word of it to Linley. Num-numo
was always on my mind, as I always spent every day pushing it,
and that kept me from forgetting the other thing. And so one
day I said to Linley, “I wonder with all that knack you have for
seeing through a chess problem, and thinking of one thing and
another, that you don’t have a go at that Otherthorpe mystery.
It’s a problem as much as chess,” 1 said.

“There’s not the mystery in ten murders that there is in one
game of chess,” he answered.

“It’s beaten Scotland Yard,” I said.

“Has it?” he asked.

“Knocked them end-wise,” I said.

“It shouldn’t have done that,” he said. And almost imme-
diately after he said, “What are the facts?”

We were both sitting at supper and I told him the facts, as I
had them straight from the papers. She was a pretty blonde,
she was small, she was called Nancy Elth, she had £200, they
lived at the bungalow for five days. After that he stayed there
for another fortnight, but nobody ever saw her alive again.
Seeger said she had gone to South America, but later said he
had never said South America, but South Africa. None of her
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money remained in the bank where she had kept it, and Seeger
was shown to have come by at least £150 just at that time.
Then Seeger turned out to be a vegetarian, getting all his food
from the greengrocer, and that made the constable in the vil-
lage of Unge suspicious of him, for a vegetarian was something
new to the constable. He watched Seeger after that, and it’s
well he did, for there was nothing that Scotland Yard asked
him that he couldn’t tell them about him, except of course the
one thing. And he told the police at Otherthorpe five or six
miles away, and they came and took a hand at it too.

They were able to say, for one thing, that he never went out-
side the bungalow and its tidy garden ever since she disap-
peared. You see, the more they watched him the more suspi-
cious they got, as you naturally do if you're watching a man; so
that very soon they were watching every move he made, but if
it hadn’t been for his being a vegetarian they’d never have
started to suspect him, and there wouldn’t have been enough
evidence even for Linley. Not that they found out anything
much against him, except that £150 dropping in from no-
where, and it was Scotland Yard that found that, not the police
of Otherthorpe.

No, what the constable of Unge found out was about the
larch trees, and that beat Scotland Yard utterly, and beat Lin-
ley up to the very last, and of course it beat me. There were ten
larch trees in the bit of a garden, and he’d made some sort of
an arrangement with the landlord, Seeger had, before he took
the bungalow, by which he could do what he liked with the
larch trees. And then from about the time that little Nancy Elth
must have died he cut every one of them down. Three times a
day he went at it for nearly a week, and when they were all
down he cut them all up into logs no more than two feet long
and laid them all in neat heaps. You never saw such work. And
what for? To give an excuse for the axe was one theory. But
the excuse was bigger than the axe: it took him a fortnight,
hard work every day. And he could have killed a little thing like
Nancy Elth without an axe, and cut her up, too. Another theory
was that he wanted firewood, to make away with the body. But
he never used it. He left it all standing there in those neat
stacks. It fairly beat everybody.

Well, those are the facts I told Linley. Oh yes, and he bought
a big butcher’s knife. Funny thing, they all do. And yet it isn’t
so funny after all; if you've got to cut a woman up, you've got
to cut her up; and you can’t do that without a knife. Then, there
were some negative facts. He hadn’t burned her. Only had a fire
in the small stove now and then, and only used it for cooking.
They got on to that pretty smartly, the Unge constable did,
and the men that were lending him a hand from Otherthorpe.
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There were some little woody places lying round, shaws they
call them in that part of the country, the country people do,
and they could climb a tree handy and unobserved and get a
sniff at the smoke in almost any direction it might be blowing.
They did now and then and there was no smell of flesh burning,
just ordinary cooking. Pretty smart of the Otherthorpe police
that was, though of course it didn’t help to hang Seeger. Then
later on the Scotland Yard men went down and got another
fact, negative but narrowing things down all the while. And
that was that the chalk under the bungalow and under the little
garden had none of it been disturbed. And he’d never been out-
side it since Nancy disappeared. Oh yes, and he had a big file
besides the knife. But there was no sign of any ground bones
found on the file, or any blood on the knife. He’d washed them
of course. I told all that to Linley.

Now I ought to warn you before I got any further; I am a
small man myself and you probably don’t expect anything hor-
rible from me. But I ought to warn you this man was a mur-
derer, or at any rate somebody was; the woman had been made
away with, a nice pretty little girl, too, and the man that had
done that wasn’t necessarily going to stop at things you might
think he’d stop ‘at. With the mind to do a thing like that, and
with the shadow of the rope to drive him further, you can’t say
what he’ll stop at. Murder tales seem nice things sometimes for
a lady to sit and read all by herself by the fire. But murder
isn’t a nice thing, and when a murderer’s desperate and trying
to hide his tracks he isn’t even as nice as he was before. I'll ask
you to bear that in mind. Well I've warned you.

So I says to Linley, “And what do you make of it?”

“Drains?” said Linley.

“No,” I says, “you’re wrong there. Scotland Yard has been
into that. And the Otherthorpe people before them. They’ve
had a look in the drains, such as they are, a little thing running
into a cesspool beyond the garden; and nothing has gone down
it, nothing that ought’t to have, I mean.”

He made one or two other suggestions, but Scotland Yard
had been before him in every case. That’s really the crab of my
story, if you’ll excuse the expression. You want a man who sets
out to be a detective to take his magnifying glass and go down
to the spot; to go to the spot before everything; and then to
measure the footmarks and pick up the clues and find the knife
that the police have overlooked. But Linley never even went
near the place, and he hadn’t got a magnifying glass, not as I
ever saw, and Scotland Yard was before him every time.

In fact they had more clues than anybody could make head
or tail of. Every kind of clue to show that he’d murdered the
poor little girl; every kind of clue to show that he hadn’t dis-
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posed of the body; and yet the body wasn’t there. It wasn’t in
South America either, and not much more likely in South
Africa, And all the time, mind you, that enormous bunch of
chopped larch wood, a clue that was staring everyone in the
face and leading nowhere. No, we didn’t seem to want any
more clues, and Linley never went near the place. The trouble
was to deal with the clues we’d got. I was completely mystified;
so was Scotland Yard; and Linley seemed to be getting no for-
warder; and all the while the mystery was hanging on me. I
mean if it were not for the trifle I'd chanced to remember, and
if it were not for one chance word I said to Linley, that mystery
would have gone the way of all the other mysteries that men
bave made nothing of, a darkness, a little patch of night in
history. :

Well, the fact was Linley didn’t take much interest in it at
first, but I was so absolutely sure that he could do it, that I kept
him to the idea. “You can do chess problems,” I said.

“That’s ten times harder,” he said, sticking to his point.

“Then why don’t you do this?” I said.

“Then go and take a look at the board for me,” said Linley.

That was his way of talking. We'd been a fortnight together,
and I knew it by now. He meant go down to the bungalow at
Unge. I know you’ll say why didn’t he go himself, but the plain
truth of it is that if he’d been tearing about the countryside he’d
never have been thinking, whereas sitting here in this chair by
the fire in our flat there was no limit to the ground he could
cover, if you follow my meaning. So down I went by train next
day, and got out at Unge station. And there were the North
Downs rising up before me.

“It’s up there isn’t it?” I said to the porter.

“That’s right,” he said. “Up there by the lane; and mind to
turn to your right when you get to the old yew tree, a very big
tree, you can’t mistake it, and then . ..” and he told me the way
so that I couldn’t go wrong. I found them all like that, very
nice and helpful. You see it was Unge’s day at last; everyone
had heard of Unge now; you could have got a letter there any
time just then without putting the county or post town, and
this was what Unge had to show. I dare say if you tried to find
Unge now . . . ; well, anyway, they were making hay while the
sun shone.

Well, there the hill was, going up into sunlight, going up like
a song. You don’t want to hear about the spring, and all the
May colors that came down over everything later on in the day,
and all those birds; but I thought, “What a nice place to bring a
girl to.” And then when I thought that he’d killed her there,
well I'm only a small man, as I said, but when I thought of her
on that hill with all the birds singing, I said to myself, “Wouldn’t
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it be odd if it turned out to be me after all that got that man
killed, if be did murder her.”

So I soon found my way up to the bungalow and began pry-
ing about, looking over the hedge into the garden. And I didn’t
find much, and I found nothing at all that the police hadn't
found already, but there were those heaps of larch logs staring
me in the face and looking very queer.

I did a lot of thinking, leaning against the hedge, breathing
the smell of the May, and looking over the top of it at the larch
logs, and the neat little bungalow the other side of the garden.
Lots of theories I thought of; till I came to the best thought of
all; and that was that if I left the thinking to Linley, with his
Oxford-and-Cambridge education, and only brought him the
facts, as he had told me, I should be doing more good in my
way than if I tried to do any big thinking. I forgot to say that I
had gone to Scotland Yard in the morning. Well, there wasn’t
really much to tell. What they asked me was, what I wanted.
And, not having an answer exactly ready, I didn’t find out very
much from them.

But it was quite different at Unge; everyone was most oblig-
ing; it was their day there, as I said. The constable let me go in-
doors, so long as I didn’t touch anything, and he gave me a
look at the garden from the inside. And I saw the stumps of the
ten larch trees, and I noticed one thing that Linley said was
very observant of me, not that it turned out to be any use, but
any way I was doing my best; I noticed that the stumps had
been all chopped anyhow. And from that I thought that the
man that did it didn’t know much about chopping. The con-
stable said that was a deduction. So then I said that the axe
was blunt when he used it; and that certainly made the con-
stable think, though he didn’t actually say I was right this time.

Did I tell you that Seeger never went outdoors, except to the
little garden to chop wood, ever since Nancy disappeared? 1
think I did. Well it was perfectly true. They’d watched him
night and day, one or another of them, and the Unge constable
told me that himself. That limited things a good deal. The only
thing I didn’t like about it was that I felt Linley ought to have
found all that out instead of ordinary policemen, and I felt that
he could have too. There’d have been romance in a story like
that. And they’d never have done it if the news hadn’t gone
round that the man was a vegetarian and only dealt at the
greengrocers. Likely as not even that was only started out of
pique by the butcher. It’s queer what little things may trip a
man up. Best to keep straight is my motto. But perhaps I'm
straying a bit away from my story. I should like to do that for
ever; forget that it ever was; but I can’t.

Well I picked up all sorts of information; clues I suppose I
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should call it in a story like this; though they none of them
seemed to lead anywhere. For instance, I found out everything
he ever bought at the village; I could even tell you the kind of
salt he bought, quite plain with no phosphate in it, that they
sometimes put in to make it tidy. And then he got ice from the
fishmongers, and plenty of vegetables, as I said, from the green-
grocer, Mergin and Sons. And I had a bit of talk over it all
with the constable. Slugger he said his name was. I wondered
why he hadn’t come in and searched the place as soon as the
girl was missing. “Well, you can’t do that,” he said. “And be-
sides, we didn’t suspect at once, not about the girl, that is. We
only suspected there was something wrong about him on ac-
count of him being a vegetarian. He stayed a good fortnight
after the last that was seen of her. And then we slipped in like a
knife. But, you see, no one had been inquiring about her, there
was no warrant out.”

“And what did you find,” I asked Slugger, “when you
went in?”

“Just a big file,” he said, “and the knife and the axe that he
must have got to chop her up with.”

“But he got the axe to chop trees with,” I said.

“Well, yes,” he said, but rather grudgingly.

“And what did he chop them for?” I asked.

“Well of course my superiors have theories about that,” he
said, “that they mightn’t tell to everybody.”

You see, it was those logs that were beating them.

“But did he cut her up at all?” I asked.

“Well, he said that she was going to South America,” he
answered. Which was really very fair-minded of him.

I don’t remember now much else that he told me. Seeger
left the plates and dishes all washed up and very neat, he said.

Well I brought all this back to Linley, going up by the train
that started just about sunset. I'd like to tell you about the late
spring evening, so calm over that grim bungalow; but you'll
want to hear of the murder. Well, I told Linley everything,
though much of it didn’t seem to me to be worth the telling.
The trouble was that the moment I began to leave anything
out, he’d know it, and make me drag it in. “You can’t tell what
may be vital,” he’d say. “A tin tack swept away by a housemaid
might hang a man.”

All very well, but be consistent even if you are educated at
Eton and Harrow; and whenever I mentioned Num-numo,
which after all was the beginning of the whole story, because
he wouldn’t have heard of it if it hadn’t been for me, and my
noticing- that Seeger had bought two bottles of it, why then he
said that things like that were trivial and we should keep to the
main issues. I naturally talked a bit about Num-numo, because
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only that day I had pushed close on fifty bottles of it in Unge. A
murder certainly stimulates people’s minds, and Seeger’s two
bottles gave me an opportunity that only a fool could have
failed to make something of. But of course all that was nothing
at all to Linley.

You can’t see a man’s thoughts and you can’t look into his
mind, so that all the most exciting things in the world can
never be told of. But what I think happened all that evening
with Linley, while I talked to him before supper, and all
through supper, and sitting smoking afterwards in front of our
fire, was that his thoughts were stuck at a barrier there was no
getting over. And the barrier wasn’t the difficulty of finding
ways and means by which Seeger might have made away with
the body, but the impossibility of finding why he chopped those
masses of wood every day for a fortnight, and paid as I'd just
found out, £25 to his landlord to be allowed to do it. That's
what was beating Linley. As for the ways by which Seeger
might have hidden the body, it seemed to me that every way
was blocked by the police. If you said he buried it they said the
chalk was undisturbed, if you said he carried it away they said
he never left the place, if you said he burned it they said no
smell of burming was ever noticed when the smoke blew low,
and when it didn't they climbed trees after it. I'd taken to Lin-
ley wonderfully, and I didn’t have to be educated to see there
was something big in a mind like his, and I thought that he
could have done it. When I saw the police getting in before him
like that, and no way that I could see of getting past them, I felt
real sorry.

Did anyone come to the house, he asked me once or twice?
Did anyone take anything away from it? But we couldn’t ac-
count for it that way. Then perhaps I made some suggestion
that was no good, or perhaps I started talking of Num-numo
again, and he jinterrupted me rather sharply.

“But what would you do, Smithers?” he said. “What would
you do yourself?”

“If I'd murdered poor Nancy Elth?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said.

“I can’t ever imagine doing such a thing,” I told him.

He sighed at that, as though it were something against me.

“I suppose I should never be a detective,” I said. And he just
shook his head.

Then he looked broodingly into the fire for what seemed an
hour. And then he shook his head again. We both went to bed
after that.

I shall remember the next day all my life. I was till evening,
as usual, pushing Num-numo. And we sat down to supper about
nine. You couldn’t get things cooked at those flats, so of course
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we had it cold. And Linley began with a salad. I can see it now,
every bit of it. Well, I was still a bit full of what I’d done in
Unge, pushing Num-numo. Only a fool, I know, would have
been unable to push it there; but still, I kad pushed it; and about
fifty bottles, forty-eight to be exact, are something in a small
village, whatever the circumstances. So I was talking about it a
bit; and then all of a sudden I realized that Num-numo was
nothing to Linley, and I pulled myself up with a jerk. It was
really very kind of him; do you know what he did? He must
have known at once why I stopped talking, and he just stretched
out a hand and said: “Would you give me a little of your Num-
numo for my salad?” .

I was so touched I nearly gave it him. But of course you don’t
take Num-numo with salad. Only for meats and savories.
That’s on the bottle.

So I just said to him, “Only for meats and savories.” Though
.I don’t know what savories are. Never had any.

I never saw a man’s face go like that before.

He seemed still for a whole minute. And nothing speaking
about him but that expression. Like a man that’s seen a ghost,
one is tempted to say. But it wasn’t really at all. I'll tell you
what he looked like. Like a man that’s seen something that no
one has ever looked at before, something he thought couldn’t
be.

And then he said in a voice that was all quite changed, more
low and gentle and quiet it seemed, “No good for vege-
tables, eh?”

“Not a bit,” I said.

And at that he gave a kind of sob in his throat. T hadn't
thought he could feel things like that. Of course I didn’t know
what it was all about; but, whatever it was, I thought all that
sort of thing would have been knocked out of him at Eton and
Harrow, an educated man like that. There were no tears in his
eyes but he was feeling something horribly.

And then he began to speak with big spaces between his
words, saying, “A man might make a mistake perhaps, and use
Num-numo with vegetables.”

“Not twice,” I said. What else could I say?

And he repeated that after me as though I had told of the
end of the world, and adding an awful emphasis to my words,
till they seemed all clammy with some frightful significance,
and shaking his head as he said it.

Then he was quite silent.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Smithers,” he said.

“Yes,” 1 said.

“Smithers,” said he.
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And I said, “Well?”

“Look here Smithers,” he said, “you must ’phone down to
the grocer at Unge and find out from him this.”

“Yes?” I said.
© “Whether Seeger bought those two bottles, as I expect he
did, on the same day, and not a few days apart. He couldn’t
have done that.”

I waited to see if any more was coming, and then I ran out
and did what I was told. It took me some time, being after
nine o’clock, and only then with the help of the police. About
six days apart they said; and so I came back and told Linley. He
looked up at me so hopefully when I came in, but I saw that it
was the wrong answer by his eyes.

You can’t take things to heart like that without being ill, and
when he didn’t speak I said, “What you want is a good brandy,
and go to bed early.”

And he said, “No. I must see someone from Scotland Yard.
'Phone round to them. Say here at once.”

But I said, “I can’t get an inspector from Scotland Yard to
call on us at this hour.”

His eyes were all lit up. He was all there all right.

“Then tell them,” he said, “they’ll never find Nancy Elth. Tell
one of them to come here and I'll tell him why.” And he added,
I think only for me, “They must watch Seeger, till one day they
get him over something else.”

And, do you know, he came. Inspector Ulton; he came
himself.

While we were waiting I tried to talk to Linley. Partly curi-
osity, I admit. But I didn’t want to leave him to those thoughts
of his, brooding away by the fire. I tried to ask him what it was
all about. But he wouldn’t tell me. “Murder is horrible,” is all
he would say. “And as a man covers his tracks up it only gets
worse.”

He wouldn’t tell me. “There are tales,” he said, “that one
never wants to hear.”

That'’s true enough. I wish I'd never heard this one. I never
did actually. But I guessed it from Linley’s last words to In-
spector Ulton, the only ones that I overheard. And perhaps this
is the point at which to stop reading my story, so that you don't
guess it too; even if you think you want murder stories. For
don’t you rather want a murder story with a bit of romantic
twist, and not a story about real foul murder? Well, just as you
like.

In came Inspector Ulton, and Linley shook hands in silence,
and pointed the way to his bedroom; and they went in there
and talked in low voices, and I never heard a word.
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A fairly hearty-looking man was the inspector when they
went into that room.

They walked through our sitting room in silence when they
came out, and together they went into the hall, and there 1
heard the only words they said to each other. It was the In-
spector that first broke that silence.

“But why,” he said, “did he cut down the trees?”

“Solely,” said Linley, “in order to get an appetite.”



MARY NORTON

PAUL’S TALE

“‘HO! HO! said the king, slapping his fat
thighs. ‘Methinks this youth shows promise.’ But, at that mo-
ment, the court magician stepped forward . . . What is the
matter, Paul? Don’t you like this story?”

“Yes, I like it.”

“Then lie quiet, dear, and listen.”

“It was just a sort of stalk of a feather pushing itself through
the eiderdown.”

“Well, you needn’t help it, dear. It’s destructive. Where
were we?” Aunt Isobel’s short-sighted eyes searched down the
page of the book. She looked comfortable and pink and plump,
rocking there in the firelight. *. . . stepped forward . you see
the court magician knew that the witch had taken the magic
music box, and that Colin—Paul, you aren’t listening!”

“Yes, I am. I can hear.”

“Of course you can’t hear—right under the bed clothes!
What are you doing, dear?”

“I'm seeing what a hot water bottle feels like.”

“Don’t you know what a hot water bottles feels like?”

“I know what it feels like to me. I don’t know what it feels
like to itself.”

“Well, shall I go on or not?”

“Yes, go on,” said Paul. He emerged from the bed clothes,
his hair ruffled.

Aunt Isobel looked at him curiously. He was her godson; he
had a bad feverish cold; and his mother had gone to London.
“Does it tire you, dear, to be read to?” she said at last.

“No. But I like told stories better than read stories.”

Aunt Isobel got up and put some more coal on the fire. Then
she looked at the clock. She sighed. “Well, dear,” she said
brightly, as she sat down once more on the rocking chair,
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“What sort of story would you like?” She unfolded her knit-
ting.
“I’d like a real story.”

“How do you mean, dear?” Aunt Isobel began to cast on.
The cord of her pince-nez, anchored to her bosom, rose and
fell in gentle undulations.

Paul flung round on his back, staring at the ceiling. “You
koow,” he said, “quite real—so you know it must have hap-
pened.” ’

“Shall 1 tell you about Grace Darling?”

“No. Tell me about a little man.”

“What sort of a little man?”

“A little man just as high—" Paul's eyes searched the room
—*“as that candlestick on the mantelshelf, but without the
candle.”

“But that’s a very small candlestick. It's only about six
inches.”

“Well, about that big.”

Aunt Isobel began knitting a few stitches. She was disap-
pointed about the fairy story. She had been reading with so
much expression, making a deep voice for the king, and a
wicked, oily voice for the court magician, and a fine, cheerful,
boyish voice for Colin, the swineherd. A little man—what
could she say about a little man? “Ah,” she exclaimed suddenly,
and laid down ber knitting, smiling at Paul. Little men . . . of
course . . .

“Well,” said Aunt Isobel, drawing in her breath. “Once upon
a time, there was a little, tiny man, and he was no bigger than
that candlestick—there on the mantelshelf.”

Paul settled down, his cheek on his crook’d arm, his eyes on
Aunt Isobel’s face. The firelight flickered softly on the walls and
ceiling.

“He was the sweetest little man you ever saw, and he wore a
little red jerkin, and a dear little cap made out of a foxglove.
His boots . . .”

“He didn’t have any,” said Paul.

Aunt Isobel looked startled. “Yes,” she exclaimed. “He had
boots—Ilittle, pointed—"

“He didn’t have any clothes,” contradicted Paul. “He was
quite bare.”

Aunt Isobel looked perturbed. “But he would have been
cold,” she pointed out.

“He had thick skin,” explained Paul. “Like a twig.”

“Like a twig?” '

“Yes. You know that sort of wrinkly, nubbly skin on a
twig.’,

Aunt Isobel knitted in silence for a second or two. She didn’t
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like the little naked man nearly as much as the little dressed
man; she was trying to get used to him. After a while she
went on.

“He lived in a bluebell wood, among the roots of a dear old
tree. He had a dear little house, tunneled out of the soft, loamy
earth, with a bright blue front door.”

“Why didn’t he live in it?” asked Paul.

“He did live in it, dear,” exclaimed Aunt Isobel patiently.

“I thought he lived in the potting shed.”

“In the potting shed?”

“Well, perhaps he had two houses. Some people do. I wish
I'd seen the one with the blue front door.”

“Did you see the one in the potting shed?” asked Aunt Isobel,
after a second’s bewildered silence.

“Not inside. Right inside. I'm too big. I just sort of saw into it
with a flashlight.”

“And what was it like?” asked Aunt Isobel, in spite of herself

“Well, it was clean—in a potting-shed sort of way. He'd
made the furniture himself. The floor was just earth but he'd
trodden it down so that it was hard. It took him years.”

“Well, dear, you seem to know more about this little man
than I do.”

Paul snuggled his head more comfortably against his elbow.
He half-closed his eyes. “Go on,” he said dreamily.

Aunt Isobel glanced at him hesitatingly. How beautiful he
looked, she thought, lying there in the firelight with one curled
hand lying lightly on the counterpane. “Well,” she went on,
“this little man had a little pipe made of a straw.” She paused,
rather pleased with this idea. “A little hollow straw, through
which he played jiggity little tunes. And to which he danced.”
She hesitated. “Among the bluebells,” she added. Really, this
was quite a pretty story. She knitted hard for a few seconds,
breathing heavily, before the next bit would come. “Now,” she
continued brightly, in a changed, higher, and more conversa-
tional voice, “up in the tree, there lived a fairy.”

“In the tree?” asked Paul incredulously.

“Yes,” said Aunt Isobel, “in the tree.”

Paul raised his head. “Do you know that for certain?”

“Well, Paul,” began Aunt Isobel. Then she added playfully,
“Well, I suppose 1 do.”

“Go on,” said Paul.

“Well, this fairy—"

Paul raised his head again. “Couldn’t you go on about the
little man?”

“But, dear, we've done the little man—how he lived in the
tree roots, and played a pipe, and all that.”

“You didn’t say about his hands and feet.”
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“His hands and feet?”

“How sort of big his hands and feet locked, and how he
could scuttle along. Like a rat,” Paul added.

“Like a rat!” exclaimed Aunt Isobel.

“And his voice. You didn’t say anything about his voice.”

“What sort of a voice,” Aunt Isobel looked almost scared,
“did he have?”

“A croaky sort of voice. Like a frog. And he says ‘Will ’e¢’
and ‘Do ’ee’”

“Willy and Dooey . . .” repeated Aunt Isobel, as if fascinated.

“Instead of ‘Will you’ and ‘Do you.” You know.”

“Has he—got a Sussex accent?”

“Sort of. He isn’t used to talking. He’s the last one. He's been
all alone, for years and years.” s

“Did he—" Aunt Isobel swallowed. “Did he tell you that?”

“Yes. He had an aunt and she died about fifteen years ago.
But even when she was alive, he never spoke to her.”

“Why?” asked Aunt Isobel.

“He didn't like her,” said Paul.

There was silence. Paul stared dreamily into the fire. Aunt
Isobel sat as if turned to stone, her hands idle in her lap. After
a while, she cleared her throat. “When did you first see this
little man, Paul?”

“Oh, ages and ages ago. When did you?”

“I—Where did you find him?”

“Under the chicken house.”

“Did you—did you speak to him?”

Paul made a little snort. “No. I just popped a tin over him.”

“You caught him!”

“Yes. There was an old rusty chicken-food tin near. I just
popped it over him.” Paul laughed. “He scrabbled away inside.
Then I popped an old kitchen plate that was there on top of the
tin.”

Aunt Isobel sat staring at Paul. “What—did you do with
him then?”

“I put him in a cake tin, and made holes in the lid. I gave
him a bit of bread and milk.” ’

“Didn’t he—say anything?”

“Well, he was sort of croaking.”

“And then?”

“Well, I sort of forgot I had him.”

“You forgot!”

“I went fishing, you see. Then it was bedtime. And next day
I didn’t remember him. Then when I went to look for him, he
was lying curled up at the bottom of the tin. He’d gone all soft.
He just hung over my finger. All soft.”

Aunt Isobel’s eyes protruded dully. “What did you do then?”
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“T gave him some cherry corjil in a fountain-pen filler.”

“That revived him?”

“Yes, that’s when he began to talk. And told me about his
aunt and everything. I harnessed him up, then, with a bit of
string.”

“Oh, Paul,” exclaimed Aunt Isobel. “how cruell”

“Well, he’d have got away. It didn’t hurt him. Then I tamed
him.”

“How did you tame him?”

“Oh, how you tame anything. With food mostly. Chips of
gelatine and raw sago he liked best. Cheese, he liked. I'd take
him out and let him go down rabbit holes and things, on the
string. Then he would come back and tell me what was going
on. I put him down all kinds of holes in trees and things.”

“Whatever for?”

“Just to know what was going on. I have all kinds of uses
for him.”

“Why,” stammered Aunt Isobel, half rising from her chair,
“you haven't still got him, have you?”

Paul sat up on his elbow. “Yes. I've got him. I'm going to
keep him till I go to school. I'll need him at school like any-
thing.”

“But it isn’t—You wouldn’t be allowed—" Aunt Isobel be-
came suddenly extremely grave. “Where is he now?”

“In the cake tin.”

“Where is the cake tin?”

“Over there. In the toy cupboard.”

Aunt Isobel looked fearfully across the shadowed room. She
stood up. “I am going to put the light on, and I shall take that
cake tin out into the garden.”

“It’s raining,” Paul reminded her.

“I can’t help that,” said Aunt Isobel. “It is wrong and wicked
to keep a little thing like that shut up in a cake tin. I shall take
it out on to the back porch and open the lid.”

“He can hear you,” said Paul.

“I don’t care if he can hear me.” Aunt Isobel walked toward
the door. “I'm thinking of his good, as much as of anyone
else’s.” She switched on the light. “Now, which was the cup-
board?”

“That one, near the fireplace.”

The door was ajar. Timidly Aunt Isobel pulled it open with
one finger. There stood the cake tin amid a medley of torn
cardboard, playing cards, pieces of jigsaw puzzle, and an open
paint box.

“What a mess, Paul!”

Nervously Aunt Isobel stared at the cake tin and, falsely
innocent, the British Royal Family stared back at her, painted
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brightly on a background of Allied flags. The holes in the lid
were narrow and wedge-shaped; made, no doubt, by the big
blade of the best cutting-out scissors.

Aunt Isobel drew in her breath sharply. “If you weren’t ill,
I'd make you do this. I'd make you carry the tin out and watch
you open the lid—" She hesitated as if unnerved by the stillness
of the rain-darkened room and the sinister quiet within the
cake tin.

Then bravely she put out her hand. Paul watched her, ab-
sorbed, as she stretched forward the other hand and, very gin-
gerly, picked up the cake tin. His eyes were dark and deep. He
saw the lid was not quite on. He saw the corner, in contact with
that ample bosom, rise. He saw the sharp edge catch the cord
of Aunt Isobel’s pince-nez and, fearing for her rimless glasses,
he sat up in bed.

Aunt Isobel felt the tension, the pressure of the pince-nez on
the bridge of her nose. A pull, it was, a little steady pull as if a
small dark claw, as wrinkled as a twig, had caught the hanging
cord. . . .

“Look out!” cried Paul.

Loudly she shrieked and dropped the box. It bounced away
and then lay still, gaping emptily upon its side. In the horrid
hush, they heard the measured planking of the lid as it trundled
off beneath the bed.

Paul broke the silence with a croupy cough. “Did you see
him?” he asked, hoarse but interested.

“No,” stammered Aunt Isobel, almost with a sob. “I didn’t.
I didn’t see him.”

“But you nearly did.”

Aunt Isobel sat down limply in the upholstered chair. Her
hand wavered vaguely round her brow and her cheeks looked
white and pendulous, as if deflated. “Yes,” she muttered, shiver-
ing slightly, “Heaven help me—I nearly did.”

Paul gazed at her a moment longer. “That’s what I mean,”
he said.

“What?” asked Aunt Isobel weakly, but as if she did not
really care.

“About stories. Being real.”



W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM

LORD MOUNTDRAGO

DR. AUDLIN looked at the clock on his desk.
It was twenty minutes to six. He was surprised that his patient
was late, for Lord Mountdrago prided himself on his punctu-
ality; he had a sententious way of expressing himself which
gave the air of an epigram to a commonplace. remark, and he
was in the habit of saying that punctuality is a compliment you
pay to the intelligent and a rebuke you administer to the stupid.
Lord Mountdrago’s appointment was for five-thirty.

There was in Dr. Audlin’s appearance nothing to attract at-
tention. He was tall and spare, with narrow shoulders and
something of a stoop; his hair was grey and thin; his long, sal-
low face deeply lined. He was not more than fifty, but he looked
older. His eyes, pale blue and rather large, were weary. When
you had been with him for a while you noticed that they moved
very little; they remained fixed on your face, but so empty of
expression were they that it was no discomfort. They seldom
Iit up. They gave no clue to his thoughts nor changed with the
words he spoke. If you were of an observant turn it might have
struck you that he blinked much less often than.most of us. His
hands were on the large side, with long, tapering fingers; they
were soft but firm, cool put not clammy. You could never have
said what Dr. Audlin wore urnless you had made a point of
looking. His clothes were dark. His tie was black. His dress
made his sallow lined face paler and his pale eyes more wan.
He gave you the impression of a very sick man.

Dr. Audlin was a psychoanalyst. He had adopted the pro-
fession by accident and practised it with misgiving. When the
war broke out he had not been long qualified and was getting
experience at various hospitals; he offered his services to the
authorities, and after a time was sent out to France. It was then
that he discovered his singular gift. He could allay certain
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pains by the touch of his cool, firm hands, and by talking to
them often induce sleep in men who were suffering from sleep-
lessness. He spoke slowly. His voice had no particular colour,
and its tone did not alter with the words he uttered, but it was
musical, soft and lulling. He told the men that they must rest,
that they mustn’t worry, that they must sleep; and rest stole
into their jaded bones, tranquillity pushed their anxieties away,
like 2 man finding a place for himself on a crowded bench, and
slumber fell on their tired eyelids like the light rain of spring
upon the fresh-turned earth. Dr. Audlin found that by speaking
to men with that low, monotonous voice of his, by looking at
them with his pale, quiet eyes, by stroking their weary fore-
heads with his long firm hands, he could soothe their perturba-
tions, resolve the conflicts that distracted them and banish the
phobias that made their lives a torment. Sometimes he effected
cures that seemed miraculous. He restored speech to a man
who, after being buried under the earth by a bursting shell, had
been struck dumb, and he gave back the use of his limbs to an-
other who had been paralyzed after a crash in a plane. He
could not understand his powers; he was of a sceptical turn,
and though they say that in circumstances of this kind the first
thing is to believe in yourself, he never quite succeeded in doing
that; and it was only the outcome of his activites, patent to the
most incredulous observer, that obliged him to admit that he
had some faculty, coming from he knew not where, obscure
and uncertain, that enabled him to do things for which he could
offer no explanation. When the war was over he went to Vienna
and studied there, and afterwards to Zurich; and then settled
down in London to practise the art he had so strongly ac-
quired. He had been practising now for fifteen years, and had
attained, in the specialty he followed, a distinguished reputa-
tion. People told one another of the amazing things he had
done, and though his fees were high, he had as many patients as
he had time to see. Dr. Audlin knew that he had achieved some
very extraordinary results; he had saved men from suicide,
others from the lunatic asylum, he had assuaged griefs that em-
bittered useful lives, he had turned unhappy marriages into
happy ones, he had eradicated abnormal instincts and thus de-
livered not a few from a hateful bondage, he had given health
to the sick in spirit; he had done all this, and yet at the back of
his mind remained the suspicion that he was little more than a
quack.

It went against his grain to exercise a power that he could
not understand, and it offended his honesty to trade on the
faith of the people he treated when he had no faith in himself.
He was rich enough now to live without working, and the work
exhausted him; a dozen times he had been on the point of giving



46 + Nineteen Tales of Terror

up practice. He knew all that Freud and Jung and the rest of
them had written. He was not satisfied; he had an intimate con-
viction that all their theory was hocus-pocus, and yet there the
results were, incomprehensible, but manifest. And what had he
not seen of human nature during the fifteen years that patients
had been coming to his dingy back room in Wimpole Street?
The revelations that had been poured into his ears, sometimes
only too willingly, sometimes with shame, with reservations,
with anger, had long ceased to surprise him. Nothing could
shock him any longer. He knew by now that men were liars, he
knew how extravagant was their vanity; he knew far worse
than that about them; but he knew that it was not for him to
judge or to condemn. But year by year as these terrible confi-
dences were imparted to him his face grew a little greyer, its
lines a little more marked and his pale eyes more weary. He
seldom laughed, but now and again when for relaxation he read
a novel he smiled. Did their authors really think the men and
women they wrote of were like that? If they only knew how
much more complicated they were, how much more unex-
pected, what irreconcilable elements coexisted within their
souls and what dark and sinister contentions afflicted them!

It was a quarter to six. Of all the strange cases he had been
called upon to deal with, Dr. Audlin could remember none
stranger than that of Lord Mountdrago. For one thing the per-
sonality of his patient made it singular. Lord Mountdrago was
an able and a distinguished man. Appointed Secretary for For-
eign Affairs when still under forty, now after three years in
office he had seen his policy prevail. It was generally acknow-
ledged that he was the ablest politician in the Conservative
Party, and only the fact that his father was a peer, on whose
death he would no longer be able to sit in the House of Com-
mons, made it impossible for him to aim at the premiership.
But if in these democratic times it is out of the question for a
Prime Minister of England to be in the House of Lords, there
was nothing to prevent Lord Mountdrago from continuing to
be Secretary for Foreign Affairs in successive Conservative
administrations and so for long directing the foreign policy of
his country.

Lord Mountdrago had many good qualities. He had intelli-
gence and industry. He was widely travelled and spoke several
languages fluently. From early youth he had specialized in for-
eign affairs and had conscientiously made himself acquainted
with the political and economic circumstances of other coun-
tries. He had courage, insight and determination. He was a
good speaker, both on the platform and in the House, clear,
precise and often witty. He was a brilliant debater and his gift
of repartee was celebrated. He had a fine presence: he was a
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tall, handsome man, rather bald and somewhat too stout, but
this gave him solidity and an air of maturity that were of ser-
vice to him. As a young man he had been something of an
athlete and had rowed in the Oxford boat, and he was known
to be one of the best shots in England. At twenty-four he had
married a girl of eighteen whose father was a duke and her
mother a great American heiress, so that she had both position
and wealth, and by her he had had two sons. For several years
they had lived privately apart, but in public united, so that ap-
pearances were saved, and no other attachment on either side
had given the gossips occasion to whisper. Lord Mountdrago
indeed was too ambitious, too hard-working, and it must be
added too patriotic, to be tempted by any pleasures that might
interfere with his careeer. He had in short a great deal to make
him a popular and successful figure. He had unfortunately great
defects. '

He was a fearful snob. You would not have been surprised
at this if his father had been the first holder of the title. That the
son of an ennobled lawyer, manufacturer or distiller should
attach an inordinate importance to his rank is understandable.
The earldom held by Lord Mountdrago’s father was created by
Charles II, and the barony held by the first earl dated from the
Wars of the Roses. For three hundred years the successive
bolders of the title had allied themselves with the noblest fami-
lies of England. But Lord Mountdrago was as conscious of his
birth as a nouveau riche is conscious of his money. He never
missed an opportunity of impressing it upon others. He had
beautiful manners when he chose to display them, but this he
did only with people whom he regarded as his equals. He was
coldly insolent to those whom he looked upon as his social in-
feriors. He was rude to his servants and insulting to his secre-
taries. The subordinate officials in the government offices to
which he had been successively attached feared and hated him.
His arrogance was horrible. He knew that he was a great deal
cleverer than most of the persons he had to do with, and never
hesitated to apprise them of the fact. He had no patience with
the infirmities of human nature. He felt himself born to com-
mand and was irritated with people who expected him to listen
to their arguments or wished to hear the reasons for his deci-
sions. He was immeasurably selfish. He looked upon any serv-
ice that was rendered him as a right due to his rank and intel-
ligence and therefore deserving of no gratitude. It never en-
tered his head that he was called upon to do anything for others.
He had many enemies:he despised them. He knew no one who
merited his assistance, his sympathy or his compassion. He had
no friends. He was distrusted by his chiefs, because they
doubted his loyalty; he was unpopular with his party, because
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he was overbearing and discourteous; and yet his merit was so
great, his patriotism so evident, his intelligence so solid and his
management of affairs so brilliant, that they had to put up with
him. And what made it possible to do this was that on occasion
he could be enchanting: when he was with persons whom he
considered his equals, or whom he wished to captivate, in the
company of foreign dignitaries or women of distinction, he
could be gay, witty and debonair; his manners then reminded
you that in his veins ran the same blood as had run in the veins
of Lord Chesterfield; he could tell a story with point, he could
be natural, sensible and even profound. You were surprised at
the extent of his knowledge and the sensitiveness of his taste.
You thought him the best company in the world; you forgot
that he had insulted you the day before and was quite capable
of cutting you dead the next.

Lord Mountdrago almost failed to become Dr. Audlin’s pa-
tient. A secretary rang up the doctor and told him that his lord-
ship, wishing to consult him, would be glad if he would come to
his house at ten o’clock on the following morning. Dr. Audlin
answered that he was unable to go to Lord Mountdrago’s
house, but would be pleased to give him an appointment at his
consulting room at five o’clock on the next day but one. The
secretary took the message and presently rang back to say that
Lord Mountdrago insisted on seeing Dr. Audlin in his own
house and the doctor could fix his own fee. Dr. Audlin replied
that he saw patients only in his consulting room and expressed
his regret that unless Lord Mountdrago was prepared to come
to him he could not give him his attention. In a quarter of an
hour a brief message was delivered to him that his lordship
would come not next day but one, but next day, at five.

When Lord Mountdrago was then shown in he did not come
forward, but stood at the door and insolently looked the doctor
up and down. Dr. Audlin perceived that he was in a rage; he
gazed at him, silently, with still eyes. He saw a big heavy man,
with greying hair, receding on the forehead so that it gave no-
bility to his brow, a puffy face with bold regular features and
an expression of haughtiness. He had somewhat the look of
one of the Bourbon sovereigns of the eighteenth century.

“It seems that it is as difficult to see you as a Prime Minister,
Dr. Audlin. I’'m an extremely busy man.”

“Won’t you sit down?” said the doctor.

His face showed no sign that Lord Mountdrago’s speech in
any way affected him. Dr. Audlin sat in his chair at the desk.
Lord Mountdrago still stood, and his frown darkened.

“I think I should tell you that I am His Majesty’s Secretary
for Foreign Affairs,” he said acidly.

“Won’t you sit down?” the doctor repeated.
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Lord Mountdrago made a gesture, which might have sug-
gested that he was about to turn on his heel and stalk out of the
room; but if that was his intention he apparently thought better
of it. He seated himself. Dr. Audlin opened a large book and
took up his pen. He wrote without looking at his patient.

“How old are you?”

“Forty-two.”

“Are you married?”

l‘YeS.7’

“How long have you been married?”

“Eighteen years.”

“Have you any children?”

“I have two sons.”

Dr. Audlin noted down the facts as Lord Mountdrago ab-
ruptly answered his questions. Then he leaned back in his chair
and looked at him. He did not speak; he just looked, gravely,
with pale eyes that did not move.

“Why have you come to see me?” he asked at length.

“I've heard about you. Lady Canute is a patient of yours, I
understand. She tells me you've done her a certain amount of
good.” .

Dr. Audlin did not reply. His eyes remained fixed on the
other’s face, but they were so empty of expression that you
might have thought he did not even see him.

“I can’t do miracles,” he said at length. Not a smile, but the
shadow of a smile flickered in his eyes. “The Royal College of
Physicians would not approve of it if I did.”

Lord Mountdrago gave a brief chuckle. It seemed to lessen
his hostility. He spoke more amiably.

“You have a very remarkable reputation. People seem to be-
lieve in you.”

“Why have you come to me?” repeated Dr. Audlin.

Now it was Lord Mountdrago’s turn to be silent. It looked
as though he found it hard to answer. Dr. Audlin waited. At
last Lord Mountdrago seemed to make an effort. He spoke.

“I’'m in perfect health. Just as a matter of routine I had my-
self examined by my own doctor the other day, Sir Augustus
Fitzherbert, I daresay you’ve heard of him, and he tells me I
have the physique of a man of thirty. I work hard, but I'm
never tired, and I enjoy my work. I smoke very little and I'm
an extremely moderate drinker. I take a sufficiency of exercise
and I lead a regular life. I am a perfectly sound, normal,
healthy man. I quite expect you to think it very silly and child-
ish of me to consult you.”

Dr. Audlin saw that he must help him.

“T don’t know if I can do anything to help you. I'll try. You're
distressed?”
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. Lord Mountdrago frowned.

“The work that I'm engaged in is important. The decisions I
am called upon to make can easily affect the welfare of the
country and even the peace of the world. It is essential that my
judgment should be balanced and my brain clear. I look upon it
as my duty to eliminate any cause of worry that may interfere
with my usefulness.”

Dr. Audlin had never taken his eyes off him. He saw a great
deal. He saw behind his patient’s pompous manner and arro-
gant pride an anxiety that he could not dispel.

“I asked you to be good enough to come here because I
know by experience that it’s easier for someone to speak
openly in the dingy surroundings of a doctor’s consultmg reom
than in his accustomed environment.”

“They’re certainly dingy,” said Lord Mountdrago acidly. He
paused. It was evident that this man who had so much self-
assurance, so quick and decided a mind that he was never at a
loss, at this moment was embarrassed. He smiled in order to
show the doctor that he was at his ease, but his eyes betrayed
his disquiet. When he spoke again it was with unnatural hearti-
ness.

“The whole thing’s so trivial that I can hardly bring myself
to bother you with it. Pm afraid you’ll just tell me not to be a
fool and waste your valuable time.”

“Bven things that seem very trivial may have their impor-
tance. They can be a symptom of a deep-seated derangement.
And my time is entirely at your disposal.”

Dr. Audlin’s voice was low and grave. The monotone in
which he spoke was strangely soothing. Lord Mountdrago at
length made up his mind to be frank.

“The fact is I've been having some very tiresome dreams
lately. I know it’s silly to pay any attention to them, but—well,
the honest truth is that I'm afraid they’ve got on my nerves.”

“Can you describe any of them to me?”

Lord Mountdrago smiled, but the smile that tried to be care-
less was only rueful.

“They’re so idiotic, I can hardly bring myself to narrate
them.”

“Never mind.”

“Well, the first I had was about a2 month ago. I dreamt that I
was at a party at Connemara House. It was an official party.
The King and Queen were to be there, and of course decora-
tions were worn. I was wearing my ribbon and my star. I went
into a sort of cloakroom they have to take off my coat. There
was a little man there called Owen Griffiths, who’s a Welsh
member of Parliament, and to tell you the truth, I was surprised
to see him. He’s very common, and I said to myself, ‘Really,
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Lydia Connemara is going too far, whom will she ask next? I
thought he looked at me rather curiously, but I didn’t take any
notice of him; in fact I cut the little bounder and walked up-
stairs. I suppose you've never been there?”

“Never.”

“No, it’s not the sort of house you'd ever be likely to go to.
It’s a rather vulgar house, but it’s got a very fine marble stair-
case, and the Connemaras were at the top receiving their guests.
Lady Connemara gave me a look of surprise when I shook
hands with her, and began to giggle; I didn’t pay much atten-
tion—she’s a very silly, ill-bred woman, and her manners are
no better than those of her ancestress whom King Charles II
made a duchess. I must say the reception rooms at Connemara
House are stately. I walked through, nodding to a number of
people and shaking hands; then I saw the German Ambassador
talking with one of the Austrian archdukes. I particularly
wanted to have a word with him, so I went up and held out my
hand. The moment the Archduke saw me he burst into a roar of
laughter. I was deeply affronted. 1 looked him up and down
sternly, but he only laughed the more. I was about to speak to
him rather sharply, when there was a sudden hush, and I real-
ized that the King and Queen had come. Turning my back on
the Archduke, I stepped forward, and then, quite suddenly, I
noticed that I hadn’t got any trousers on. I was in short silk
drawers, and I wore scarlet sock suspenders. No wonder Lady
Connemara had giggled; no wonder the Archduke had laughed!
I can’t tell you what that moment was. An agony of shame. I
awoke in a cold sweat. Oh, you don’t know the relief 1 felt to
find it was only a dream.”

“It’s the kind of dream that’s not so very uncommon,” said
Dr. Audlin.

“I daresay not. But an odd thing happened next day. I was in
the lobby of the House of Commons, when that feilow Grif-
fiths walked slowly past me. He deliberately looked down at my
legs, and then he looked me full in the face, and I was almost
certain he winked. A ridiculous thought came to me. He’d been
there the night before and seen me make that ghastly exhibition
of myself and was enjoying the joke. But of course I knew that
was impossible because it was only a dream. I gave him an icy
glare, and he walked on. But he was grinning his head off.”

Lord Mountdrago took his handkerchief out of his pocket
and wiped the palms of his hands. He was making no attempt
now to conceal his perturbation. Dr. Audlin never took his
eyes off him.

“Tell me another dream.”

“It was the night after, and it was even more absurd than the
first one. I dreamt that I was in the House. There was a debate
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on foreign affairs which not only the country, but the world,
had been looking forward to with the gravest concern. The
government had decided on a change in their policy which vi-
tally affected the future of the Empire. The occasion was his-
toric. Of course the House was crowded. All the ambassadors
were there. The galleries were packed. It fell to me to make the
important speech of the evening. I had prepared it carefully. A
man like me has enemies—there are a lot of people who resent
my having achieved the position I have at an age when even the
cleverest men are content with situations of relative obscurity
—and I was determined that my speech should not only be
worthy of the occasion, but should silence my detractors. It ex-
cited me to think that the whole world was hanging on my lips.
I rose to my feet. If you've ever been in the House you’ll know
how members chat to one another during a debate, rustle pa-
pers and turn over reports. The silence was the silence of the
grave when I began to speak. Suddenly I caught sight of that
odious little bounder on one of the benches opposite, Griffiths,
the Welsh member; he put out his tongue at me. I don’t know
if you've ever heard a vulgar music-hall song called ‘A Bicycle
Made for Two.” It was very popular a great many years ago.
To show Griffiths how completely I despised him I began to
sing it. I sang the first verse right through. There was a mo-
ment’s surprise, and when I finished they cried ‘Hear, hear,’ on
the opposite benches. I put up my hand to silence them and
sang the second verse. The House listened to me in stony silence
and I felt the song wasn’t going down very well. I was vexed,
for I have a good baritone voice, and I was determined that
they should do me justice. When I started the third verse the
members began to laugh; in an instant the laughter spread; the
ambassadors, the strangers in the Distinguished Strangers’ Gal-
lery, the ladies in the Ladies’ Gallery, the reporters, they shook,
they bellowed, they held their sides, they rolled in their seats;
everyone was overcome with laughter except the ministers on
the Front Bench immediately behind me. In that incredible, in
that unprecedented, uproar they sat petrified. I gave them a
glance, and suddenly the enormity of what I had done fell upon
me. I had made myself the laughing-stock of the whole world.
With misery I realized that I should have to resign. I woke and
knew it was only a dream.”

Lord Mountdrago’s grand manner had deserted him as he
narrated this, and now having finished he was pale and trem-
bling. But with an effort he pulled himself together. He forced
a laugh to his shaking lips.

“The whole thing was so fantastic that I couldn’t help being
amused. I didn’t give it another thought, and when I went into
the House on the following afternoon I was feeling in very
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good form. The debate was dull, but I had to be there, and I
read some documents that required my attention. For some
reason I chanced to look up, and I saw that Griffiths was speak-
ing. He has an unpleasant Welsh accent and an unprepossessing
appearance. I couldn’t imagine that he had anything to say that
it was worth my while to listen to, and I was about to return to
my papers when he quoted two lines from ‘A Bicycle Made for
Two.’ I couldn’t help glancing at him, and I saw that his eyes
were fixed on me with a grin of bitter mockery. 1 faintly
shrugged my shoulders. It was comic that a scrubby little Welsh
member should look at me like that. It was an odd coincidence
that he should quote two lines from that disastrous song that
I'd sung all through in my dream. I began to read my papers
again, but I don’t mind telling you that I found it difficult to
concentrate on them. I was a little puzzled. Owen Griffiths had
been in my first dream, the one at Connemara House, and I'd
received a very definite impression afterwards that he knew the
sorry figure I'd cut. Was it a mere coincidence that he had just
quoted those two lines? I asked myself if it was possible that he
was dreaming the same dreams as I was. But of course the idea
was preposterous, and I determined not to give it a second
thought.”

There was a silence. Dr. Audlin looked at Lord Mountdrago
and Lord Mountdrago looked at Dr. Audlin.

“Other people’s dreams are very boring. My wife used to
dream occasionally and insist on telling me her dreams next
day with circumstantial detail. I found it maddening.”

Dr. Audlin faintly smiled

“You're not boring me.’

“I'll tell you one more dream I had a few days later. I
dreamt that I went into a public house at Limehouse. I've never
been to Limehouse in my life and I don't think I've ever been
in a public house since I was at Oxford, and yet 1 saw the
street and the place 1 went into as exactly as if I were at home
there. I went into a room—I don’t know whether they call it
the saloon bar or the private bar; there was a fireplace and a
large leather armchair on one side of it, and on the other a small
sofa; a bar ran the whole length of the room, and over it you
could see into the public bar. Near the door was a round
marble-topped table and two armchairs beside it. It was a Sat-
urday night, and the place was packed. It was brightly lit, but
the smoke was so thick that it made my eyes smart. I was
dressed like a rough, with a cap on my head and a handker-
chief round my neck. It seemed to me that most of the people
there were drunk. I thought it rather amusing. There was a
gramophone going, or the radio, 1 don’t know which, and in
front of the fireplace two women were doing a grotesque dance.
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There was a little crowd around them, laughing, cheering and
singing. I went up to have a look, and some man said to me:
‘’Ave a drink, Bill.” There were glasses on the table full of a
dark liquid which I understand is called brown ale. He gave me
a glass, and not wishing to be conspicuous I drank it. One of
the women who were dancing broke away from the other and
took hold of the glass. ‘ ’Ere, what’s the idea?’ she said. ‘That’s
my beer you’re putting away.’ ‘Oh, I'm sorry,” I said, ‘this
gentleman offered it to me, and I very naturally thought it was
his to offer.” ‘All right, mate,’ she said, ‘I don’t mind. You come
an’ ’ave a dance with me.” Before I could protest she’d caught
hold of me and we were dancing together. And then I found
myself sitting in the armchair with the woman on my lap and
we were sharing a glass of beer. I should tell you that sex has
never played any great part in my life. I married young because
in my position it was desirable that I should marry, but also in
order to settle once and for all the question of sex. I had the
two sons I made up my mind to have, and then I put the whole
matter on one side. I've always been too busy to give much
thought to that kind of thing, and living so much in the public
eye as 1 do, it would have been madness to do anything that
might give rise to a scandal. The greatest asset a politician can
have is a blameless record as far as women are concerned. 1
have no patience with the men who smash up their careers for
women. I only despise them. The woman I had on my knees
was drunk; she wasn’t pretty and she wasn’t young: in fact she
-was just a blowsy old prostitute. She filled me with disgust, and
yet when she put her mouth to mine and kissed me, though her
breath stank of beer and her teeth were decayed, though I
loathed myself, I wanted her—I wanted her with all my soul.
Suddenly I heard a voice: ‘That’s right, old boy, have a good
time.” I looked up, and there was Owen Griffiths. I tried to
spring out of the chair, but that horrible woman wouldn’t let
me. ‘Don’t you pay no attention to ’im,” she said, ‘e’s only one
of them nosy parkers.” ‘You go to it,’ he said. ‘I know Moll
She’ll give you your money’s worth all right.” You know, I
wasn’t so much annoyed at his seeing me in that absurd situa-
tion as angry that he should address me as old boy. I pushed
the woman aside and stood up and faced him. ‘I don’t know
you, and I don’t want to know you,’ I said. ‘I know you all
right,” he said. ‘And my advice to you, Molly, is, see that you
get your money, he'll bilk you if he can.” There was a bottle of
beer standing on the table close by. Without a word I seized it
by the neck and hit him over the head with it as hard as I
could. I made such a violent gesture that it woke me up.”

“A dream of that sort is not incomprehensible,” said Dr.
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Audlin. “It is the revenge nature takes on persons of unim-
peachable character.”

“The story’s idotic. I haven’t told it you for its own sake. I've
told it you for what happened the next day. I wanted to look
up something in a hurry, and I went into the library of the
House. I got the book and began reading. I hadn't noticed
when I sat down that Griffiths was sitting in a chair close by me.
Another of the Labour Members came in and went up to him.
‘Hullo, Owen,’ he said to him, ‘you’re looking pretty dicky to-
day.’ ‘I've got an awful headache,” he answered, ‘I feel as if I'd
been cracked over the head with a bottle.” ”

Now Lord Mountdrago’s face was grey with anguish.

“I knew then that the idea I'd had and dismissed as prepos-
terous was true. I knew that Griffiths was dreaming my dreams
and that he remembered them as well as I did.”

“It may also have been a coincidence.”

“When he spoke he didn’t speak to his friend, he deliberately
spoke to me. He looked at me with sullen resentment.”

“Can you offer any suggestion why this same man should
come into your dreams?”

“None.”

Dr. Audlin’s eyes had not left his patient’s face and he saw
that he lied. He had a pencil in his hand, and he drew a strag-
gling line or two on his blotting paper. It often took a long time
to get people to tell the truth, and yet they knew that unless
they told it he could do nothing for them.

“The dream you’ve just described to me took place just over
three weeks ago. Have you had any since?”

“Every night.”

“And does this man Griffiths come into them all?”

IIYes.,!

The doctor drew more lines on his blotting paper. He wanted
the silence, the drabness, the dull light of that little room to
have its effect on Lord Mountdrago’s sensibility. Lord Mount-
drago threw himself back in his chair and turned his head away
so that he should not see the other’s grave eyes.

“Dr. Audlin, you must do something for me. I'm at the end
of my tether. I shall go mad if this goes on. I'm afraid to go to
sleep. Two or three nights I haven’t. I've sat up reading and
when 1 felt drowsy put on my coat and walked till I was ex-
hausted. But I must have sleep. With all the work I have to do
I must be at concert pitch; I must be in complete control of all
my faculties. I need rest; sleep brings me none. I no sooner fall
asleep than my dreams begin, and he’s always there, that vulgar
little cad, grinning at me, mocking me, despising me. It’s a
monstrous persecution. I tell you, Doctor, I'm not the man of
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my dreams; it’s not fair to judge me by them. Ask anyone you
like. ’'m an honest, upright, decent man. No one can say any-
thing against my moral character either private or public. My
whole ambition is to serve my country and maintain its great-
ness. I have money, I have rank, I'm not exposed to many of
the temptations of lesser men, so that it’s no credit to me to be
incorruptible; but this I can claim, that no honour, no personal
advantage, no thought of self would induce me to swerve by a
hairsbreadth from my duty. I've sacrificed everything to be-
come the man I am. Greatness is my aim. Greatness is within
my reach, and I'm losing my nerve. I'm not that mean, despi-
cable, cowardly, lewd creature that horrible little man sees. I've
told you three of my dreams; they’re nothing; that man has
seen me do things that are so beastly, so horrible, so shameful,
that even if my life depended on it I wouldn’t tell them. And he
remembers them. I can hardly meet the derision and disgust
I see in his eyes, and I even hesitate to speak because I know
my words can seem to him nothing but utter humbug. He’s seen
me do things that no man with any self-respect would do, things
for which men are driven out of the society of their fellows
and sentenced to long terms of imprisonment; he’s heard the
foulness of my speech; he’s seen me not only ridiculous, but
revolting. He despises me and he no longer pretends to conceal
it. I tell you that if you can’t do something to help me I shall
either kill myself or kill him.”

“I wouldn’t kill him if I were you,” said Dr. Audlin coolly,
in that soothing voice of his. “In this country the consequences
of killing a fellow creature are awkward.”

“I shouldn’t be hanged for it, if that’s what you mean. Who
would know that I'd killed him? That dream of mine has shown
me how. I told you, the day after I'd hit him over the head with
a beer bottle he had such a headache that he couldn’t see
straight. He said so himself. That shows that he can feel with
his waking body what happens to his body asleep. It’s not with
a bottle I shall hit him next time. One night, when I'm dream-
ing, I shall find myself with a knife in my hand or a revolver in
my pocket—I must because I want to so intensely—and then
I shall seize my opportunity. I'll stick him like a pig; I'll shoot
him like a dog. In the heart. And then I shall be free of this
fiendish persecution.”

Some people might have thought that Lord Mountdrago was
mad; after all the years during which Dr. Audlin had been
treating the diseased souls of men he knew how thin a line di-
vides those whom we call sane from those whom we call insane.
He knew how often in men who to all appearance were healthy
and normal, who were seemingly devoid of imagination, and
who fulfilled the duties of common life with credit to them-
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selves and with benefit to their fellows, when you gained their
confidence, when you tore away the mask they wore to the
world, you found not only hideous abnormality, but kinks so
strange, mental extravagances so fantastic, that in that respect
you could only call them lunatic. If you put them in an asylum,
not all the asylums in the world would be large enough. Any-
how, a man was not certifiable because he had strange dreams
and they had shattered his nerve. The case was singular, but it
was only an exaggeration of others that had come under Dr.
Audlin’s observation; he was doubtful, however, whether the
methods of treatment that he had so often found efficacious
would here avail.

“Have you consulted any other member of my profession?”
he asked.

“Only Sir Augustus. I merely told him that I suffered from
nightmares. He said I was overworked and recommended me
to go for a cruise. That’s absurd. I can’t leave the Foreign Of-
fice just now when the international situation needs constant
attention. I'm indispensable, and I know it. On my conduct at
the present juncture my whole future depends. He gave me
sedatives. They had no effect. He gave me tonics. They were
worse than useless. He’s an old fool.”

“Can you give any reason why it should be this particular
man who persists in coming into your dreams?”

" “You asked me that question before. I answered it.”

That was true. But Dr. Audlin had not been satisfied with
the answer.

“Just now you talked of persecution. Why should Owen Grif-
fiths want to persecute you?”

“I don't know.”

Lord Mountdrago’s eyes shifted a little. Dr. Audlin was sure
that he was not speaking the truth.

“Have you ever done him an injury?”

“Never.”

Lord Mountdrago made no movement, but Dr. Audlin had
a queer feeling that he shrank into his skin. He saw before
him a large, proud man who gave the impression that the ques-
tions put to him were an insolence, and yet for all that, behind
that facade, was something shifting and startled that made you
think of a frightened animal in a trap. Dr. Audlin leaned for-
ward and by the power of his eyes forced Lord Mountdrago to
meet them.

“Are you quite sure?”

“Quite sure. You don’t seem to understand that our ways
lead along different paths. I don’t wish to harp on it, but I must
remind you that I am a minister of the Crown and Griffiths is
an obscure member of the Labour Party. Naturally there’s no
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social connection between us; he’s a man of very humble origin,
he’s not the sort of person I should be likely to meet at any of
the houses I go to; and politically our respective stations are so
far separated that we could not possibly have anything in
common.”

“I can do nothing for you unless you tell me the complete
truth.”

Lord Mountdrago raised his eyebrows. His voice was
rasping.

“I’m not accustomed to having my word doubted, Dr. Aud-
lin. If you’re going to do that, I think to take up any more of
your time can only be a waste of mine. If you will kindly let
my secretary know what your fee is, he will see that a cheque
is sent to you.”

For all the expression that was to be seen on Dr. Audlin’s
face you might have thought that he simply had not heard what
Lord Mountdrago said. He continued to look steadily into his
eyes, and his voice was grave and low.

“Have you done anything to this man that ke might look
upon as an injury?”’

Lord Mountdrago hesitated. He looked away, and then, as
though there were in Dr. Audlin’s eyes a compelling force that
he could not resist, looked back. He answered sulkily:

“Only if he was a dirty, second-rate little cad.”

“But that is exactly what you’ve described him to be.”

Lord Mountdrago sighed. He was beaten. Dr. Audlin knew
that the sigh meant he was going at last to say what he had till
then held back. Now he had no longer to insist. He dropped his
eyes and began again drawing vague geometrical figures on his
blotting paper. The silence lasted two or three minutes.

“I’'m anxious to tell you everything that can be of any use to
you. If I didn’t mention this before, it’s only because it was so
unimportant that I didn’t see how it could possibly have any-
thing to do with the case. Griffiths won a seat at the last elec-
tion, and he began to make a nuisance of himself almost at
once. His father’s a miner, and he worked in a mine himself
when he was a boy; he’s been a school-master in the board
schools and a journalist. He's that half-baked, conceited intel-
lectual, with inadequate knowledge, ill-considered ideas and
impractical plans, that compulsory education has brought forth
from the working classes. He’s a scrawny, grey-faced man who
looks half starved, and he’s always very slovenly in appearance;
heaven knows members nowadays don’t bother much about
their dress, but his clothes are an outrage to the dignity of the
House. They’re ostentatiously shabby, his collar’s never clean,
and his tie’s never tied properly: he looks as if he hadn’t had a
bath for a month, and his hands are filthy, The Labour Party
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have two or three fellows on the Front Bench who’ve got a
certain ability, but the rest of them don’t amount to much. In
the kingdom of the blind the one-eyed man is king: because
Griffiths is glib and has a lot of superficial information on a
number of subjects, the Whips on his side began to put him up
to speak whenever there was a chance. It appeared that he
fancied himself on foreign affairs, and he was continually ask-
ing me silly, tiresome questions. I don’t mind telling you that I
made a point of snubbing him as soundly as I thought he de-
served. From the beginning I hated the way he talked, his
whining voice and his vulgar accent; he had nervous manner-
isms that intensely irritated me. He talked rather shyly, hesita-
tingly, as though it were torture to him to speak and yet he was
forced to by some inner passion, and often he used to say some
very disconcerting things. I’ll admit that now and again he had
a sort of tub-thumping eloquence. It had a certain influence
over the ill-regulated minds of the members of his party. They
were impressed by his earnestness, and they weren’t, as I was,
nauseated by his sentimentality. A certain sentimentality is the
common coin of political debate. Nations are governed by self-
interest, but they prefer to believe that their aims are altruistic,
and the politician is justified if with fair words and fine phrases
he can persuade the electorate that the hard bargain he is driv-
ing for his country’s advantage tends to the good of humanity.
The mistake people like Griffiths made is to take these fair
words and fine phrases at their face value. He’s a crank, and a
noxious crank. He calls himself an idealist. He has at his
tongue’s end all the tedious blather that the intelligentsia have
been boring us with for years. Non-resistance. The brotherhood
of man. You know the hopeless rubbish. The worst of it was
that it impressed not only his own party, it even shook some of
the sillier, more sloppy-minded members of ours. I heard ru-
mours that Griffiths was likely to get office when a Labour
Government came in; I even heard it suggested that he might
get the Foreign Office. The notion was grotesque but not im-
possible. One day I had occasion to wind up a debate on for-
eign affairs which Griffiths had opened. He’d spoken for an
hour. I thought it a very good opportunity to cook his goose,
and by God, sir, I cooked it. I tore his speech to pieces. I
pointed out the faultiness of his reasoning and emphasized the
deficiency of his knowledge. In the House of Commons the
most devastating weapon is ridicule: I mocked him; I bantered
him; I was in good form that day and the House rocked with
laughter. Their laughter excited me, and I excelled myself.
The Opposition sat glum and silent, but even some of them
couldn’t help laughing once or twice; it’s not intolerable, you
know, to see a colleague, perhaps a rival, made a fool of. And
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if ever a man was made a fool of, I made a fool of Griffiths. He
shrank down in his seat; I saw his face go white, and presently
he buried it in his hands. When I sat down I'd killed him. I'd
destroyed his prestige for ever; he had no more chance of get-
ting office when a Labour Government came in than the police-
man at the door. I heard afterwards that his father, the old
miner, and his mother had come up from Wales, with various
supporters of his in the constituency, to watch the triumph
they expected him to have. They had seen only his utter humili-
ation. He’d won the constituency by the narrowest margin. An
incident like that might very easily lose him his seat. But that
was no business of mine.”

“Should I be putting it too strongly if I said you had ruined
his career?” asked Dr. Audlin. ’

“I don’t suppose you would.”

“That is a very serious injury you’ve done him.”

“He brought it on himself.”

“Have you never felt any qualms about it?”

“I think perhaps if I'd known that his father and mother
were there I might have let him down a little more gently.”

There was nothing further for Dr. Audlin to say, and he set
about treating his patient in such a manner as he thought might
avail. He sought by suggestion to make him forget his dreams
when he awoke; he sought to make him sleep so deeply that
he would not dream. He found Lord Mountdrago’s resistance
impossible to break down. At the end of an hour he dismissed
him.

Since then he had seen Lord Mountdrago half a dozen
times. He had done him no good. The frightful dreams con-
tinued every night to harass the unfortunate man, and it was
clear that his general condition was growing rapidly worse. He
was worn out. His irritability was uncontrollable. Lord Mount-
drago was angry because he received no benefit from his treat-
ment, and yet continued it, not only because it seemed his only
hope, but because it was a relief to him to have someone with
whom he could talk openly. Dr. Audlin came to the conclusion
at last that there was only one way in which Lord Mount-
drago could achieve deliverance, but he knew him well enough
to be assured that of his own free will he would never, never
take it. If Lord Mountdrago was to be saved from the break-
down that was threatening, he must be induced to take a step
that must be abhorrent to his pride of birth and his self-com-
placency. Dr. Audlin was convinced that to delay was impos-
sible. He was treating his patient by suggestion, and after
several visits found him more susceptible to it. At length he
managed to get him into a condition of somnolence. With his
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low, soft, monotonous voice he soothed his tortured nerves. He
repeated the same words over and over again. Lord Mount-
drago lay quite still, his eyes closed; his breathing was regular,
and his limbs were relaxed. Then Dr. Audlin in the same quiet
tone spoke the words he had prepared.

“You will go to Owen Griffiths and say that you are sorry
that you caused him that great injury. You will say that you
will do whatever lies in your power to undo the harm that you
have done him.”

The words acted on Lord Mountdrago like the blow of a
whip across his face. He shook himself out of his hypnotic state
and sprang to his feet. His eyes blazed with passion, and he
poured forth upon Dr. Audlin a stream of angry vituperation
such as even he had never heard. He swore at him. He cursed
him. He used language of such obscenity that Dr. Audlin, who
had heard every sort of foul word, sometimes from the lips of
chaste and distinguished women, was surprised that he knew it.

“Apologize to the filthy little Welshman? I'd rather kill my-
self.”.

“I believe it to be the only way in which you can regain your
balance.”

Dr. Audlin had not often seen a man presumably sane in
such a condition of uncontrollable fury. Lord Mountdrago
grew red in the face, and his eyes bulged out of his head. He
did really foam at the mouth. Dr. Audlin watched him coolly,
waiting for the storm to wear itself out, and presently he saw
that Lord Mountdrago, weakened by the strain to which he bad
been subjected for so many weeks, was exhausted.

“Sit down,” he said then, sharply.

Lord Mountdrago crumpled up into a chair.

“Christ, I feel all in. I must rest a minute and then I'll go.”

For five minutes perhaps they sat in complete silence. Lord
Mountgdrago was a gross, blustering bully, but he was also a
gentleman. When he broke the silence he had recovered his
self-control.

“I’m afraid I’ve been very rude to you. I'm ashamed of the
things I've said to you, and I can only say you’d be justified if
you refused to have anything more to do with me. I hope you
won’t do that. I feel that my visits to you do help me. I think
you're my only chance.”

“You mustn’t give another thought to what you said. It was
of no consequence.”

“But there’s one thing you mustn’t ask me to do, and that is
to make excuses to Griffiths.” .

“I’ve thought a great deal about your case. I don’t pretend to
understand it, but I believe that your only chance of release is
to do what I proposed. I have a notion that we’re none of us
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one self, but many, and one of the selves in you has risen up
against the injury you did Griffiths and has taken on the form
of Griffiths in your mind and is punishing you for what you
cruelly did. If I were a priest I should tell you that it is
your conscience that has adopted the shape and lineaments of
this man to scourge you to repentance and persuade you to
reparation.”

“My conscience is clear. It's not my fault if I smashed the
man’s career. I crushed him like a slug in my garden. I regret
nothing.”

It was on these words that Lord Mountdrago had left him.
Reading through his notes, while he waited, Dr. Audlin con-
sidered how best he could bring his patient to the state of mind
that, now that his usual methods of treatment had failed, he
thought alone could help him. He glariced at his clock. It was
six. It was strange that Lord Mountdrago did not come. He
knew he had intended to because a secretary had rung up that
morning to say that he would be with him at the usual hour. He
must have been detained by pressing work. This notion gave
Dr. Audlin something else to think of: Lord Mountdrago was
quite unfit to work and in no condition to deal with important
matters of state. Dr. Audlin wondered whether it behooved
him to get in touch with someone in authority, the Prime Min-
ister or the Permanent Under Secretary for Foreign Affairs,
and impart to him his conviction that Lord Mountdrago’s mind
was so unbalanced that it was dangerous to leave affairs of mo-
ment in his hands. It was a ticklish thing to do. He might cause
needless trouble and get roundly snubbed for his pains. He
shrugged his shoulders. _

“After all,” he reflected, “the politicians have made such a
mess of the world during the last five-and-twenty years, I don’t
suppose it makes much odds if they’re mad or sane.”

He rang the bell.

“If Lord Mountdrago comes now, will you tell him that I
have another appointment at six-fifteen and so I'm afraid I
can’t see him.”

“Very good, sir.”

“Has the evening paper come yet?”

“I'll go and see.”

In a moment the servant brought it in. A huge headline ran
across the front page: Tragic Death of Foreign Minister.

“My God!” cried Dr. Audlin.

For once he was wrenched out of his wonted calm. He was
shocked, horribly shocked, and yet he was not altogether sur-
prised. The possibility that Lord Mountdrago might commit
suicide had occurred to him several times, for that it was suicide
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he could not doubt. The paper said that Lord Mountdrago had
been waiting in a tube station, standing on the edge of the plat-
form, and as the train came in was seen to fall on the rail. It
was supposed that he had had a sudden attack of faintness. The
paper went on to say that Lord Mountdrago had been suffering
for some weeks from the effects of overwork, but had felt it
impossible to absent himself while the foreign situation de-
manded his unremitting attention. Lord Mountdrago was an-
other victim of the strain that modern politics placed upon
those who played the more important parts in it. There was a
neat little piece about the talents and industry, and patriotism
and vision, of the deceased statesman, followed by various sur-
mises upon the Prime Minister’s choice of successor. Dr. Audlin
read all this. He had not liked Lord Mountdrago. The chief
emotion that his death caused in him was dissatisfaction with
himself because he had been able to do nothing for him.

Perhaps he had done wrong in not getting into touch with
Lord Mountdrago’s doctor. He was discouraged, as always
when failure frustrated his conscientious efforts, and repulsion
seized him for the theory and practice of this empiric doctrine
by which he earned his living. He was dealing with dark and
mysterious forces that it was perhaps beyond the powers of the
human mind to understand. He was like a man blindfold trying
to feel his way to he knew not whither. Listlessly he turned the
pages of the paper. Suddenly he gave a great start, and an ex-
clamation once more was forced from his lips. His eyes had
fallen on a small paragraph near the bottom of a column. Sud-
den Death of an M.P., be read. Mr. Owen Griffiths, member
for so-and-so, had been taken ill in Fleet Street that afternoon
and when he was brought to Charing Cross Hospital life was
found to be extinct. It was supposed that death was due to na-
tural causes, but an inquest would be held. Dr. Audlin could
hardly believe his eyes. Was it possible that the night before
Lord Mountdrago had at last in his dream found himself pos-
sessed of the weapon, knife or gun, that he had wanted, and
had killed his tormentor, and had that ghostly murder, in the
same way as the blow with the bottle had given him a racking
headache on the following day, taken effect a certain number of
hours later on the waking man? Or was it, more mysterious and
more frightful, that when Lord Mountdrago sought relief in
death, the enemy he had so cruelly wronged, unappeased, es-
caping from his own mortality, had pursued him to some other
sphere, there to torment him still? It was strange. The sensible
thing was to look upon it merely as an odd coincidence. Dr.
Audlin rang the bell
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“Tell Mrs. Milton that I’'m sorry I can’t see her this evening,
I'm not well.”

It was true; he shivered as though of an ague. With some
kind of spiritual sense he seemed to envisage a bleak, a horrible
void. The dark night of the soul engulfed him, and he felt a
strange, primeval terror of he knew not what.
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THE CAT

HARRY MARTIN and his wife, Clara, walked
down the hill that led from their house to the boulevard, with
that nervous, impatient stride so common to city-bred people.
Their faces betrayed no interest in their surroundings, nor in
each other. They walked together, but they were very far apart.
When they came to the fork at the bottom of the hill, Clara
made as if to take the street to the left.

“This way’s shorter,” Harry said abruptly.

Clara started to answer, but thought better of it. He knew
perfectly well why she hated going that way. But she shrugged
her shoulders and fell in step with him as he took the street to
the right. They had gone only half a block when a gray cat
darted out from behind a hedge on to the pavement ahead of
them. It was what Clara had been dreading, and she stopped
and let out a short cry of terror.

“Oh, for God’s sakes,” Harry said, disgusted.

“Make him go away.” Her voice was tight with fear.

“Scat! Go away!” He advanced toward the cat, hissing at
him. The animal stood poised for a moment, staring at the
woman, his eyes glowing like jewels; then, with a frightened
look at the man, sprang across the short lawn and slunk under
a car parked by the curb. Clara put her hand to her stomach
and let out her breath in a long sigh.

“Oh, for God’s sakes,” Harry said again. “Aren’t you ever
going to get over being scared by a cat?”

She made no answer, but keeping her eyes fixed on the place
where the cat had disappeared, walked gingerly past the car.

He took her arm, without tenderness, and urged her along
the street. “Damned if 1 see how you can be afraid of some-
thing that can’t hurt you. If you were afraid of dogs, it would
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make some sense. A dog can at least bite you. But a cat can’t
even do that. Why are you afraid of them, anyhow?”

“I don’t know,” Clara said angrily, “I’ve told you before I
don’t know. I just don’t like them.”

“Don’t like them,” he snorted. “Don’t make me laugh.
You're just plain scared to death of them.”

“All right,” she said, “I am scared of them. You're scared of
some things too.”

“Sure. I'm afraid of getting run over by a three-ton truck.
But so’s everybody.”

“You're afraid of being asphyxiated by gas, too,” she said
shrewdly, remembering how he had confessed to her once of
his almost pathological fear of escaping gas.

“Well, naturally,” he answered, irritated. “Anybody’d be
afraid of being asphyxiated.”

She laughed. “But you're more scared than anybody else.
And you’re scared of escaping gas, whether it asphyxiates you
or not.”

“O.K. OK. Let’s forget it.”

They were nearing the boulevard now. As usual, it was
crowded. When they reached the corner, Clara stopped for a
moment, looking about her at the people. A theater halfway
down the block caught her eye.

“Oh look, Harry,” she said eagerly, “there’s that new Hum-
phrey Bogart picture.”

“Listen, we came out to see ‘Thirty Seconds over Tokyo’
and that’s where we’re going.”

“All right. I don’t care. I just don’t like airplane pictures.”

“This isn’t an airplane picture. And besides, Van Johnson’s in
it. That ought to give you a thrill.”

She gave him a scornful look and during the rest of the walk
to the theater neither spoke. There was a long line in front of
the movie house. They took their place at the end and waited.
When finally the rope was lifted and the crowd oozed in, she
caught sight of herself in the huge mirror that ran across one
side of the lobby. The look of nervous fatigue on her face
startled her, and she raised her eyebrows sharply to smooth out
the furrows across her brow.

“C’mon,” Harry took her briskly by the wrist and jostled
his way through the crowd. People turned, annoyed. She was
glad when they were in the dark theater and safe in their seats.

It was almost a week later when Harry brought Clara the
gift. She had come home from her office earlier that day than
usual, and was already in the kitchen fixing dinner when he
opened the front door.

“Hey, Clara,” he yelled, “I brought you a present.”
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She lowered the flame under the bubbling vegetables, wiped
her hands on her apron, and went into the living room.

He was standing by the door, awkwardly holding a large box,
with slits cut in the top. She looked at him, puzzled. “What is
it?” she asked.

“It’s a present—for you. Come here.” He set the box on the
sofa and took off the top. Inside was a small, furry kitten, black
all over except for a beautiful white streak at the throat and
white smudges on each paw.

“Oh, Harry!” Her eyes dilated with shock.

“Pat him, Clara. He can’t hurt you.”

Ashamed of her own unreasoning fear, she put her hand un-
willingly forward and touched the Kkitten’s head. The animal
made a small noise and put his head against the side of the box.

“There, he likes it. See? Do it again. Go on, Clara, pat it
again.”

Still frightened, she stretched her hand forward and stroked
the kitten’s back. Excitement burned in her eyes.

“That’s a girl,” Harry said approvingly. “Now, pick him up.”

“No.” She withdrew her hand. “No. I don’t want to pick him
up.”

“Pick him up, Clara,” Harry ordered. “It’s a little kitten. It
can’t hurt you. Pick him up and see.”

She looked at her husband for an instant, then at the Kitten,
so small and furry, so helpless. Quickly she stretched out both
her hands and picked up the kitten. The animal blinked at her
and turned his head, rubbing his cheek along her shoulder.

“Why, Harry,” she said, her voice breaking with emotion,
“I’'m not afraid of him at all.” She pressed the kitten to her
shoulder and stroked him under the chin.

“Sure, you're not scared. It's just what I thought.” He was
obviously pleased with himself. “Have a little kitten like this all
your own, and you’ll get fond of it.”

“You mean to keep him? Oh, no. I don’t want to keep him. I
wouldn’t like that at all.”

“Sure you will. That’s why I bought him, silly. You’ll get so
crazy about him, you won’t even notice when he stops being
a kitten and gets to be a cat. And if you have a cat yourself, you
can’t go around being afraid of other people’s cats.”

“You really think that, Harry?” There was a desperate note
in her voice.

“Sure. I know it.”

For a full minute she stood there, looking down at the kitten
in her arms. Then she gently placed him on the rug and sat
down on the floor, watching him closely.

“Here.” Harry handed her a piece of string from the box.
“Play with him.”
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She took the string and threw it back and forth on the rug.
The kitten turned his little head from right to left, then sprang
at the string and caught it under one paw. Clara laughed. “Oh
Harry,” she looked up at her husband, the laughter still lighting
up her eyes, “he’s cute.”

“I knew you’d like him. That’s what I said to myself. All
Clara needs is to have a kitten of her own, and she’ll stop being
scared of cats.”

She looked at him, smiling, a charming radiance spreading
over her face. It was almost the first thoughtful thing he had
ever done for her and she felt touched, as she rarely did, by a
warm gush of gratitude.

“I didn’t know you knew how it terrifies me—all the time. I
just thought you thought I was being silly.”

“No,” he said, embarrassed by her intensity, “I knew cats
scared you.”

“All the time,” she went on. “When I go out back to empty
the garbage, I'm scared there’ll be a cat there. In the morning
on the way to the office, I hate opening the front door because
there might be a cat on the steps. And all the way to the corner,
I keep looking around for fear that one will spring out at me.
Even in restaurants and when I go to have my hair done, I'm
afraid there might be a cat somewhere around. Harry, it’s aw-
ful, awful.”

“Yeah, it must be.” He was thoroughly uncomfortable now,
and he rose, restlessly. “You'll get over it.”

She looked at the kitten, playing by himself with the piece of
string. “I've never told you this before, Harry, but I've tried to
figure out why I'm afraid of cats. And you know what it is? I'm
afraid they’ll rub their backs against my legs. That’s what I’'m
afraid of. I know as well as you that they can’t hurt me. But I'm
afraid they’ll rub their backs against my legs. When I have
slacks on, I’'m not half as scared of them as when I’'m wearing
a dress. Isn’t that funny, Harry?”

“That certainly is funny.” He stooped down to play with the
kitten.

“You remember that time we went to the Grovers’ cocktail
party? I'd had a lot to drink and while I was standing there talk-
ing to Mrs. Grover, a cat walked into the living room right by
me. And you know, I looked right down at the cat and wasn’t
scared at all. Just because I'd been drinking. Isn’t that funny,
Harry? Just because I’d been drinking I wasn’t scared of the cat
at all.”

He laughed. “Well, we’ll just have to keep you drunk all the
time.” He sniffed. “Don’t I smell something burning?” -

She rose to her feet. “It must be those beans. I'll go fix them.”
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She stood for 2 moment, looking down at her husband who was
playing with the kitten.

~ “I didn’t know you understood. All this time I never knew
you understood. I'm so glad you do.” She ran her fingers
through his hair. “Thanks an awful lot. Maybe together we
can fight this thing off.”

He coughed a few times. “Sure,” he said, “you’ll be all right
now.”

She patted him on the shoulder and went back to the kitchen.
Over the noise of running water, he could hear her humming
lightly.

“For God’s sakes,” he muttered to himself, “sometimes she
talks as though she were bats.”

The next month much of their life together centered around
the kitten. Harry found a wooden box in the cellar that was
just the right height for a bed and painted it a light shade of
blue inside and out. Clara lined the box with padding and cov-
ered the padding with a red-and-blue print cotton. They bought
a little pillow for the kitten and some special dishes for his food.

Every morning before they each went to their separate jobs,
they made almost a ritual of giving him some warm milk. And
at night, when they came home, the first question was about
their new pet.

They had quite a time naming him, but finally Harry hit
upon “Satan.”

“He’s a little devil. A little devil—that’s what you are,”
Harry was saying one night to the kitten in that meaningless
way people have of talking to animals. Suddenly he turned to
Clara, “Let’s call him Satan.”

She had wanted to call him by some softer, prettier word,
but Harry was so delighted with the name, that she agreed.
Later he took some red paint and carefully lettered across the
blue box the name Satan.

Clara never felt completely at ease with the Kkitten, but
when Harry was present, she concealed her discomfort. And it
was a source of wonder to her that she was much more confi-
dent of herself with the kitten when Harry was there. When she
was alone with Satan, she never played with him or touched
him. But when Harry was in the room, she stroked the kitten’s
back and petted him endlessly. It was as though she believed
she could overcome her fear by persuading Harry that she had
lost it.

She made no effort, however, to hide the terror she still felt
of the cats they passed on the street. But curiously enough,
Harry’s attitude toward this changed sharply. He became al-
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most paternal, treating her like a child whose fear of the dark
was foolish, but permissible because it would pass with time.

“When Satan grows up,” he would say, “you won’t be afraid
of cats any more.” He was still inordinately proud of his own
cleverness in bringing the animal home.

“Yes,” she would answer. In her heart she didn’t believe it,
but it was a hope to cling to.

Satan was almost three months old when she gave up that
hope, finally and completely. Harry had gone out to play poker
with some of the men from his office. She was glad to have him
go. Despite the miraculous way the kitten seemed to have
brought them closer together, she was often irritated by him,
and relieved to be in the house without him.

She was upstairs in her bedroom, reading, when she came
across a particularly descriptive passage of a girl lighting a ciga-
rette. She suddenly wished she had a cigarette and went down
to the living room to get one. The heat was on in the living
room and Satan was lying in front of the radiator, licking his
paws. She gave him a cursory look as she walked across the
room toward the cigarette box, then stopped and looked at him
again. The old uneasy feeling came to life and stirred with-
in her.

“Hello, Satan,” she said loudly.

The animal looked at her coolly and rose, stretching himself
luxuriously.

“Lie down, Satan,” she ordered, as though she were talking
to a dog.

The animal ignored her command and took a few steps in
her direction. For the first time she saw that, though he was not
full grown, all of his characteristics as a kitten had disappeared.
He was a cat—small and young—but not a kitten any longer.
A cat.

Her fear mounted. “Lie down,” she yelled.

He turned his feline eyes on her, coldly and blankly, then
dropped his head to lick his front paw.

She took fresh courage and started across the room again to
the cigarette box. The cat brought his head up slowly and
looked at her. Her courage melted, and she stopped short.

“You're just a cat,” she said glaring at him. “You’re not go-
ing to scare me. You've been living in this house for months.
I’ve fed you and petted you. You're not going to scare me—not
now.” She took a slow step forward. The cat pushed back on
his haunches and easily, effortlessly sprang on top of the table
where the cigarette box was.

Clara turned and ran, slamming the living-room door after
her. In the small hall she leaned against the wall and sobbed
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hysterically. All her fears, all her dead hopes seemed to crowd
up in her throat and choke her.

When the tears stopped flowing, she remembered that Harry
would be coming home soon. Unless she got the cat in its bed
in the pantry, Harry might bring it upstairs into the bedroom.

She stood there, thinking, and then went into the kitchen and
heated some milk on the gas stove. When the milk was warm,
she poured it into the cat’s dish and set it on the floor of the
pantry. Softly she called “Kitty, kitty, kitty. Come here, Satan.
Come have a little milk.”

. There was no sound. She remembered that the door to the
living room was shut and that the cat couldn’t get to her, even
if he heard her. She switched on all the lights and walked back
to the living-room door, throwing it open wide. The cat was
lying in front of the radiator again.

She went back to the kitchen. The pantry door opened into
the kitchen and she stood behind the door, grasping the knob.
Louder this time, she called “Come, Satan. Come kitty, kitty,
kitty.”

She could hear the tap of the cat’s paws on the tiled floor of
the dining room. Her hand clenched the knob tighter. The cat
walked into the room and with only a brief look at her went
directly to the pantry where the dish of milk was waiting. In-
stantly she slammed shut the pantry door and locked it. Relief
swept her. But now that she had the cat where he couldn’t get
to her, she had to see what he was doing. Cautiously she parted
the curtains over the glass pane in the upper half of the door.

The animal, startled by the noise of the slamming door, had
turned his head and was looking up at the glass pane with
frightened, gleaming eyes.

They stood there that way for a minute, the woman on one
side of the door, the cat on the other. Then the woman, over-
come by nausea, dropped the curtains and stumbled upstairs to
her bedroom.

The next morning, when the alarm went off, she didn’t get
up.
“T don’t feel so well this morning, Harry. Think I’ll take the
day off.”

“What’s the matter with you?” he asked, yawning,

“Nothing special. I think I’ll just stay in bed for a while.”

He looked at her. “Wish I could get away with staying home
for a day.” He got out of bed sluggishly and began to get
dressed.

“Why don’t you have breakfast out, Harry? Be a change for
you.”
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“I'll get myself something to eat. You don’t have to bother.”

“No,” she said sharply, “you’d better go out. I forgot to get
coffee and I think we’re out of eggs, t00.” She was lying.

“0.K. Maybe it would be good to have breakfast out for a
change.”

She lay in bed quietly until he was ready to leave, and then
raised her cheek for him to Kkiss.

“You don’t look sick,” he said.

“I’'m not sick,” she retorted. “I just feel like staying in bed.”

“It’s all right with me.” He started out the bedroom door,
then stopped.

“You want me to feed the kitten?” he asked.

“No,” she said quickly. “I’ll feed him.”

“0O.K. Don’t forget to take care of him.”

“No,” she answered, as he walked down the "staus “I'll take
care of him.”

After he had gone, she stayed in bed, staring at the ceiling.
She would have liked to stay in bed all day, but she had worked
in offices of one kind or another for too many years to be able
to throw off the habit of doing things on schedule. She rose,
showered and dressed, and called the office. Then she went
downstairs for breakfast.

In the kitchen, she walked to the pantry door, parted the cur-
tains, and looked at the cat. He was busy cleaning himself and
didn’t see her. She thought of the fruit and eggs and butter in
the refrigerator in the pantry, but knew that she would rather
go without food than have another session with the cat. So she
fixed some dry toast and coffee and sat down in the dining room
to eat it.

She thought of calling the pound of the S.P.C.A. to come for
the cat, but was afraid if she called them that they would ask
too many questions. She thought of poisoning him too, but put
that out of her mind.

Whatever she did, she would have to do quickly, before
Harry came home and without Harry’s knowing about it.
Restlessly she walked into the living room and looked out the
window. A young boy walked by, kicking at the pavement with
his sneakers. Impulsively she opened the window and called
“Oh, boy! Boy!”

The boy turned. It was the Johnson kid from down the street.

“Come here a minute, Jimmy,” she called.

The boy crossed the lawn and stood by the window, smiling
politely.

“How would you like to make a dollar?” she asked, smiling
coyly.

He looked down at his feet. “I haven’t got time to mow your
lawn, Mrs. Martin. If vou ask—"
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“I don’t want you to mow the lawn, Jimmy,” she interrupted
him. “I want you to do a little favor for me—sort of a secret
mission.”

“What d’ya want me to do?” he asked suspiciously.

“I have a cat here, and I want you to give it to somebody
for me.”

“Why, sure.” His face broke into a grin. “Who to?”

“I don’t care. Just give it to anybody, long as they don’t live
in this neighborhood. Just take it on a streetcar until you see
somebody you'd like to give it to—and give it to them.”

He looked puzzled. “Don’t you want the cat yourself?”

“No,” she said firmly. “Listen, Jimmy, I want you to do this
for me, without a lot of questions. All right?”

“Why, sure, Mrs. Martin. Where is the cat?”

“In the pantry. The back door is unlocked and you can go
around there and get it. Then get on a streetcar and give it
away. You understand?”

“Yeah, yeah, I understand.”

“Good for you!” She turned away from the window to get
the money. When she came back, the coy smile was on her face
again. “Jimmy, I’ll give you two dollars if you promise not to
tell Mr. Martin about this. What is it you kids say—‘cross my
heart and hope to die’?”

He laughed uncomfortably. “I won't tell anybody. You can
trust me.” He took the two dollars from her and went around to
the back of the house.

She stood there motionless, listening to him opening the
door, talking to the cat, closing the door and coming back to
the front of the house. She waved good-by to him as he walked
across the lawn holding the cat under his arm, and then shut the
window.

The rest of the day she spent preparing herself for Harry’s
home-coming. When she heard the click of his key in the front
door, she was ready.

“Hullo, Harry,” she called cheerily.

“Hullo,” he answered, “How’s Satan?”

“I don’t know,” she said calmly, coming into the living
room. “I haven’t seen him all day. I think he must have run
away.” .

“Run away?” Harry looked startled. “What do you mean?”

“I don’t quite know myself,” she said casually. “I was hang-
ing out some laundry and I forgot to shut the back door. When
I came back in, the cat wasn’t in the pantry. I called and called
him, but he didn’t show up, so I thought he must have run
away.” .

“What did you just say?” He walked slowly toward her, his
small eyes narrowing with suspicion.
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“What do you mean? You heard what I said.”

“That’s it. I heard what you said. You said ‘the cat wasn’t in
the pantry.” You didn’t say ‘kitten.” You've never called him a
cat before.” He was standing directly in front of her now, and
suddenly he reached forward and grabbed her by the wrist.

“You’re lying,” he said in a low voice. “You got rid of Satan.
It turned into a cat all of a sudden and you got scared. You got
rid of it. Didn’t you? Ha. Telling me you were sick this morn-
ing. I knew you were lying. You just wanted to stay home so
you could get rid of that cat, didn’t you?”

“No, I didn’t.” She pulled her hand away from him. “I was
sick this morning. And don’t grab my wrist.”

“I’ll grab worse than your wrist. You got rid of that cat your-
self, didn’t you? Didn’t you?”

“Yes, if you want to know so much, I did. What'’s it to you?”

“Crazy, that’s what you are. Plumb loony. A grown woman
and you get scared of your own pet—your own pet—that we’ve
fed and played with for months.”

She advanced toward him with a cold fury. “Don’t you call
me crazy! The only crazy thing I ever did was to marry you.”

“Plumb crazy.” He began to pace up and down the living
room. “I bring her home a kitten and she says—" he pitched
his voice high in a mocking imitation of hers, “ ‘Oh Harry,
isn’t he cute? I'm not afraid of cats. I'm just scared they’ll rub
against my legs.’ ” He dropped his voice down to its natural
register. ““You better go get your head examined.”

“Get out of here,” she screamed at him. “Get out and stay
out.” -

He sensed that his mocking words had hurt her, so he pitched
his voice high again. *“ ‘I didn’t know you understood, Harry,” ”
he imitated ber, “ ‘I'm so glad you understand.’ ”

She walked closer to him and slapped him full across the
face. He grabbed her hand. “Who did you give that kitten to?”

“None of your business. Get out of here.”

“I’ll get out of here when you tell me who you gave that
kitten to.”

“I'm not telling you, so you might as well—" She cried out
as he squeezed her fingers.

“You’re going to tell me who you gave that kitten to, or I'll
round up every cat in the neighborbood and bring them all
back here.”

She stared at him wide-eyed, stunned by his threat and by
the realization that he was capable of carrying it out.

“Let go of my hand and I'll tell you.”

He dropped her hand.

“I gave it to a man who walked past the house.”

“What man?”
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“I don’t know. He just happened to be walking past.”

“You don’t know his name or where he lives?”

“No‘,’

“You’re lying. You know something about him.”

“I'm not lying.” She looked him straight in the eyes.

He picked up his hat and coat and walked to the door. “Well,
I'll find him. And if you’re lying, God help you.”

He slammed the door after him, and she sat down on the
sofa, weak and faint. For a long time she sat there, not think-
ing, just staring at the floor. Finally her thoughts began to col-
lect themselves. She roused herself, reached out for a cigarette,
and lit it. As she smoked, she thought about leaving Harry for
good. She could pack and get out tonight, before he came
home. She stood up, thinking about going upstairs to pack, but
she was so enervated that she sat down again. Tomorrow, she
thought. Tomorrow I'll do.it.

A chill began to shake her and she realized how cold it was
in the room. A few logs lying neatly in the fireplace caught her
eye. She thought how warm and cheering it would be if she
had a fire and though it was a great effort, she rose and walked
wearily across to the fireplace. A wicker basket holding some
kindling wood lay by the hearth. She picked up some of the
sticks and began preparing the fire. One long heavy slat with
nails protruding from one end caught on the sleeve of her dress.
She stooped to pull the material away.

An odd noise made her turn around. The front door at the
far end of the living room was opening quietly. Through the
door came Satan.

Her face distorted in terror. The front door closed quickly
and she heard Harry’s steps going swiftly along the little walk
to the street, then dying off in the distance.

She opened her mouth to scream, but no sound came. The
cat took a few steps forward and sprang up on the arm of the
big chair in the middle of the room. Resting on his haunches, he
sat there perfectly still, his eyes fastened on her.

She became consumed by panic and holding her hand to her
stomach, she rocked back and forth, sobbing pitifully. The
cat watched her, making no move,.

“Oh God,” she said out loud, “I can’t stand it. I can’t stand
it.” She got to her feet. She was still holding the wooden slat
with the nail and brandishing this in front of her, she started to
walk across the room to the front door. Just as she passed by
the chair, the cat climbed down from the arm to the floor. Her
self-control completely deserted her and she began to run,
screaming, for the door.

But the cat was there first. Conscious now only of fear, she
lashed out at him with her arm so that the wooden slat nearly
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hit him. He jumped back, startled, against the wall. Wildly she
brought her arm down again and this time the slat struck him
full across the body and one nail drove itself into his head. It
happened so fast, he made no noise at all. Just fell over in a
hideous little heap, the board still fastened to his head.

She fell back, staring at the dead cat in horror. Then she
dropped on the sofa, clapping her hands over her eyes, pressing
her fingers so hard against her face that her nails dug into her
forehead. One long sob broke from her lips, but after that
she was quiet. Her hands slipped down from her face. She sat
there spent, exhausted.

Suddenly an unholy eagerness lit up her face. She looked
around the room, as though the familiar furniture would help
her to formulate the plan of action taking shape in her mind.
Her eyes, then her body came alive. She stood up. Her legs
were shaking so she had to hold on to the arm of the sofa, but
after a moment the shaking stopped. Without another look at
the cat, she left the room and went upstairs to her bedroom.
She walked directly to the closet, pulled out her hat and coat,
and picked up the pocketbook lying on her dresser. She tried
to put on some lipstick, but her hand was shaking so badly she
gave that up. Methodically, she went into the bathroom for her
toothbrush and tooth paste, returned to the bedroom, and took
a clean nightgown out of the drawer. She folded some cleansing
tissues around the brush and paste, rolled them up neatly in the
nightgown, and put them in her purse. Her hau'brush and
comb and some cold cream went in next.

Her mind was crystal clear now, and the shaking only spas-
modic. She opened the desk drawer, took out several war
bonds and the bank book, shook some coins out of a pig bank
on the desk, and scooped up some change in the stamp box. All
these she plunged into her bag. With one final look around to be
sure she had forgotten nothing of immediate importance, she
walked out of the room.

Halfway down the stairs, the shaking started again and she
had to lean against the banister, unable to go on. After a min-
ute it stopped, and she continued down the stairs, through the
dining room and into the kitchen.

The kitchen was in complete darkness, but without turning
on the lights she walked directly to the stove, her steps sure and
firm from years of habit. Without fumbling, she turned on each
burner and as the flames leaped into being from the four jets,
she leaned over and blew them out, one by one. With a final
puff, she blew out the pilot.

“Gas,” she said aloud, letting out the “s” in a long sibilance
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that echoed the soft hiss of the escaping gas. “That’s what he’s
afraid of.”

She laughed a hard, ugly laugh, then quickly walked to the
back door and left the house.



ISAK DINESEN

THE YOUNG MAN
WITH THE CARNATION

THREE-QUARTERS of a century ago there
lay in Antwerp, near the harbour, a small hotel named the
Queen’s Hotel. It was a neat, respectable place, where sea cap-
tains stayed with their wives.

To this house there came, on a March evening, a young
man, sunk in gloom. As he walked up from the harbour, to
which he had come on a ship from England, he was, he felt, the
loneliest being in the world. And there was no one to whom he
could speak of his misery, for to the eyes of the world he must
seem safe and fortunate, a young man to be envied by every-
one.

He was an author who had had a great success with his first
book. The public had loved it; the critics had been at one in
praising it; and he had made money on it, after having been
poor all his life. The book, from his own experience, treated
the hard lot of poor children, and it had brought him into con-
tact with social reformers. He had been enthusiastically re-
ceived within a circle of highly cultivated, noble men and
women. He had even married into their community, the daugh-
ter of a famous scientist, a beautiful young woman, who idol-
ized him. :

He was now going to Italy with his wife, there to finish his
next book, and was, at the moment, carrying the manuscript
in his portmanteau. His wife had preceded him by a few days,
for she wanted to visit her old school in Brussels on the way.
“It will do me good,” she had said, smiling, “‘to think and talk
of other things than you.” She was now waiting for him at the
Queen’s Hotel, and would wish to think and talk of nothing
else.

All these things looked pleasant. But things were not what
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they looked. They hardly ever were, he reflected, but in his
case they were even exactly the opposite. The world had been
turned upside down upon him; it was no wonder that he should
feel sick, even to death, within it. He had been trapped, and
had found out too late.

For he felt in his heart that he would never again write a
great book. He had no more to tell, and the manuscript in his
bag was nothing but a pile of paper that weighed down his arm.
In his mind he quoted the Bible, because he had been to Sunday
School when he was a boy, and thought: “I am good for noth-
ing but to be cast out and be trodden under foot by men.”

How was he to face the people who loved him, and had faith
in him: his public, his friends and his wife? He had never
doubted but that they must love him better than themselves,
and must consider his interests before their own, on account of
his genius, and because he was a great artist. But when his
genius had gone, there were only two possible future courses
left. Either the world would despise and desert him, or else it
might go on loving him, irrespective of his worthiness as an
artist. From this last alternative, although in his thoughts he
rarely shied at anything, he turned in a kind of horror vaccui;
it seemed in itself to reduce the world to a void and a carica-
ture, a Bedlam. He might bear anything better than that.

The idea of his fame augmented and intensified his despair.
If in the past he had been unhappy, and had at times contem-
plated throwing himself in the river, it had at least been his
own affair. Now he had had the glaring searchlight of renown
set on him; a hundred eyes were watching him; and his failure,
or suicide, would be the failure and suicide of a world-famous
author.

And even these considerations were but minor factors in his
misfortune. If worse came to worst, he could do without his
fellow-creatures. He had no great opinion of them, and might
see them go, public, friends and wife, with infinitely less regret
than they would ever have suspected, as long as he himself
could remain face to face, and on friendly terms, with God.

The love of God and the certainty that in return God loved
him beyond other human beings had upheld him in times of
poverty and adversity. He had a talent for gratitude as well; his
recent good luck had confirmed and sealed the understanding
between God and him. But now he felt that God had turned
away from him. And if he were not a great artist, who was he
that God should love him? Without his visionary powers, with-
out his retinue of fancies, jests and tragedies, how could he
even approach the Lord and implore Him to redress him? The
truth was that he was then no better than other people. He
might receive the world, but he had never in his life deceived
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himself. He had become estranged from God, and how was he
now to live? "

His mind wandered, and on its own brought home fresh ma-
terial for suffering. He remembered his father-in-law’s verdict
on modern literature. “Superficiality,” the old man had thun-
dered, “is the mark of it. The age lacks weight; its greatness is
hollow. Now your own noble work, my dear boy . ..” Generally
the views of his father-in-law were to him of no consequence
whatever, but at the present moment he was so low in spirits
that they made him writhe a little. Superficiality, he thought,
was the word which the public and the critics would use about
him, when they came to know the truth—lightness, hollowness.
They called his work noble because he had moved their hearts
when he described the sufferings of the poor. But he might as
well have written of the sufferings of kings. And he had de-
scribed them, because he happened to know them. Now, that
he had made his fortune, he found that he had got no mote to
say of the poor, and that he would prefer to hear no more of
them. The word “superficiality” made an accompaniment to
his steps in the long street.

While he had meditated upon these matters he had walked
on. The night was cold, a thin, sharp wind ran straight against
him. He looked up, and reflected that it was going to rain.

The young man’s name was Charlie Despard. He was a small,
slight person, a tiny figure in the lonely street. He was not yet
thirty, and looked extraordinarily young for his age; he might
have been a boy of seventeen. He had brown hair and skin, but
blue eyes, a narrow face and a nose with a faint bend to one
side. He was extremely light of movement, and kept himself
very straight, even in his present state of depression, and with
the heavy portmanteau in his hand. He was well dressed, in a
havelock, all his clothes had a new look on him, and were
indeed new.

He turned his mind towards the hotel, wondering whether it
would be any better to be in a house than out in the street. He
decided that he would have a glass of brandy when he came
there. Lately he had turned to brandy for consolation; some-
times he found it there and at other times not. He also thought
of his wife, who was waiting for him. She might be asleep by
now. If only she would not have locked the door, so that he
should have to wake her up and talk, her nearness might be a
comfort to him. He thought of her beauty and her kindness to
him. She was a tall young woman with yellow hair and blue
eyes, and a skin as white as marble. Her face would have been
classic if the upper part of it had not been a little short and nar-
row in proportion to the jaw and chin. The same peculiarity was
repeated in her body; the upper part of it was a little too short
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and slight for the hips and legs. Her name was Laura. She had a
clear, grave, gentle gaze, and her blue eyes easily filled with
tears of emotion, her admiration for him in itself would make
them run full when she looked at him. What was the good of it
all to him? She was not really his wife; she had married a
phantom of her own imagination, and he was left out in the
cold.

He came to the hotel, and found that he did not even want
the brandy. He only stood in the hall, which to him looked like
a grave, and asked the porter if his wife had arrived. The old
man told him that Madame had arrived safely, and had in-
formed him that Monsieur would come later. He offered to
take the traveller’s portmanteau upstairs for him, but Charlie
reflected that he had better bear his own burdens. So he got the
number of the room from him, and walked up the stairs and
along the corridor alone. To his surprise he found the double
door of the room unlocked, and went straight in. This seemed
to him the first slight favour that fate had shown him for a
long time.

The room, when he entered it, was almost dark; only a faint
gas-jet burned by the dressing-table. There was a scent of vio-
lets in the air. His wife would have brought them and would
have meant to give them to him with a line from a poem. But
she lay deep down in the pillows. He was so easily swayed by
little things at the present time that his heart warmed at his
good luck. While he took off his shoes he looked round and
thought: “This room, with its sky-blue wallpaper and crimson
curtains, has been kind to me; I will not forget it.”

But when he got into bed he could not sleep. He heard a
clock in the neighborhood strike the quarter-stroke once, and
twice, and three times. He felt that he had forgotten the art of
sleeping and would have to lie awake for ever. “That is,” he
thought, “because I am really dead. There is no longer any dif-
ference to me between life and death.”

Suddenly, without warning, for he had heard no steps ap-
proaching, he heard somebody gently turning the handle of the
door. He had locked the door when he came in. When the per-
son in the corridor discovered that, he waited a little, then tried
it once more. He seemed to give it up, and after a moment
softly drum