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1: The Notorious Miss Anstruther


E. W. Hornung


1866-1921


The Strand
Magazine, May 1891


 


IT is prejudicial to the nicest girl in this unjust world to
be asked in marriage too frequently. Things come out, and she gets the name of
being a heartless flirt; her own sex add that she cannot be a very nice girl. A
flirt she is, of a surety, but why heartless, and why not a nice girl? So grave
defects do not follow. The flirt who doesn't think she is one— the flirt with a
set of sham principles and ideals, and a misleading veneer of soul— is
heartless, if you like, and something worse. Now the girl who gets herself
proposed to regularly once a week in the season is far less contemptible; she
is not contemptible at all, for how could she know that you meant so much more
than she did? She only knows a little too much to take your word for this.


A sweetly pretty and highly
accomplished young girl, little Miss Anstruther, came to know too much to dream
of taking any man's word on this point. She was reputed to have refused more
offers than a good girl ought to get; for what in the very beginning conferred
a certain distinction upon her, made her notorious at a regrettably early stage
of her career. The finger of feminine disapproval pointed at her, presently, in
an unmistakable way; and this is said— by women— to be a very bad sign. Men may
not think so. Intensely particular ladies, in the pride of their complete
respectability, tried to impress upon very young men in whom they were interested
that Miss Anstruther was not at all a nice girl. But this had a disappointing
effect upon the boys. And Miss Anstruther by no means confined herself to
rejecting mere boys.


The moths that singed themselves
at this flame were of every variety. They would have made a rare collection
under glass, with pins through them; Miss Anstruther herself would have
inspected them thus with the liveliest interest. Her detractors also could have
enjoyed themselves at such an exhibition; but the more generous spirits among
them, those who had been young and attractive too long ago to pretend to be
either still, might have found there some slight excuse for Miss Anstruther. Of
course, it was no excuse at all, but it was notable that almost every moth had
some salient good point— something to "account for it" on her side,
to some extent— say a twentieth part of the extent to which she had gone. There
was a great deal of assorted merit scattered among those moths. Looks,
intellect, a nice voice, an operatic moustache, an aptitude for the informal
recitation of engaging verses, were a purely random selection from their
several strong points; but even these, picked out and fitted together, would
have furnished forth a dazzling being: whom Miss Anstruther would have rejected
as firmly and as finally as she had already rejected his integral parts.


For there was no pleasing the
girl. Apparently she did not mean to be pleased— in that way. She had neither
wishes nor intentions, it became evident, beyond immediate flirtation of the
most wilful description. To many honest minds hers seemed actually depraved.


Her accomplishment was singing.
She sang divinely. Also she had plenty of money; but the money alone was not at
the bottom of many declarations; her voice was the more infatuating element of
the two; and her "way" did more damage than either. She was not,
indeed, aware what a way she had with her. It was a way of seeming desperately
smitten, and a little unhappy about it; which is quite sufficient to make a man
of tender years or acute conscientiousness "speak" on the spot. Thus
many a proposal was as unexpected on her part as it was unpremeditated on his.
He made a sudden fool of himself— heard some surprisingly sensible things from
her frivolous lips— decided, upon reflection and inquiry, that these were her
formula— and got over the whole thing in the most masterly fashion. This is
where Miss Anstruther was so much more wholesome than the flirt who doesn't
think she flirts: Miss Anstruther never rankled.


She had no mother to check her
notorious propensity in its infancy, and no brother to bully her out of it in
the end. Her father, a public character of considerable distinction, was queer
enough to see no fault in her; but he was a busy man. She had, however, a
kinsman, Lord Nunthorp, who used to talk to her like a brother on the subject
of her behaviour, only a little less heavily than brothers use. Lord Nunthorp
knew what he was talking about. He had once played at being in love with her
himself. But that was in the days when his moustache looked as though he had
forgotten to wash it off, and before Miss Anstruther came out. There had been
no nonsense between them for years. They were the best and most intimate of
friends.


"Another!" he would
say, gazing gravely upon her as the most fascinating curiosity in the world,
when she happened to be telling him about the very latest. "Let's see— how
many's that?"


There came a day when she told
Lord Nunthorp she had lost count; and she really had. The day was at the
fag-end of one season; he had been lunching at the Anstruthers' and Miss
Anstruther had been singing to him.


"I'm afraid I can't assist
you," said he, with amused concern. "I only remember the first
eleven, so to speak. First man in was your rector's son in the country, young Miller,
who was sent out to Australia on the spot. He was the first, wasn't he? Yes, I
thought that was the order; and by Jove, Midge, how fond you were of that
boy!"


"I was," said Miss
Anstruther, glancing out of the window with a wistful look in her pretty eyes;
but her kinsman said to himself that he remembered that wistful look— it went
cheap.


"The next man in,"
affirmed Lord Nunthorp, who was an immense cricketer, "was me!"


"I like that!" said
Miss Anstruther, taking her eyes from the window with rather a jerk, and
smiling brightly. "You've left out Cousin Dick!"


"So I have; I beg Dick's
pardon. It was very egotistical of me, but pardonable, for of course Dick never
stood so high in the serene favour as I did. I came after Dick then, first
wicket down, and since then— well, you say yourself that you've lost tally, but
you must have bowled out a pretty numerous team by this time. My dear
Midge," said Nunthorp, with a sudden access of paternal gravity,
"don't you think it about time that somebody came in and carried his
bat?"


"Don't talk nonsense!"
said Miss Anstruther briskly. She added, almost miserably: "I wish to
goodness they wouldn't ask me! If only they wouldn't propose I should be all
right. Why do they want to go and propose? It spoils everything."


Her tone and look were quite
injured. She was more indignant than Lord Nunthorp had ever seen her— except
once— for the girl was of a most serene disposition. He looked at her kindly,
and as admiringly as ever, though rather with the eye of a connoisseur; and he
found she had still the most lovely, imperfect, uncommon, and fragrant little
face he had ever seen in his life. He said candidly— 


"I really don't blame them,
and I don't see how you can. If you are to blame anybody, I'm afraid it must be
yourself. You must give them some encouragement, Midge, or I don't think they'd
all come to the point as they do. I never saw such sportsmen as they are! They
walk in and walk out again one after the other, and they seem to like it—"


"I wish they did!" Miss
Anstruther exclaimed devoutly. "I only wish they'd show me that they liked
it; I should have a better time then. They wouldn't keep making me miserable
with their idiotic farewell letters. That's what they all do. Either they write
and call me everything— rudely, politely, sarcastically, all ways— or they say
their hearts are broken, and they haven't the faintest intention of getting
over it— in fact, they wouldn't get over it if they could. That's enough to
make any person feel low, even if you know from experience what to expect. At
one time I didn't dare to look in the paper for fear of seeing their suicides;
but I've only seen their weddings. They all seem to get over it pretty easily;
and that doesn't make you think much better of yourself, you know. Of course
I'm inconsistent!"


"Of course you are,"
said Lord Nunthorp cordially. "I approve of you for it. I'd rather see you
an old maid, Midge, than going through life in a groove. Consistency's a narrow
groove for narrow minds! I can do better than this about consistency, Midge;
I'm hot and strong on the subject; but you're not listening."


"Ah! cried Miss Anstruther,
who had not listened to a word, "they're driving me crazy, between them!
There's Mr. Willimott, you know, who writes. Of course he had no business to
speak to me. There were a hundred things against him at the time— even if I'd
cared for him— though he's getting more successful now. Well, I do believe he's
put me into every story he's written since it happened! I crop up in some
magazine or other every month!"


"'Into work the poet kneads
them,'" murmured Lord Nunthorp, who was not a professional cricketer.
"Well, you needn't bother yourself about him. You've made the fellow. He
now draws a heroine better than most men. It's a pity you don't take to
writing, Midge, you'd draw your heroes better than women do as a rule; for
don't you see that you must know more about us than we know about
ourselves?"


"They wouldn't be much of
heroes!" laughed the girl. "But I heartily wish I did write. Wouldn't
I show up some people, that's all! It would give me something to do, too; it
would keep me out of mischief, and really I'm sick of men and their ridiculous
nonsense. And they all say the same thing. If only they wouldn't say anything
at all! Why do they? You might tell me!"


Nunthorp put on his thinking-cap.
"You see, you are quite pretty," said he.


"Thanks."


"Then you sing like an
angel."


"Please don't! That's what
they all say."


"Ah, the singing has a lot
to do with it; you oughtn't to sing so well; you should cultivate less
expression. And then— I'm afraid you like attention."


"Of course I do!"


"And I'm sure it must be
very hard not to be attentive to you," Lord Nunthorp declared, with a
rather brutal impersonality; "for I should fancy you have a way— quite unconscious,
mind— of giving your current admirer the idea that he's the only one who ever
held the office!"


"Thanks," said she,
with perfect good-humour; "that's a very pretty way of putting it."


"Putting what, Midge?"


"That I'm a hopeless flirt—
which is the root of the whole matter, I suppose!"


She burst out laughing, and he
joined her. But there had been a pinch of pathos in her words, and he was weak
enough to make a show of contradicting them. She would not listen to him, she
laughed at his insincerity. The conversation had broken down, and, as soon as
he decently could, he went.


That was at the very end of a
season; and Lord Nunthorp did not see his notorious relative again for some
months. In the following February, however, he heard her sing at some evening
party; he had no chance of talking with her properly; but he was glad to find
that he could meet her at a dance the next night.


"Well, Midge!" he was
able to say at last, as they sat out together at this dance. "How many
proposals since the summer?"


She gravely held up three
fingers. Lord Nunthorp laughed consumedly.


"Any more scalps?" he
inquired.


This was an ancient pleasantry.
It referred to the expensive presents with which some young men had paved their
way to disappointment. It was a moot point between Miss Anstruther and her
noble kinsman whether she had any right to retain these things. She considered
she had every right, protesting that these presents were her only compensation
for so many unpleasantnesses. He pretended to take higher ground in the matter.
But it amused him a good deal to ask about her "scalps."


She told him what the new ones
were.


"And I perceive mine— upon
your wrist!" Nunthorp exclaimed, examining her bracelet; and he was
genuinely tickled.


"Well!" said she,
turning to him with the frankest eyes, "I'd quite forgotten whose it was—
honestly I had!"


He was vastly amused. So his
bracelet— she had absolutely forgotten that it was his— did not make her feel
at all awkward. There was a healthy cynicism in the existing relations between
these two.


She had nothing very new to tell
him. Two out of the last three had proposed by letter. She confessed to being
sick and tired of answering this kind of letter.


"I'll tell you what,"
said her kinsman, looking inspired, "you ought to have one printed! You
could compose a very pretty one, with blanks for the name and date. It would
save you a deal of time and trouble. You would have it printed in brown ink and
rummy old type, don't you know, on rough paper with coarse edges. It would look
charming. 'Dear Mr.


Blank, of course I'm greatly
flattered'— no, you'd say 'very'— 'of course I'm very flattered by your letter,
but I must confess it astonished me. I thought we were to be such friends?'
Really, Midge, it would be well worth your while!"


Miss Anstruther did not dislike
the joke, from him; but when he added, "The pity is you didn't start it in
the very beginning, with young Ted Miller"— she checked him instantly.


"Now don't you speak about
Ted," she said, in a firm, quiet little way: but he appreciated the look
that swept into her soft eyes no better than he had appreciated it six months
before; he was merely amused, "Why not?"


"Because he meant it!"


Nunthorp wondered, but not
seriously, whether that young fellow, who had gone in first, was to be the one,
after all, to carry out his bat. And this way of putting it, in his own head,
which was half full of cricket, carried him back to their last chat, and
reminded him of a thing he had wanted to say to her for the past twenty-four
hours.


"Do you remember my telling
you," said he, "when I last had the privilege of lecturing you, that
you sang iniquitously well? Then I feel it a duty to inform you that your
singing is now worse than ever— in this respect. No wonder you have had three fresh
troubles; I consider it very little, with your style of singing. Your songs
have much to answer for; I said so then, I can swear to it now. Your voice is
heavenly, of course; but why pronounce your words so distinctly? I'm sure it
isn't at all fashionable. And why strive to make sense of your sounds? I really
don't think it's good form to do so. And it's distinctly dangerous. It didn't
happen to matter last night, because the rooms were so crowded; but if you sing
to one or two as you sing to one or two hundred, I don't wonder at them, I
really don't. You sing as if you meant every word of the drivel— I believe you
humbug yourself into half meaning it, while you're singing!"


"I believe I do," Miss
Anstruther replied, with characteristic candour. "You've no idea how much
better it makes you sing, to put a little heart into it. But I never thought of
this! Perhaps I had better give up singing!"


"I'll tell you, when my turn
comes round again," said he, leading her back to the ball-room. "I'll
think of nothing else meanwhile."


He did not dance; he was not a
dancing man; but he did think of something else meanwhile. He thought of a
pale, young, eager face, which appeared over Miss Anstruther's shoulder in far
too many of this evening's dances. Lord Nunthorp hated dancing, and he had come
here only to sit out a square or two with his amusing relative. He had to wait
some time between them; he spent it in watching her; and she spent it in
dancing everything with the same very young man, excepting one waltz, during
which Lord Nunthorp transferred his attention from the bow to its latest
string, who, for the time being, looked miserable.


"Who," he asked her, as
they managed to regain possession of their former corner in the conservatory,
"is your dark-haired, pale-faced friend?"


"Well," whispered Miss
Anstruther, with grave concern, "I'm very much afraid that he is what you
would call the next man in!"


"Good heaven!"
ejaculated Lord Nunthorp, for once aghast. "Do you mean to say he is going
to propose to you?"


"I feel it coming; I know
the symptoms only too well!"


"Then perhaps you're going
to make a different answer at last?"


"My dear man!" said
Lord Nunthorp's sisterly little connection; and her tone was that of a person
rather cruelly misjudged.


The noble kinsman held his tongue
for several seconds. Man of the world as he was, he looked utterly scandalised.
Here, in this fair, frail, beautiful form, lay a depth of cynicism which he
could not equal personally— which he could not fathom in another, and that
other a quite young girl.


"Midge," he said at
last, with sincere solemnity, "you horrify me! You've often told me the
kind of thing, but this is the first time I've seen you with a fly actually in
the web: for I don't think I myself counted, after all. That boy is helplessly
in love with you! And you were smiling upon him as though you liked him
too!"


Nunthorp was touched tremulously
upon the arm. "Was I?" the girl asked him, in a frightened voice.
"Was I looking— like that?"


"I think you were," he
answered frankly. "And now you calmly scoff at the bare notion of
accepting him! You make my blood run cold, Midge! I think you can have no
heart!"


"Do you think that?"
she asked strenuously, as though he had struck her.


"No, no; you know I don't;
only after seeing you look at him like that—"


"Honestly, I didn't know I
was looking in any particular way." Miss Anstruther added in a lowered,
softened voice; "If I was— well, it wasn't meant for him."


Lord Nunthorp dropped his
eye-glass.


"And it wasn't meant for
you, either!" she super-added, smartly enough.


Lord Nunthorp breathed again, and
ventured to recommend an immediate snub, in the pale boy's case.


When he had led her back to her
chaperone, he felt easier on her account than he had been for a long time. It
was obvious to him that the biter was bit at last. The right man was evidently
in view, though he was not there at the dance— which was hard on the
white-faced youth. Perhaps she was not the right girl for the right man;
perhaps he refused to be attracted by her. That would be odd, but not
impossible; and a girl who had refused to fall in love with every man who had
ever fallen in love with her, was the likeliest girl in the world to care for
some man who cared nothing for her— primarily to make him care. That is a
woman, through and through, reflected Lord Nunthorp, out of the recesses of a
somewhat recherche experience. But Midge would most certainly make him care:
she was fascinating enough to capture any man (except himself) if she seriously
tried; and he sincerely hoped she was going to try, to succeed, and to live
happily ever after. For Nunthorp had now quite a fatherly affection for the
girl, and he wished her well from his heart, which was kindly enough, though
turning prematurely gray. But he did not like a little scene, with her in it,
which he witnessed just before he quitted that party.


"My dance!" said a
boy's confident, excited voice, just behind him; and the voice of Miss
Anstruther replied, in the coldest of tones, that he must have made, a mistake,
for it was not his dance at all.


"But I've got it down,"
the boy pleaded, as yet only amazed; his face was like marble as Lord Nunthorp
watched him; Miss Anstruther was also slightly pale.


"She's doing her duty, for
once," thought Lord Nunthorp, to whom the pathos of the incident lay in
its utter conventionality. "But she plays a cruel game!"


"You've got it down?"
said Miss Anstruther, very clearly, examining her card with ostentatious care.
"Excuse me, but there is really some mistake; I haven't got your name down
for anything else!"


For an instant Lord Nunthorp held
himself in readiness for a scene: he half expected to see the boy, whose white
face was now on fire, snatch the card from her, expose her infamy, tear up the card
and throw the pieces in her face. His face looked like it for a single instant,
and Nunthorp was prepared to protect him if he did it. But the boy went away
without a word.


Lord Nunthorp met the girl's eyes
with his. He knew she was looking for his approval: he knew she had earned it,
by preventing one poor fellow from going the whole humbling length, and he was
glad to think that she had taken his advice: but the glance he gave her was
very grim. He could not help it. He went away feeling quite unlike himself.


Just outside, in the street, some
one brushed past him, sobbing an oath. And Lord Nunthorp became himself again;
for this person was Miss Anstruther's last victim.


"That's all right," he
muttered; "not a broken heart— only broken pride. That's all that's
breakable, after all; and it mends." He walked home rather pleased with
Midge, as he called her, for having done her duty, no matter how late, in at
least one case. He was vexed with himself for having been stupid about it at
the moment. But it delighted him to think that most likely this would be the
last case of the kind; for he took always the most good-natured interest in the
vivacious young woman with whom, once upon a time, he had himself been slightly
smitten.


But how plain it was to the world
that Miss Anstruther was motherless! No mother would have allowed her to behave
as she did. With a mother she would have married one of the many, whether she
loved him or not. Her father, whose time was much taken up, was so blind as to
see no harm in her. The only people she had to remonstrate with her were her
married sisters. One of these had been Miss Anstruther's chaperone at this
dance, where she sat out twice with her kinsman, Lord Nunthorp, and broke a
silly youths pride. This sister ventured to remonstrate with her (but very
gently) when they got home, in the small hours of the February morning.


Miss Anstruther had been silent
and subdued during the drive home. She was considerably ashamed of herself. She
was more ashamed of having ill-treated the white-faced boy over that dance— now
that it was done— than she would have been to reject his hand after
encouragement; use had blunted her feelings to this sort of sin; but the wrong
of breaking in cold blood an engagement to dance was altogether out of harmony
with her character and practices. She was notorious for leading men on to
certain humiliation; she was celebrated for the punctilio with which she kept
her word in the smallest matter. She had injured the good reputation in
snapping the backbone of the bad one; and she did not feel at all pleased with
Lord Nunthorp, who had said or implied one thing, and then stared its opposite.
Her spirits had improved, however, on her arrival at the house: she had found a
letter for herself, with three bright blue stamps in the corner, stuck up on
the mantelpiece. Her hand had closed eagerly over this letter before the lamp
was turned up. She was twisting it between her fingers, under her shawl, while
her sister repoved her, not too seriously, for her treatment of that boy.


"I know it," she
answered rather dolefully; "I know well enough what a flirt I am! I have
never denied it in my life, not even to them. But I really never mean t them to
go so far. And— and I don't think I'm so heartless as I make myself out to
be!"


Her sister gazed at her fondly.
Her own family, at all events, loved and believed in Miss Anstruther, and held
her faults to be all on the surface. The sister now saw in the sweet, flushed
face the look that Lord Nunthorp had noticed more than once, but never
interpreted.


"Is there some one you care
for after all, Midge, dear?" she asked softly.


"There may have been some
one all the time," the young girl whispered, her eyelids fallen, her hand
squeezing the letter under her shawl.


"Is it— is it Ted Miller?"


Midge looked up into her sister's
eyes. Her lip was quivering. She was a girl who seldom cried— her detractors
would have told you why. She controlled herself before speaking now.


"It was the most hopeless
affair of them all," she said simply; "but— but he was the only one
who really meant it!"


His letter was against her bosom.


The married sister's eyes had
filled. "You write to each other still, don't you, Midge?"


"Yes— as friends.
Good-night, Helen!"


"Good-night, darling Midge;
forgive me for speaking!" Helen murmured, kissing her eyes.


"Forgive you? You've said
nothing to what I deserve!"


The girl was running up to her
room two steps at a time. Ted Miller's letter was pressed tight to her heart.


Ted Miller had been four years in
Australia. He had written to her regularly, the whole time, as her friend; and
she had written fairly regularly to him, as his. His was the one refusal in
which she had not been a free agent; she had been but seventeen at the time.
There was love between them when they parted; there was never a word of it in
their letters. He wrote and told her all that he was doing: he was roughing it
in the wilderness; he was not making his fortune: he never spoke of coming
home. She wrote and told him— nearly all.


A pleasant fire was burning in
her room. She lit the candles, and sat down just as she was, in her very
extravagant ball-dress, to read his present letter. She felt, as always in
opening a letter from Ted, that she was going to open a window and let in a
cool current of fragrant, fresh air upon an unhealthy, heavy atmosphere; and
she noticed, what she had not noticed downstairs, through hiding the letter
before the lamp was turned up, that its superscription was not in Ted's hand.
The bright blue stamps of New South Wales were really all she had looked at
downstairs. She now tore open the envelope with strange misgivings; and the
letter turned out to be from the squatter's wife on Ted Miller's station,
telling how a buck-jumper had broken Ted Miller's back; and how, before his death,
which ensued in a matter of hours, he had directed her to write to his family,
and also— but separately— to "his greatest friend."


The fire dulled down, the candles
shortened, and in their light Miss Anstruther sat in her dazzling balldress,
her face as gray as its satin sheen. Her rounded arms had more colour than her
face. She moaned a little to herself; she could not cry.


At last she stirred herself. Her
limbs were stiff. As she crossed the room, she saw herself from head to foot in
her pier-glass— with all her grace of form and motion dead and stiff within her
dress. She saw herself thus, but at the time with senseless eyes; the sight
first came back to her when she next used that mirror. She was going to a
certain drawer; she unlocked it, and drew it out bodily; she carried it to the
table where the candles were slowly burning down. The drawer was filled with
Miller's letters.


"His greatest friend!"
They had been merely friends from the day they parted. He had nothing.


Out there he had found fortune but
a little less inaccessible than at home; he had written her no words of love,
for how could there be any hope for them? She had plenty of money, but that was
all the more reason why he must have some. His letters were not vulgarised by a
single passionate, or sentimental, or high-flown passage. They were the letters
of an honest friend; they were the letters of a good soldier— on the losing
side, certainly, but fighting, not talking about fighting— talking, indeed, of
quite other matters. And because these letters had been just what they were,
Ted Miller himself had been to a frivolous girl, through frivolous years, what
no one else had ever been— not even himself as she had known him face to face.
Their friendship had been pure and strong and strengthening; their love
idealised by improbability, and further by not being discussed, and yet further
by being written "friendship." His tone to her had been: "Enjoy
yourself. I want to hear you're having a good time. I am— there's nothing like
work." She had answered, very truthfully, that she was doing so; and now
he knew how! This was the bitterest thought: that the new knowledge was now
his, and she, in his eyes, just what she had been in the eyes of the throng!


She sat down and read all his
letters. The pure breath of heaven rose from every leaf. They did not touch her
yet: her heart was numb. But the tones that had once come to her ears from
every written word came no longer; the voice was silenced. She returned the
letters to the drawer. She would keep them till her death.


And yet— would he like that?


She sat very still, trying to
answer this question. The candles went out, but a leaden light had crept into
the room through the blinds. She thought that he saw her, that he had seen her
for weeks, that she had been grieving him the whole time, that she might please
him now. And he was the one man she had known who would have wished her not to
keep his letters.


She rose resolutely from her
chair, and with difficulty rekindled her fire; it ruined her elaborate dress,
but she was glad never to wear this one again. It did not seem to her that she
was about to do anything cruel or unnatural. She was going to do violence to
her own feelings only. It would please Ted that she was not going to keep his
letters, to read them in her better moods, and less and less as the years went
on. For her own part, she felt she would like to have them a little longer. It
was a subtle sense of sacrifice for his sake— her first and last— which nerved
her to burn his letters. Overstrung as she was, she burnt them every one, and
without a tear.


A half-leaf happened to escape.
She picked it out of the fender when the rest were burnt black, and as her
heart was beginning to ache for what she had done. She took it to the window,
and read on the crisp, scorched paper the ordinary end of an ordinary letter—
the end of all was, as ever: "Yours always, E. M." Without a moment's
warning, her tears rattled upon the hot paper; she pressed it passionately to
her mouth; she flung herself upon the bed in a paroxysm of helpless agony.


____________
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NARODNY, the Russian, sat in his laboratory. Narodny's laboratory
was a full mile under earth. It was one of a hundred caverns, some small and
some vast, cut out of the living rock. It was a realm of which he was sole
ruler. In certain caverns garlands of small suns shone; and in others little
moons waxed and waned over earth; and there was a cavern in which reigned
perpetual dawn, dewy, over lily beds and violets and roses; and another in
which crimson sunsets baptized in the blood of slain day dimmed and died and
were born again behind the sparkling curtains of the aurora. And there was one
cavern ten miles from side to side in which grew flowering trees and trees
which bore fruits unknown to man for many generations. Over this great orchard
one yellow sun-like orb shone, and clouds trailed veils of rain upon the trees
and miniature thunder drummed at Narodny's summoning.


Narodny was a poet— the last
poet. He did not write his poems in words but in colors, sounds, and visions
made material. Also he was a great scientist. In his peculiar field the
greatest. Thirty years before, Russia's Science Council had debated whether to
grant him the leave of absence he had asked, or to destroy him. They knew him
to be unorthodox. How deadly so they did not know, else after much deliberation
they would not have released him. It must be remembered that of all nations,
Russia then was the most mechanized; most robot-ridden.


Narodny did not hate
mechanization. He was indifferent to it. Being truly intelligent he hated
nothing, Also he was indifferent to the whole civilization man had developed
and into which he had been born. He had no feeling of kinship to humanity.
Outwardly, in body, he belonged to the species. Not so in mind. Like Loeb, a
thousand years before, he considered mankind a race of crazy half-monkeys,
intent upon suicide. Now and then, out of the sea of lunatic mediocrity, a wave
uplifted that held for a moment a light from the sun of truth— but soon it sank
back and the light was gone. Quenched in the sea of stupidity. He knew that he
was one of those waves.


He had gone, and he had been lost
to sight by all. In a few years he was forgotten. Fifteen years ago, unknown
and under another name, he had entered America and secured rights to a thousand
acres in what of old had been called Westchester. He had picked this place
because investigation had revealed to him that of ten localities on this planet
it was most free from danger of earthquake or similar seismic disturbance. The
man who owned it had been whimsical; possibly an atavist— like Narodny,
although Narodny would never have thought of himself as that. At any rate,
instead of an angled house of glass such as the thirtieth century built, this
man had reconstructed a rambling old stone house of the nineteenth century. Few
people lived upon the open land in those days; most had withdrawn into the
city- states. New York, swollen by its meals of years, was a fat belly full of
mankind still many miles away. The land around the house was forest-covered.


A week after Narodny had taken
this house, the trees in front of it had melted away leaving a three-acre,
smooth field. It was not as though they had been cut, but as though they had
been dissolved. Later that night a great airship had appeared upon this field—
abruptly, as though it had blinked out of another dimension. It was
rocket-shaped but noiseless. And immediately a fog had fallen upon airship and
house, hiding them. Within this fog, if one could have seen, was a wide tunnel
leading from the air-cylinder's door to the door of the house. And out of the
airship came swathed figures, ten of them, who walked along that tunnel, were
met by Narodny, and the door of the old house closed on them.


A little later they returned,
Narodny with them, and out of an opened hatch of the airship rolled a small
flat car on which was a mechanism of crystal cones rising around each other to
a central cone some four feet high. The cones were upon a thick base of some
glassy material in which was imprisoned a restless green radiance. Its rays did
not penetrate that which held it, but it seemed constantly seeking, with
suggestion of prodigious force, to escape. For hours the strange thick fog
held. Twenty miles up in the far reaches of the stratosphere, a faintly
sparkling cloud grew, like a condensation of cosmic dust. And just before dawn the
rock of the hill behind the house melted away like a curtain that had covered a
great tunnel. Five of the men came out of the house and went into the airship.
It lifted silently from the ground, slipped into the aperture and vanished.
There was a whispering sound, and when it had died away the breast of the hill
was whole again. The rocks had been drawn together like a closing curtain and
boulders studded it as before. That the breast was now slightly concave where
before it had been convex, none would have noticed.


For two weeks the sparkling cloud
was observed far up in the stratosphere, was commented upon idly, and then was
seen no more. Narodny's caverns were finished.


Half of the rock from which they
had been hollowed had gone with that sparkling cloud. The balance, reduced to
its primal form of energy, was stored in blocks of the vitreous material that
had supported the cones, and within them it moved as restlessly and always with
that same suggestion of prodigious force. And it was force, unthinkably potent;
from it came the energy that made the little suns and moons, and actuated the
curious mechanisms that regulated pressure in the caverns, supplied the air,
created the rain, and made of Narodny's realm a mile deep under earth the
Paradise of poetry, of music, of color and of form which he had conceived in
his brain and with the aid of those ten others had caused to be.


Now of the ten there is no need
to speak further. Narodny was the Master. But three, like him, were Russians;
two were Chinese; of the remaining five, three were women— one German in
ancestry, one Basque, one an Eurasian; a Hindu who traced his descent from the
line of Gautama; a Jew who traced his from Solomon.


All were one with Narodny in
indifference to the world; each with him in his viewpoint on life; and each and
all lived in his or her own Eden among the hundred caverns except when it
interested them to work with each other. Time meant nothing to them. Their
researches and discoveries were solely for their own uses and enjoyments. If
they had given them to the outer world they would have only been ammunition for
warfare either between men upon Earth or men against some other planet. Why
hasten humanity's suicide? Not that they would have felt regret at the eclipse
of humanity. But why trouble to expedite it? Time meant nothing to them because
they could live as long as they desired— barring accident. And while there was
rock in the world, Narodny could convert it into energy to maintain his
Paradise— or to create others.


The old house began to crack and
crumble. It fell— much more quickly than the elements could have brought about
its destruction. Then trees grew among the ruins of its foundations; and the
field that had been so strangely cleared was overgrown with trees. The land became
a wood in a few short years; silent except for the roar of an occasional rocket
passing over it and the songs of birds that had found there a sanctuary.


But deep down in earth, within
the caverns, were music and song and mirth and beauty. Gossamer nymphs circled
under the little moons. Pan piped. There was revelry of antique harvesters
under the small suns. Grapes grew and ripened, were pressed, and red and purple
wine was drunk by Bacchantes who fell at last asleep in the arms of fauns and
satyrs. Oreads danced under the pale moon-bows and sometimes Centaurs wheeled
and trod archaic measures beneath them to the drums of their hoofs upon the
mossy floor. The old Earth lived again.


Narodny listened to drunken
Alexander raving to Thais among the splendors of conquered Persepolis; and he
heard the crackling of the flames that at the whim of the courtesan destroyed
it. He watched the siege of Troy and counted with Homer the Achaean ships drawn
up on the strand before Troy's walls; or saw with Herodotus the tribes that
marched behind Xerxes— the Caspians in their cloaks of skin with their bows of
cane; the Ethiopians in the skins of leopards with spears of antelope horns;
the Libyans in their dress of leather with javelins made hard by fire; the
Thracians with the heads of foxes upon their heads; the Moschians who wore
helmets made of wood and the Cabalians who wore the skulls of men. For him the
Eleusinian and the Osirian mysteries were re-enacted, and he watched the women
of Thrace tear to fragments Orpheus, the first great musician. At his will, he
could see the rise and fall of the Empire of the Aztecs, the Empire of the
Incas; or beloved Caesar slain in Rome's Senate; or the archers at Agincourt;
or the Americans in Belleau Wood. Whatever man had written— whether poets,
historians, philosophers or scientists— his strangely shaped mechanisms could
bring before him, changing the words into phantoms real as though living.


He was the last and greatest of
the poets— but also he was the last and greatest of the musicians. He could
bring back the songs of ancient Egypt, or the chants of more ancient Ur. The
songs that came from Moussorgsky's soul of Mother-earth, the harmonies of
Beethoven's deaf ear, or the chants and rhapsodies from the heart of Chopin. He
could do more than restore the music of the past. He was master of sound. To
him, the music of the spheres was real. He could take the rays of the stars and
planets and weave them into symphonies. Or convert the sun's rays into golden
tones no earthly orchestras had ever expressed. And the silver music of the
moon — the sweet music of the moon of spring, the full-throated music of the
harvest moon, the brittle crystalling music of the winter moon with its
arpeggios of meteors— he could weave into strains such as no human ears had
ever heard.


So Narodny, the last and greatest
of poets, the last and greatest of musicians, the last and greatest of artists—
and in his inhuman way, the greatest of scientists— lived with the ten of his
choosing in his caverns. And, with them, he consigned the surface of earth and
all who dwelt upon it to a negative Hell— Unless something happening there
might imperil his Paradise!


Aware of the possibility of that
danger, among his mechanisms were those which brought to eyes and ears news of
what was happening on earth's surface. Now and then, they amused themselves
with these.


It so happened that on that night
when the Warper of Space had dealt his blow at the space ships and had flung a
part of the great Crater of Copernicus into another dimension, Narodny had been
weaving the rays of Moon, Jupiter and Saturn into Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata.
The moon was a four-day crescent. Jupiter was at one cusp, and Saturn hung like
a pendant below the bow. Shortly Orion would stride across the Heavens and
bright Regulus and red Aldebaran, the Eye of the Bull, would furnish him with
other chords of starlight remoulded into sound.


Suddenly the woven rhythms were
ripped— hideously. A devastating indescribable dissonance invaded the cavern.
Beneath it, the nymphs who had been dancing languorously to the strains
quivered like mist wraiths in a sudden blast and were gone: the little moons
flared, then ceased to glow. The tonal instruments were dead. And Narodny was
felled as though by a blow.


After a time the little moons
began to glow again, but dimly; and from the tonal mechanisms came broken,
crippled music. Narodny stirred and sat up, his lean, high-cheeked face more
Satanic than ever. Every nerve was numb; then as they revived, agony crept
along them. He sat, fighting the agony, until he could summon help. He was
answered by one of the Chinese, and soon Narodny was himself again.


He said: "It was a spatial
disturbance, Lao. And it was like nothing I have ever known. It came in upon the
rays, of that I am sure. Let us look out upon the moon."


They passed to another cavern and
stood before an immense television screen. They adjusted it, and upon it
appeared the moon, rapidly growing larger as though it were hurtling toward
them. Then upon the screen appeared a space-ship speeding earthward. They
focused upon it, and opened it to their vision; searching it until they came to
the control room where were Bartholomew, James Tarvish and Martin, their gaze
upon Earth rapidly and more rapidly expanding in the heavens. Narodny and the
Chinese watched them, reading their lips. Tarvish said: "Where can we
land, Martin? The robots will be watching for us everywhere. They will see to
it that we are destroyed before we can give our message and our warning to the
world. They control the governments— or at least control them sufficiently to
seize us upon landing. And if we should escape and gather men around us, then
it means civil war and that in turn means fatal delay in the building of the
space fleet— even if we should win."


Martin said: "We must land
safely— escape the robots— find some to control or destroy them. God, Tarvish—
you saw what that devil they call the Wrongness of Space can do. He threw the
side of the crater out of our dimension as a boy would throw a stone into a
pond!"


Bartholomew said: "He could
take Earth and break it up piecemeal!"


Narodny and Lao looked at each
other. Narodny said: "That is enough. We know." The Chinese nodded.
Narodny said: "I estimated that they would reach Earth in four
hours." Again Lao nodded. Narodny said: "We will talk to them, Lao;
although I had thought we were done with mankind. I do not like this which they
call so quaintly the Wrongness of Space— nor the stone he threw into my
music."


They brought a smaller screen
into position before the larger one. They oriented it to the speeding
space-ship and stepped in front of it. The small screen shimmered with whirling
vortices of pallid blue luminescence; the vortices drew together and became one
vast cone that reached on and on to the greater screen as though not feet but
thousands of miles separated them. And as the tip of the cone touched the
control room of the space-ship mirrored in the screen, Tarvish, upon the actual
ship, gripped Martin's arm.


"Look there!"


There was an eddying in the air,
like that over roads on a hot summer day. The eddying became a shimmering
curtain of pallid blue luminescence—  steadied until it was an oval
doorway opening into vast distances. And then abruptly, within that doorway,
stood two men— one tall and lean and saturnine with the sensitive face of a
dreamer and the other a Chinese, his head a great yellow dome and on his face
the calm of Buddha— and it was strange indeed to see in the cavern of earth
these same two men standing before the blue-coned screen and upon the greater
one their images within the imaged room on which the tip of the cone rested.


Narodny spoke, and in his voice
there was a human indifference and sureness that chilled them, yet gave them
courage. He said: "We mean you no harm. You cannot harm us. We have long
been withdrawn from men. What happens on the surface of Earth means nothing to
us. What may happen beneath the surface means much. Whatever it is you have
named the Wrongness of Space has already annoyed me. I perceive that he can do
more than annoy. I gather that the robots in one way or another are on his
side. You are against him. Therefore, our first step must be to help you
against the robots. Place me in possession of all facts. Be brief, for we cannot
maintain our position here for more than half an hour without discomfort."


Martin said: "Whoever you
are, wherever you are, we trust you. Here is the story—"


For fifteen minutes Narodny and
the Chinese listened to their tale of struggle against the robots, of their
escape and of the blasting of Copernicus in the effort of the Wrongness of
Space to prevent their return.


Narodny said: "Enough. Now I
understand. How long can you remain in space? I mean— what are your margins of
power and of food?"


Martin answered: "Six
days."


Narodny said: "Ample time
for success— or failure. Remain aloft for that time, then descend to where you
started—"


Suddenly he smiled: "I care
nothing for mankind— yet I would not harm them, willingly. And it has occurred
to me that I owe them, after all, a great debt. Except for them— I would not
be. Also, it occurs to me that the robots have never produced a poet, a
musician, an artist—" He laughed: "But it is in my mind that they are
capable of one great art at least! We shall see."


The oval was abruptly empty; then
it too was gone. Bartholomew said: "Call the others. I am for obeying. But
they must know." And when the others had heard, they too voted to obey,
and the space-ship, course changed, began to circle, as slowly as it could, the
earth.


Down in the chamber of the
screens, Narodny laughed and laughed again. He said: "Lao, is it that we
have advanced so in these few years? Or that men have retrogressed? No, it is
this curse of mechanization that destroys imagination. For look you, how easy
is this problem of the robots. They began as man-made machines. Mathematical,
soulless, insensible to any emotion. So was primal matter of which all on earth
are made, rock and water, tree and grass, metal, animal, fish, worm, and men.
But somewhere, somehow, something was added to this primal matter, combined
with it— used it. It was what we call life. And life is consciousness. And
therefore largely emotion. Life established its rhythm— and its rhythm being
different in rock and crystal, metal, fish, and so on, and man, we have these
varying things.


"Well, it seems that life
has begun to establish its rhythm in the robots. Consciousness has touched
them. The proof? They have established the idea of common identity— group
consciousness. That in itself involves emotion. But they have gone further.
They have attained the instinct of self- preservation. And that, my wise
friend, connotes fear— fear of extinction. And fear connotes anger, hatred,
arrogance— and many other things. The robots, in short, have become emotional
to a degree. And therefore vulnerable to whatever may amplify and control their
emotions. They are no longer mechanisms.


"So, Lao, I have in mind an
experiment that will provide me study and amusement through many years.
Originally, the robots are the children of mathematics. I ask— to what is
mathematics most closely related. I answer— to rhythm— to sound— to sounds
which will raise to the nth degree the rhythms to which they will respond. Both
mathematically and emotionally,"


Lao said: "The sonic
sequences?"


Narodny answered: "Exactly.
But we must have a few with which to experiment. To do that means to dissolve
the upper gate. But that is nothing. Tell Maringy and Euphroysne to do it. Net
a ship and bring it here. Bring it down gently. You will have to kill the men
in it, of course, but do it mercifully. Then let them bring me the robots. Use
the green flame on one or two— the rest will follow, I'll warrant you."


The hill behind where the old
house had stood trembled. A circle of pale green light gleamed on its breast.
It dimmed, where it had been was the black mouth of a tunnel. An airship,
half-rocket, half-winged, making its way to New York, abruptly dropped,
circled, and streaked back. It fell gently like a moth, close to the yawning
mouth of the tunnel.


Its door opened, and out came two
men, pilots, cursing. There was a little sigh from the tunnel's mouth and a
silvery misty cloud sped from it, over the pilots and straight through the
opened door. The pilots staggered and crumpled to the ground. In the airship
half a dozen other men slumped to the floor, smiled, and died.


There were a full score robots in
the ship. They stood, looking at the dead men and at each other. Out of the
tunnel came two figures swathed in metallic glimmering robes. They entered the
ship. One said:


"Robots, assemble."


The metal men stood, motionless.
Then one sent out a shrill call. From all parts of the ship the metal men
moved. They gathered behind the one who had sent the call. They stood behind
him, waiting.


In the hand of one of those who
had come from the tunnel was what might have been an antique flash-light. From
it sped a thin green flame. It struck the foremost robot on the head, sliced
down from the head to base of trunk. Another flash, and the green flame cut him
from side to side. He fell, sliced by that flame into four parts. The four
parts lay, inert as their metal, upon the floor of the compartment.


One of the shrouded figures said:
"Do you want further demonstration — or will you follow us?"


The robots put heads together;
whispered. Then one said: "We will follow."


They marched into the tunnel, the
robots making no resistance nor effort to escape. Again there was the sighing, and
the rocks closed the tunnel mouth. They came to a place whose floor sank with
them until it had reached the caverns. The machine-men still went docilely. Was
it because of curiosity mixed with disdain for these men whose bodies could be
broken so easily by one blow of the metal appendages that served them for arms?
Perhaps.


They came to the cavern where
Narodny and the others awaited them. Marinoff led them in and halted them.
These were the robots used in the flying ships— their heads cylindrical, four
arm appendages, legs triple jointed, torsos slender. The robots, it should be
understood, were differentiated in shape according to their occupations.
Narodny said:


"Welcome, robots. Who is
your leader?"


One answered: "We have no
leaders. We act as one."


Narodny laughed: "Yet by
speaking for them you have shown yourself leader. Step closer. Do not fear—
yet."


The robot said: "We feel no
fear. Why should we? Even if you should destroy us who are here, you cannot
destroy the billions of us outside. Nor can you breed fast enough, become men
soon enough, to cope with us who enter into life strong and complete from the
beginning."


He flicked an appendage toward
Narodny and there was contempt in the gesture. But before he could draw it back
a bracelet of green flame circled it at the shoulder. It had darted like a
thrown loop from something in Narodny's hand. The robot's arm dropped clanging
to the floor, cleanly severed. The robot stared at it unbelievingly, threw
forward his other three arms to pick it up. Again the green flame encircled
them, encircled also his legs above the second joints. The robot crumpled and
pitched forward, crying in high-pitched shrill tones to the others.


Swiftly the green flame played
among them. Legless, armless, some decapitated, all the robots fell except two.


"Two will be enough,"
said Narodny. "But they will not need arms—  only feet."


The flashing green bracelets
encircled the appendages and excised them. The pair were marched away. The
bodies of the others were taken apart, studied and under Narodny's direction
curious experiments were made. Music filled the cavern, strange chords,
unfamiliar progressions, shattering arpeggios and immense vibrations of sound
that could be felt but not heard by the human ear. And finally this last deep
vibration burst into hearing as a vast drone, hummed up and up into swift
tingling tempest of crystalline brittle notes, and still ascending passed into
shrill high pipings, and continued again unheard, as had the prelude to the
droning. And thence it rushed back, the piping and the crystalline storm
reversed, into the drone and the silence— then back and up.


And the bodies of the broken
robots began to quiver, to tremble, as though every atom within them were in
ever increasing, rhythmic motion. Up rushed the music and down— again and
again. If ended abruptly in midflight with one crashing note.


The broken bodies ceased their
quivering. Tiny starshaped cracks appeared in their metal. Once more the note
sounded and the cracks widened. The metal splintered.


Narodny said: "Well, there
is the frequency for the rhythm of our robots. The destructive unison. I hope
for the sake of the world outside it is not also the rhythm of many of their
buildings and bridges. But after all, in any war there must be casualties on
both sides."


Lao said: "Earth will be an
extraordinary spectacle for a few days."


Narodny said: "It's going to
be an extraordinarily uncomfortable Earth for a few days, and without doubt
many will die and many more go mad. But is there any other way?"


There was no answer. He said;
"Bring in the two robots." They brought them in.


Narodny said: "Robots— were
there ever any of you who could poetize?"


They answered: "What is
poetize?" Narodny laughed: "Never mind. Have you ever sung— made
music— painted? Have you ever—  dreamed?"


One robot said with cold irony:
"Dreamed? No— for we do not sleep. We leave all that to men. It is why we
have conquered them."


Narodny said, almost gently:
"Not yet, robot. Have you ever—  danced? No? It is an art you are
about to learn."


The unheard note began, droned up
and through the tempest and away and back again. And up and down— and up and
down, though not so loudly as before. And suddenly the feet of the robots began
to move, to shuffle. Their leg-joints bent; their bodies swayed. The note
seemed to move now here and now there about the chamber, they always following
it, grotesquely. Like huge metal marionettes, they followed it. The music ended
in the crashing note. And it was as though every vibrating atom of the robot bodies
had met some irresistible obstruction. Their bodies quivered and from their
voice mechanisms came a shriek that was a hideous blend of machine and life.
Once more the drone, and once more and once more and again the abrupt stop.
There was a brittle crackling all over the conical heads, all over the bodies.
The star-shaped splinterings appeared. Once again the drone— but the two robots
stood, unresponding. For through the complicated mechanisms which under their
carapaces animated them were similar splinterings.


The robots were dead!


Narodny said: "By tomorrow
we can amplify the sonor to make it effective in a 3000-mile circle. We will
use the upper cavern, of course. Equally of course, it means we must take the
ship out again. In three days, Marinoff, you should be able to cover the other
continents. See to it that the ship is completely proof against the vibrations.
To work. We must act quickly—  before the robots can discover how to
neutralize them."


It was exactly at noon next day
that over all North America a deep unexplainable droning was heard. It seemed
to come not only from deep within earth, but from every side. It mounted
rapidly through a tempest of tingling crystalline notes into a shrill piping
and was gone... then back it rushed from piping to the drone... then up and out
and down... again and again. And over all North America the hordes of robots
stopped in whatever they were doing. Stopped... and then began to dance. They
danced in the airships and scores of those ships crashed before the human crews
could gain control. They danced by the thousands in the streets of the cities—
in grotesque rigadoons, in bizarre sarabands, with shuffle and hop, and jig the
robots danced while the people fled in panic and hundreds of them were crushed
and died in those panics. In the great factories, and in the tunnels of the
lower cities, and in the mines— everywhere the sound was heard— and it was
heard everywhere— the robots danced... to the piping of Narodny, the last great
poet... the last great musician.


And then came the crashing note—
and over all the country the dance halted. And began again... and ceased... and
began again...


Until at last the streets, the
lower tunnels of the lower levels, the mines, the factories, the homes, were
littered with metal bodies shot through and through with star-shaped
splinterings.


In the cities the people cowered,
not knowing what blow was to fall upon them... or milled about in fear-maddened
crowds, and many more died...


Then suddenly the dreadful
droning, the shattering tempest, the intolerable high piping ended. And
everywhere the people fell, sleeping among the dead robots, as though they
never had been strung to the point of breaking, sapped of strength and abruptly
relaxed.


As though it had vanished,
America was deaf to cables, to all communication beyond the gigantic circle of
sound.


But that midnight over all Europe
the drone sounded and Europe's robots began their dance of death... and when it
had ended a strange and silent rocket ship that had hovered high above the
stratosphere sped almost with the speed of light and hovered over Asia— and
next day Africa heard the drone while the natives answered it with their
tom-toms— then South America heard it and last of all far-off Australia... and
everywhere terror trapped the peoples and panic and madness took their toll...


Until of all that animate metal
horde that had tethered Earth and humanity there were a few scant hundreds
left— escaped from the death dance through some variant in their constitution.
And, awakening from that swift sleep, all over Earth those who had feared and
hated the robots and their slavery rose against those who had fostered the
metal domination, and blasted the robot factories to dust.


Again the hill above the caverns
opened, the strange torpedo ship blinked into sight like a ghost, as silently
as a ghost floated into the hill and the rocks closed behind it.


Narodny and the others stood
before the gigantic television screen, shifting upon it images of city after
city, country after country, over all Earth's surface. Lao, the Chinese, said:
"Many men died, but many are left. They may not understand— but to them it
was worth it."


Narodny mused: "It drives
home the lesson, what man does not pay for, he values little. Our friends aloft
will have little opposition now I think."


He shook his head, doubtfully,
"But I still do not like that Wrongness of Space. I do not want my music
spoiled again by him, Lao. Shall we hurl the Moon out of the universe,
Lao?"


Lao laughed: "And what then
would you do for moon-music?"


Narodny said: "True. Well,
let us see what men can do. There is always time— perhaps."


The difficulties which beset
humanity did not interest the poet Narodny. While the world governments were
reorganized— factories turned out space ships for Earth's fleet— men were
trained in handling these ships— supplies were gathered— weapons were
perfected—  and when the message from Luna, outlining the course to be
followed and setting the starting date, arrived, the space fleet of Earth was
ready to leave.


Narodny watched the ships take
off. He shook his head, doubtfully. But soon harmonies were swelling through
the great cavern of the orchards and nymphs and fauns dancing under the fragrant
blossoming trees— and the world was again forgotten by Narodny.


___________________
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"THERE'S
AN extraordinary gentleman to see you, sir," said the new man.


"Why 'extraordinary'? asked Dr. Silence, drawing the tips of his
thin fingers through his brown beard. His eyes twinkled pleasantly. "Why
'extraordinary,' Barker?" he repeated encouragingly, noticing the
perplexed expression in the man's eyes.


"He's so— so thin, sir. I could hardly see
'im at all— at first. He was inside the house before I could ask the name, he
added, remembering strict orders.


"And who brought him here?"


"He come alone, sir, in a closed cab. He
pushed by me before I could say a word— making no noise not what I could hear.
He seemed to move very soft–"


The man stopped short with obvious
embarrassment, as though he had already said enough to jeopardise his new
situation, but trying hard to show that he remembered the instructions and
warnings he had received with regard to the admission of strangers not properly
accredited.


"And where is the gentleman now?"
asked Dr. Silence, turning away to conceal his amusement.


"I really couldn't exactly say, sir. I left
him standing in the 'all—"


The doctor looked up sharply. "But why in
the hall, Barker? Why not in the waiting-room?" He fixed his piercing
though kindly eyes on the man's face. "Did he frighten you?" he asked
quickly.


"I think he did, sir, if I may say so. I
seemed to lose sight of him, as it were—" The man stammered, evidently
convinced by now that he had earned his dismissal. "He come in so funny,
just like a cold wind," he added boldly, setting his heels at attention
and looking his master full in the face.


 The doctor made an internal note of the
man's halting description; he was pleased that the slight evidence of intuition
which had induced him to engage Barker had not entirely failed at the first
trial. Dr. Silence sought for this qualification in all his assistants, from
secretary to serving-man, and if it surrounded him with a somewhat singular
crew, the drawbacks were more than compensated for on the whole by their
occasional flashes of insight.


"So the gentleman made you feel queer, did
he?"


"That was it, I think, sir," repeated
the man stolidly.


"And he brings no kind of introduction to
me— no letter or anything?" asked the doctor, with feigned surprise, as
though he knew what was coming.


The man fumbled, both in mind and pockets, and
finally produced an envelope.


"I beg pardon, sir," he said, greatly
flustered; "the gentleman handed me this for you."


It was a note from a discerning friend, who had
never yet sent him a case that was not vitally interesting from one point or
another.


"Please see the bearer of this note,"
the brief message ran, "though I doubt if even you can do much to help
him."


John Silence paused a moment, so as to gather
from the mind of the writer all that lay behind the brief words of the letter.
Then he looked up at his servant with a graver expression than he had yet worn.


"Go back and find this gentleman," he
said, "and show him into the green study. Do not reply to his question, or
speak more than actually necessary; but think kind, helpful, sympathetic
thoughts as strongly as you can, Barker. You remember what I told you about the
importance of thinking, when I engaged you. Put curiosity out of your mind, and
think gently, sympathetically, affectionately, if you can."


He smiled, and Barker, who had recovered his
composure in the doctor's presence, bowed silently and went out.


There were two different reception rooms in Dr.
Silence's house. One, intended for persons who imagined they needed spiritual
assistance when really they were only candidates for the asylum, had padded
walls, and was well supplied with various concealed contrivances by means of
which sudden violence could be instantly met and overcome. It was, however,
rarely used. The other, intended for the reception of genuine cases of spiritual
distress and out-of-the-way afflictions of a psychic nature, was entirely
draped and furnished in a soothing deep green, calculated to induce calmness
and repose of mind. And this room was the one in which Dr. Silence interviewed
the majority of his 'queer' cases, and the one into which he had directed
Barker to show his present caller.


To begin with, the armchair in which the
patient was always directed to sit was nailed to the floor, since its
immovability tended to impart this same excellent characteristic to the
occupant. Patients invariably grew excited when talking about themselves, and
their excitement tended to confuse their thoughts and to exaggerate their
language. The immobility of the chair helped to counteract this. After repeated
endeavours to drag it forward, or push it back, they ended by resigning
themselves to sitting quietly. And with the futility of fidgeting there
followed a calmer state of mind.


Upon the floor, and at intervals in the wall
immediately behind, were certain tiny green buttons, practically unnoticeable,
which on being pressed permitted a soothing and persuasive narcotic to rise
invisibly about the occupant of the chair. The effect upon the excitable
patient was rapid, admirable, and harmless. The green study was further provided
with a secret spyhole; for John Silence liked when possible to observe his
patient's face before it had assumed that mask the features of the human
countenance invariably wear in the presence of another person. A man sitting
alone wears a psychic expression; and this expression is the man himself. It
disappears the moment another person joins him. And Dr. Silence often learned
more from a few moments' secret observation of a face than from hours of
conversation with its owner afterwards.


A very light, almost a dancing step followed
Barker's heavy tread towards the green room, and a moment afterwards the man
came in and announced that the gentleman was waiting. He was still pale and his
manner nervous.


"Never mind, Barker," the doctor said
kindly; "if you were not intuitive the man would have had no effect upon
you at all. You only need training and development. And when you have learned
to interpret these feelings and sensations better, you will feel no fear, but
only a great sympathy."


"Yes, sir; thank you, sir!" And
Barker bowed and made his escape, while Dr. Silence, an amused smile lurking
about the corners of his mouth, made his way noiselessly down the passage and
put his eye to the spy-hole in the door of the green study.


This spy-hole was so placed that it commanded a
view of almost the entire room, and, looking through it, the doctor saw a hat,
gloves, and umbrella lying on a chair by the table, but searched at first in
vain for their owner.


The windows were both closed and a brisk fire
burned in the grate. There were various signs— signs intelligible at least to a
keenly intuitive soul— that the room was occupied, yet so far as human beings
were concerned, it seemed undeniably empty. No one sat in the chairs; no one
stood on the mat before the fire; there was no sign even that a patient was
anywhere close against the wall, examining the Becklin reproduction-as patients
so often did when they thought they were alone— and therefore rather difficult
to see from the spy-hole. Ordinarily speaking, there was no one in the room. It
was unoccupied.


Yet Dr. Silence was quite well aware that a
human being was in the room. His sensitive system never failed to let him know
the proximity of an incarnate or discarnate being. Even in the dark he could tell
that. And he now knew positively that his patient— the patient who had alarmed
Barker, and had then tripped down the corridor with that dancing footstep— was
somewhere concealed within the four walls commanded by his spy-hole. He also
realised-and this was most unusual— that this individual whom he desired to
watch knew that he was being watched. And, further, that the stranger himself
was also watching in his turn. In fact, that it was he, the doctor, who was
being observed— and by an observer as keen and trained as himself.


An inkling of the true state of the case began
to dawn upon him, and he was on the verge of entering-indeed, his hand already
touched the doorknob— when his eye, still glued to the spy-hole, detected a
slight movement. Directly opposite, between him and the fireplace, something
stirred. He watched very attentively and made certain that he was not mistaken.
An object on the mantelpiece— it was a blue vase-disappeared from view. It
passed out of sight together with the portion of the marble mantelpiece on
which it rested. Next, that part of the fire and grate and brass fender
immediately below it vanished entirely, as though a slice had been taken clean
out of them.


Dr. Silence then understood that something
between him and these objects was slowly coming into being, something that
concealed them and obstructed his vision by inserting itself in the line of
sight between them and himself.


He quietly awaited further results before going
in.


First he saw a thin perpendicular line tracing
itself from just above the height of the clock and continuing downwards till it
reached the woolly fire-mat. This line grew wider, broadened, grew solid. It
was no shadow; it was something substantial. It defined itself more and more.
Then suddenly, at the top of the line, and about on a level with the face of
the clock, he saw a small luminous disc gazing steadily at him. It was a human
eye, looking straight into his own, pressed there against the spy-hole. And it
was bright with intelligence. Dr. Silence held his breath for a moment— and
stared back at it.


Then, like someone moving out of deep shadow
into light, he saw the figure of a man come sliding sideways into view, a
whitish face following the eye, and the perpendicular line he had first
observed broadening out and developing into the complete figure of a human
being. It was the patient. He had apparently been standing there in front of
the fire all the time. A second eye had followed the first, and both of them
stared steadily at the spy-hole, sharply concentrated, yet with a sly twinkle
of humour and amusement that made it impossible for the doctor to maintain his
position any longer.


He opened the door and went in quickly. As he
did so he noticed for the first time the sound of a German band coming in
noisily through the open ventilators. In some intuitive, unaccountable fashion
the music connected itself with the patient he was about to interview. This
sort of prevision was not unfamiliar to him. It always explained itself later.


The man, he saw, was of middle age and of very
ordinary appearance; so ordinary, in fact, that he was difficult to describe—
his only peculiarity being his extreme thinness. Pleasant— that is, good—
vibrations issued from his atmosphere and met Dr. Silence as he advanced to greet
him, yet vibrations alive with currents and discharges betraying the perturbed
and disordered condition of his mind and brain. There was evidently something
wholly out of the usual in the state of his thoughts. Yet, though strange, it
was not altogether distressing; it was not the impression that the broken and
violent atmosphere of the insane produces upon the mind. Dr. Silence realised
in a flash that here was a case of absorbing interest that might require all
his powers to handle properly.


"I was watching you through my little
peep-hole— as you saw," he began, with a pleasant smile, advancing to
shake hands. "I find it of the greatest assistance sometimes–"


But the patient interrupted him at once. His
voice was hurried and had odd, shrill changes in it, breaking from high to low
in unexpected fashion. One moment it thundered, the next it almost squeaked.


"I understand without explanation,"
he broke in rapidly. "You get the true note of a man in that way— when he
thinks himself unobserved. I quite agree. Only, in my case, I fear, you saw
very little. My case, as you of course grasp, Dr. Silence, is extremely
peculiar, uncomfortably peculiar. Indeed, unless Sir William had positively
assured me–"


"My friend has sent you to me," the
doctor interrupted gravely, with a gentle note of authority, "and that is
quite sufficient. Pray, be seated, Mr.—"


"Mudge— Racine Mudge," returned the
other.


"Take this comfortable one, Mr.
Mudge," leading him to the fixed chair, "and tell me your condition
in your own way and at your own pace. My whole day is at your service if you
require it."


Mr. Mudge moved towards the chair in question
and then hesitated.


"You will promise me not to use the
narcotic buttons," he said, before sitting down. "I do not need them.
Also I ought to mention that anything you think of vividly will reach my mind.
That is apparently part of my peculiar case." He sat down with a sigh and
arranged his thin legs and body into a position of comfort. Evidently he was
very sensitive to the thoughts of others, for the picture of the green buttons
had only entered the doctor's mind for a second, yet the other had instantly snapped it up. Dr.
Silence noticed, too, that Mr. Mudge held on tightly with both hands to the
arms of the chair.


"I'm rather glad the chair is nailed to
the floor," he remarked, as he settled himself more comfortably. "It
suits me admirably. The fact is— and this is my case in a nutshell— which is
all that a doctor of your marvellous development requires— the fact is, Dr.
Silence, I am a victim of Higher Space. That's what's the matter with me—
Higher Space."


The two looked at each other for a space in
silence, the little patient holding tightly to the arms of the chair which
suited him admirably, and looking up with staring eyes, his atmosphere
positively trembling with the waves of some unknown activity; while the doctor
smiled kindly and sympathetically, and put his whole person as far as possible
into the mental condition of the other.


"Higher Space," repeated Mr. Mudge,
"that's what it is. Now, do you think you can help me with that?"


There was a pause during which the men's eyes
steadily searched down below the surface of their respective personalities.
Then Dr. Silence spoke.


"I am quite sure I can help," he
answered quietly; "sympathy must always help, and suffering always claims
my sympathy.


"I see you have suffered cruelly. You must
tell me all about your case, and when I hear the gradual steps by which you
reached this strange condition, I have no doubt I can be of assistance to you."


He drew a chair up beside his interlocutor and
laid a hand on his shoulder for a moment. His whole being radiated kindness,
intelligence, desire to help.


"For instance," he went on, "I
feel sure it was the result of no mere chance that you became familiar with the
terrors of what you term Higher Space; for higher space is no mere external
measurement. It is, of course, a spiritual state, a spiritual condition, an
inner development, and one that we must recognise as abnormal, since it is
beyond the reach of the senses at the present stage of evolution. Higher Space
is a mystical state."


"Oh!" cried the other, rubbing his
birdlike hands with pleasure, "the relief it is to me to talk to someone
who can understand! Of course what you say is the utter truth. And you are
right that no mere chance led me to my present condition, but, on the other
hand, prolonged and deliberate study. Yet chance in a sense now governs it. I
mean, my entering the condition of higher space seems to depend upon the chance
of this and that circumstance." He sighed and paused a moment. "For
instance," he continued, starting, "the mere sound of that German
band sent me off. Not that all music will do so, but certain sounds, certain
vibrations, at once key me up to the requisite pitch, and off I go. Wagner's
music always does it, and that band must have been playing a stray bit of
Wagner. But I'll come to all that later. Only, first"— he smiled
deprecatingly— "I must ask you to send away your man from the
spy-hole." John Silence looked up with a start, for Mr. Mudge's back was
to the door, and there was no mirror. He saw the brown eye of Barker glued to
the little circle of glass, and he crossed the room without a word and snapped
down the black shutter provided for the purpose, and then heard Barker shuffle
away along the passage.


"Now," continued the little man in
the chair, "I can go on. You have managed to put me completely at my ease,
and I feel I may tell you my whole case without shame or reserve. You will
understand. But you must be patient with me if I go into details that are
already familiar to you-details of higher space, I mean— and if I seem stupid
when I have to describe things that transcend the power of language and are
really therefore indescribable!


"My dear friend," put in the other
calmly, "that goes without saying. To know higher space is an experience
that defies description, and one is obliged to make use of more or less
intelligible symbols. But, pray, proceed. Your vivid thoughts will tell me more
than your halting words!


An immense sigh of relief proceeded from the
little figure half lost in the depths of the chair. Such intelligent sympathy
meeting him halfway was a new experience, and it touched his heart at once. He
leaned back, relaxing his tight hold of the arms, and began in his thin,
scale-like voice.


"My mother was a Frenchwoman, and my
father an Essex bargeman," he said abruptly. "Hence my name–Racine
and Mudge. My father died before I ever saw him. My mother inherited money from
her Bordeaux relations, and when she died soon after, I was left alone with
wealth and a strange freedom. I had no guardian, trustees, sisters, brothers,
or any connection in the world to look after me. I grew up, therefore, utterly
without education. This much was to my advantage; I learned none of that
deceitful rubbish taught in schools, and so had nothing to unlearn when I
awakened to my true love— mathematics, higher mathematics and higher geometry.
These, however, I seemed to know instinctively. It was like the memory of what
I had deeply studied before; the principles were in my blood, and I simply
raced through the ordinary stages, and beyond, and then did the same with
geometry. Afterwards, when I read the books on these subjects, I understood how
swift and undeviating the knowledge had come back to me. It was simply memory.
It was simply re-collecting the memories of what I had known before in a
previous existence and required no books to teach me."


In his growing excitement, Mr. Mudge attempted
to drag the chair forward a little nearer to his listener, and then sighed
faintly as he resigned himself instantly again to its immobility, and plunged
anew into the recital of his singular 'disease.' "The audacious
speculations of Bolyai, the amazing theories of Gauss— that through a point
more than one line could be drawn parallel to a given line; the possibility
that the angles of a triangle are together greater than two right angles, if
drawn upon immense curvatures— the breathless intuitions of Beltrami and
Lobatchewsky— all these I hurried through, and emerged, panting but
unsatisfied, upon the verge of my-my world, my higher space possibilities— in a
word, my disease!


"How I got there," he resumed after a
brief pause, during which he appeared to be listening nervously for an approaching
sound, "is more than I can put intelligibly into words. I can only hope to
leave your mind with an intuitive comprehension of the possibility of what I
say.


"Here, however, came a change. At this
point I was no longer absorbing the fruits of studies I had made before; it was
the beginning of new efforts to learn for the first time, and I had to go
slowly and laboriously through terrible work. Here I sought for the theories
and speculations of others. But books were few and far between, and with the exception
of one man— a "dreamer," the world called him— whose audacity and
piercing intuition amazed and delighted me beyond description, I found no one
to guide or help."


"You, of course, Dr. Silence, understand
something of what I am driving at with these stammering words, though you
cannot perhaps yet guess what depths of pain my new knowledge brought me to,
nor why an acquaintance with a new dimension of space should prove a source of
misery and terror."


Mr. Racine Mudge, remembering that the chair
would not move, did the next best thing he could in his desire to draw nearer
to the attentive man facing him, and sat forward upon the very edge of the
cushions, crossing his legs and gesticulating with both hands as though he saw
into this region of new space he was attempting to describe, and might any
moment tumble into it bodily from the edge of the chair and disappear from
view. John Silence, separated from him by three paces, sat with his eyes fixed
upon the thin white face opposite, noting every word and every gesture with
deep attention.


"This room we now sit in, Dr. Silence, has
one side open to space— to higher space. A closed box only seems closed. There
is a way in and out of a soap bubble without breaking the skin."


"You tell me no new thing," the doctor
interposed gently.


"Hence, if higher space exists and our
world borders upon it and lies partially in it, it follows necessarily that we
see only portions of all objects. We never see their true and complete shape.
We see three measurements, but not their fourth. The new direction is concealed
from us, and when I hold this book and move my hand all round it I have not
really made a complete circuit. We only perceive those portions of any object
which exist in our three dimensions, the rest escapes us. But, once learn to
see in higher space, and objects will appear as they actually are. Only they
will thus be hardly recognisable!


"Now you may begin to grasp something of
what I am coming to."


"I am beginning to understand something of
what you must have suffered," observed the doctor soothingly, "for I
have made similar experiments myself, and only stopped just in time–"


"You are the one man in all the world who
can understand, and sympathise," exclaimed Mr. Mudge, grasping his hand
and holding it tightly while he spoke. The nailed chair prevented further
excitability.


"Well," he resumed, after a moment's
pause, "I procured the implements and the colored blocks for practical
experiment, and I followed the instructions carefully till I had arrived at an
imaginative conception of four dimensional space. The tessaract, the figure
whose boundaries are cubes, I knew by heart. That is to say, I knew it and saw
it mentally, for my eye, of course, could never take in a new measurement, nor
my hands and feet handle it.


"So, at least, I thought," he added,
making a wry face. "I had reached the stage, you see, when I could imagine
in a new dimension. I was able to conceive the shape of that new figure which
is intrinsically different to all we know-the shape of the tessaract. I could
perceive in four dimensions. When, therefore, I looked at a cube I could see
all its sides at once. Its top was not foreshortened, nor its farther side and
base invisible. I saw the whole thing out flat, so to speak. Moreover, I also
saw its content— its insides."


"You were not yourself able to enter this
new world?" interrupted Dr. Silence.


"Not then. I was only able to conceive
intuitively what it was like and how exactly it must look. Later, when I
slipped in there and saw objects in their entirety, unlimited by the paucity of
our poor three measurements, I very nearly lost my life. For, you see, space
does not stop at a single new dimension, a fourth. It extends in all possible
new ones, and we must conceive it as containing any number of new dimensions.
In other words, there is no space at all, but only a condition. But, meanwhile,
I had come to grasp the strange fact that the objects in our normal world
appear to us only partially. Mr. Mudge moved farther forward till he was
balanced dangerously on the very edge of the chair. "From this starting
point," he resumed, "I began my studies and experiments, and
continued them for years. I had money, and I was without friends. I lived in solitude
and experimented. My intellect, of course, had little part in the work, for
intellectually it was all unthinkable. Never was the limitation of mere reason
more plainly demonstrated. It was mystically, intuitively, spiritually that I
began to advance. And what I learnt, and knew, and did is all impossible to put
into language, since it describes experiences transcending the experiences of
men. It is only some of the results— what you would call the symptoms of my
disease— that I can give you, and even these must often appear absurd
contradictions and impossible paradoxes.


"I can only tell you, Dr. Silence"—
his manner became grave suddenly— "that I reached sometimes a point of
view whence all the great puzzle of the world became plain to me, and I understood
what they call in the Yoga books "The Great Heresy of Separateness";
why all great teachers have urged the necessity of man loving his neighbour as
himself; how men are all really one; and why the utter loss of self is
necessary to salvation and the discovery of the true life of the soul."


He paused a moment and drew breath.


"Your speculations have been my own long
ago," the doctor said quietly. "I fully realise the force of your
words. Men are doubtless not separate at all— in the sense they imagine.


"All this about the very much higher space
I only dimly, very dimly conceived, of course," the other went on, raising
his voice again by jerks; "but what did happen to me was the humbler
accident of— the simpler disaster— oh dear, how shall I put it–?"


He stammered and showed visible signs of
distress.


"It was simply this," he resumed with
a sudden rush of words, "that, accidentally, as the result of my years of
experiment, I one day slipped bodily into the next world, the world of four
dimensions, yet without knowing precisely how I got there, or how I could get
back again. I discovered, that is, that my ordinary three-dimensional body was
but an expression— a partial projection –of my higher four-dimensional body!
Now you understand what I meant much earlier in our talk when I spoke of
chance. I cannot control my entrance or exit. Certain people, certain human
atmospheres, certain wandering forces, thoughts, desires even— the radiations
of certain combinations of colour, and above all, the vibrations of certain
kinds of music, will suddenly throw me into a state of what I can only describe
as an intense and terrific inner vibration-and behold I am off! Off in the
direction at right angles to all our known directions! Off in the direction the
cube takes when it begins to trace the outlines of the new figure, the
tessaract! Off into my breathless and semi-divine higher space! Off, inside
myself, into the world of four dimensions!"


He gasped and dropped back into the depths of
the immovable chair.


"And there," he whispered, his voice
issuing from among the cushions, "there I have to stay until these
vibrations subside, or until they do something which I cannot find words to
describe properly or intelligibly to you— and then, behold, I am back again.
First, that is, I disappear. Then I reappear. Only"— he sighed— "I
cannot control my entrance nor my exit."


"Just so," exclaimed Dr. Silence,
"and that is why a few–"


"Why a few moments ago," interrupted
Mr. Mudge, taking the words out of his mouth, "you found me gone, and then
saw me return. The music of that wretched German band sent me off. Your intense
thinking about me brought me back-when the band had stopped its Wagner. I saw
you approach the peep-hole and I saw Barker's intention of doing so later. For
me no interiors are hidden. I see inside. When in that state the content of
your mind, as of your body, is open to me as the day. Oh dear, oh dear, oh
dear!"


Mr. Mudge stopped and mopped his brow. A light
trembling ran over the surface of his small body like wind over grass. He still
held tightly to the arms of the chair.


"At first," he presently resumed,
"my new experiences were so vividly interesting that I felt no alarm.
There was no room for it. The alarm came a little later."


"Then you actually penetrated far enough
into that state to experience yourself as a normal portion of it?" asked
the doctor, leaning forward, deeply interested.


Mr. Mudge nodded a perspiring face in reply.


"I did," he whispered,
"undoubtedly I did. I am coming to all that. It began first at night, when
I realised that sleep brought no loss of consciousness–"


"The spirit, of course, can never sleep.
Only the body becomes unconscious," interposed John Silence.


"Yes, we know that— theoretically. At
night, of course, the spirit is active elsewhere, and we have no memory of
where and how, simply because the brain stays behind and receives no record.
But I found that, while remaining conscious, I also retained memory. I had
attained to the state of continuous consciousness, for at night regularly, with
the first approaches of drowsiness, I entered nolens volens, the four
dimensional world.


"For a time this happened frequently, and
I could not control it; though later I found a way to regulate it better.
Apparently sleep is unnecessary in the higher –the four dimensional body. Yes,
perhaps. But I should infinitely have preferred dull sleep to the knowledge.
For, unable to control my movements, I wandered to and fro, attracted owing to
my partial development and premature arrival, to parts of this new world that
alarmed me more and more. It was the awful waste and drift of a monstrous
world, so utterly different to all we know and see that I cannot even hint at
the nature of the sights and objects and beings in it. More than that, I cannot
even remember them. I cannot now picture them to myself even, but can recall
only the memory of the impression they made upon me, the horror and devastating
terror of it all. To be in several places at once, for instance–"


"Perfectly," interrupted John
Silence, noticing the increase of the other's excitement, "I understand
exactly. But now, please, tell me a little more of this alarm you experienced,
and how it affected you."


"It's not the disappearing and reappearing
per se that I mind," continued Mr. Mudge, "so much as certain other
things. It's seeing people and objects in their weird entirety, in their true
and complete shapes, that is so distressing. It introduced me to a world of
monsters. Horses, dogs, cats, all of which I loved; people, trees, children;
all that I have considered beautiful in life— everything, from a human face to
a cathedral-appear to me in a different shape and aspect to all I have known
before. Instead of seeing their partial expression in three dimensions, I saw
them complete— in four. I cannot perhaps convince you why this should be
terrible, but I assure you that it is so. To hear the human voice proceeding from this novel
appearance which I scarcely recognise as a human body is ghastly, simply
ghastly. To see inside everything and everybody is a form of insight peculiarly
distressing. To be so confused in geography as to find myself one moment at the
North Pole, and the next at Clapham Junction— or possibly at both places
simultaneously— is absurdly terrifying. Your imagination will readily furnish
other details without my multiplying my experiences now. But you have no idea
what it all means, and how I suffer."


Mr. Mudge paused in his panting account and lay
back in his chair. He still held tightly to the arms as though they could keep
him in the world of sanity and three measurements, and only now and again
released his left hand in order to mop his face. He looked very thin and white
and oddly unsubstantial, and he stared about him as though he saw into this
other space he had been talking about.


John Silence, too, felt warm. He had listened
to every word and had made many notes. The presence of this man had an
exhilarating effect upon him. It seemed as if Mr. Racine Mudge still carried
about with him something of that breathless higher-space condition he had been
describing. At any rate, Dr. Silence had himself advanced sufficiently far to
realise that the visions of this extraordinary little person had a basis of
truth for their origin.


After a pause that prolonged itself into
minutes, he crossed the room and unlocked a drawer in a bookcase, taking out a
small book with a red cover. It had a lock to it, and he produced a key out of
his pocket and proceeded to open the covers. The bright eyes of Mr. Mudge never
left him for a single second.


"It almost seems a pity," he said at
length, "to cure you, Mr. Mudge. You are on the way to discovery of great
things. Though you may lose your life in the process— that is, your life here
in the world of three dimensions— you would lose thereby nothing of great
value-you will pardon my apparent rudeness, I know-and you might gain what is
infinitely greater. Your suffering, of course, lies in the fact that you
alternate between the two worlds and are never wholly in one or the other.
Also, I rather imagine, though I cannot be certain of this from any personal
experiments, that you have here and there penetrated even into space of more
than four dimensions, and have hence experienced the terror you speak of."


The perspiring son of the Essex bargeman and
the woman of Normandy bent his head several times in assent, but uttered no
word in reply.


"Some strange psychic predisposition,
dating no doubt from one of your former lives, has favoured the development of
your "disease"; and the fact that you had no normal training at
school or college, no leading by the poor intellect into the culs-de-sac
falsely called knowledge, has further caused your exceedingly rapid movement
along the lines of direct inner experience. None of the knowledge you have
foreshadowed has come to you through the senses, of course."


Mr. Mudge, sitting in his immovable chair,
began to tremble slightly. A wind again seemed to pass over his surface and
again to set it curiously in motion like a field of grass.


"You are merely talking to gain
time," he said hurriedly, in a shaking voice. "This thinking aloud
delays us. I see ahead what you are coming to, only please be quick, for
something is going to happen. A band is again coming down the street, and if it
plays— if it plays Wagner— I shall be off in a twinkling."


"Precisely. I will be quick. I was leading
up to the point of how to effect your cure. The way is this: You must simply
learn to block the entrances –prevent the centres acting."


"True, true, utterly true!" exclaimed
the little man, dodging about nervously in the depths of the chair. "But
how, in the name of space, can that be done?"


"By concentration. They are all within
you, these centres, although outer causes such as colour, music, and other
things lead you towards them. These external things you cannot hope to destroy,
but once the entrances are blocked, they will lead you only to bricked walls
and closed channels. You will no longer be able to find the way."


"Quick, quick!" cried the bobbing
figure in the chair. "How is this concentration to be effected?"


"This little book," continued Dr.
Silence calmly, "will explain to you the way." He tapped the cover.
"Let me now read out to you certain simple instructions, composed, as I
see you divine, entirely from my own personal experiences in the same
direction. Follow these instructions and you will no longer enter the state of
higher space. The entrances will be blocked effectively."


Mr. Mudge sat bolt upright in his chair to
listen, and John Silence cleared his throat and began to read slowly in a very
distinct voice.


But before be had uttered a dozen words,
something happened. A sound of street music entered the room through the open
ventilators, for a band had begun to play in the stable mews at the back of the
house-the March from Tannhauser. Odd as it may seem that a German band should
twice within the space of an hour enter the same mews and play Wagner, it was
nevertheless the fact.


Mr. Racine Mudge heard it. He uttered a sharp,
squeaking cry and twisted his arms with nervous energy round the chair. A
piteous look that was not far from tears spread over his white face. Grey
shadows followed it— the gray of fear. He began to struggle convulsively.


"Hold me fast! Catch me! For God's sake,
keep me here! I'm on the rush already. Oh, it's frightful!" he cried in
tones of anguish, his voice as thin as a reed.


Dr. Silence made a plunge forward to seize him,
but in a flash, before he could cover the space between them, Mr. Racine Mudge,
screaming and struggling, seemed to shoot past him into invisibility. He
disappeared like an arrow from a bow propelled at infinite speed, and his voice
no longer sounded in the external air, but seemed in some curious way to make
itself heard somewhere within the depths of the doctor's own being. It was
almost like a faint singing cry in his head, like a voice of dream, a voice of
vision and unreality.


"Alcohol, alcohol!" it cried faintly,
with distance in it, "give me alcohol! It's the quickest way. Alcohol,
before I'm out of reach!"


The doctor, accustomed to rapid decisions and
even more rapid action, remembered that a brandy flask stood upon the
mantelpiece, and in less than a second he had seized it and was holding it out
towards the space above the chair recently occupied by the visible Mudge. But,
before his very eyes, and long ere he could unscrew the metal stopper, he saw
the contents of the closed glass phial sink and lessen as though someone were
drinking violently and greedily of the liquor within.


"Thanks! Enough! It deadens the
vibrations!" cried the faint voice in his interior, as he withdrew the
flask and set it back upon the mantelpiece. He understood that in Mudge's
present condition one side of the flask was open to space and he could drink
without removing the stopper. He could hardly have had a more interesting proof
of what he had been hearing described at such length.


But the next moment— the very same moment it
almost seemed— the German band stopped midway in its tune— and there was Mr.
Mudge back in his chair again, gasping and panting!


"Quick!" he shrieked, "stop that
band! Send it away! Catch hold of me! Block the entrances! Block the entrances!
Give me the red book! Oh, oh, oh-h-h-h!"


The music had begun again. It was merely a
temporary interruption. The Tannhauser March started again, this time at a
tremendous pace that made it sound like a rapid two-step, as though the
instruments played against time.


But the brief interruption gave Dr. Silence a
moment in which to collect his scattering thoughts, and before the band had got
through half a bar, he had flung forward upon the chair and held Mr. Racine
Mudge, the struggling little victim of Higher Space, in a grip of iron. His
arms went all round his diminutive person, taking in a good part of the chair
at the same time. He was not a big man, yet he seemed to smother Mudge
completely.


Yet, even as he did so, and felt the wriggling
form underneath him, it began to melt and slip away like air or water. The wood
of the armchair somehow disentangled itself from between his own arms and those
of Mudge. The phenomenon known as the passage of matter through matter took
place. The little man seemed actually to be interfused with the other's being.
Dr. Silence could just see his face beneath him. It puckered and grew dark as
though from some great internal effort. He heard the thin, reedy voice cry in
his ear to "Block the entrances, block the entrances!" and then— but
how in the world describe what is indescribable?


John Silence half rose up to watch. Racine
Mudge, his face distorted beyond all recognition, was making a marvellous
inward movement, as though doubling back upon himself. He turned funnel-wise
like water in a whirling vortex, and then appeared to break up somewhat as a
reflection breaks up and divides in a distorting convex mirror. He went neither
forward nor backwards, neither to the right nor the left, neither up nor down.
But he went. He went utterly. He simply flashed away out of sight like a
vanishing projectile.


All but one leg Dr. Silence just had the time
and the presence of mind to seize upon the left ankle and boot as it
disappeared, and to this he held on for several seconds like grim death. Yet
all the time he knew it was a foolish and useless thing to do.


The foot was in his grasp one moment, and the
next it seemed-this was the only way he could describe it— inside his own skin
and bones, and at the same time outside his hand and all round it. It seemed
mingled in some amazing way with his own flesh and blood. Then it was gone, and he was tightly grasping a
mere draught of heated air.


"Gone! gone! gone!" cried a faint,
whispering voice somewhere deep within his own consciousness. "Lost! lost!
lost!" it repeated, growing fainter and fainter till at length it vanished
into nothing and the last signs of Mr. Racine Mudge vanished with it.


John Silence locked his red book and replaced
it in the cabinet, which he fastened with a click, and when Barker answered the
bell he inquired if Mr. Mudge had left a card upon the table. It appeared that
he had, and when the servant returned with it, Dr. Silence read the address and
made a note of it. It was in North London.


"Mr. Mudge has gone," he said quietly
to Barker, noticing his expression of alarm.


"He's not taken his 'at with him,
sir."


"Mr. Mudge requires no hat where he is now," continued the
doctor, stooping to poke the fire. "But he may return for it."


"And the humbrella, sir."


"And the umbrella."


"He didn't go out my way, sir, if you
please," stuttered the amazed servant, his curiosity overcoming his
nervousness.


"Mr. Mudge has his own way of coming and
going, and prefers it. If he returns by the door at any time remember to bring
him instantly to me, and be kind and gentle with him and ask no questions. Also,
remember, Barker, to think pleasantly, sympathetically, affectionately of him
while he is away. Mr. Mudge is a very suffering gentleman!"


Barker bowed and went out of the room
backwards, gasping and feeling round the inside of his collar with three very
hot fingers of one hand.


It was two days later when he brought in a
telegram to the study. Dr. Silence opened it, and read as follows:


 


Bombay. Just slipped out
again. All safe. Have blocked entrances. Thousand thanks. Address Cooks,
London.–


Mudge


 


Dr. Silence looked up and saw Barker staring at
him bewilderingly. It occurred to him that somehow he knew the contents of the
telegram.


"Make a parcel of Mr. Mudge's
things," he said briefly, "and address them Thomas Cook & Sons,
Ludgate Circus. And send them there exactly a month from today, marked "To
be called for."


"Yes, sir," said Barker, leaving the
room with a deep sigh and a hurried glance at the waste-paper basket where his
master had dropped the pink paper.


_____________
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HE WAS known as Ben Mohamet, a powerful, fighting Afghan of
the stern Durani Clan, and he swaggered, as night fell, along the bank of the
river Ganges, sacred to the Hindoos, in the holy city of the Hindoo religion,
Benares, which is the oldest city in the world.


He turned along a street leading
from the river.


With an oath he kicked a sacred
cow out of his way, paying no more attention to the shrill cries of Hindoos
than he would have paid to the same number of chattering monkeys. He was a
tough person with a reputation to sustain, a Mohametan who worshipped one God,
and who loudly proclaimed that the other creeds of India were offal. But he was
more than this, and while his tough reputation was useful, the stain on his
skin and the beard on his face were absolutely necessary-if he wished to live
and continue in business. For underneath it all he was the famous Sinnat of the
Indian Secret Service, known to a few intimates as "Bugs."


It began to rain as he walked in
the general direction of the Bisheswar. He turned to the left from this
"central holiness," and walked along another street, of stone,
six-story buildings, of riches. This ended among huts of the very poor.


Near one of these huts he waited.
He had an appointment.


The rain and the dark had driven
the wretched population of the district into their crude shelters.


There was no one in sight. Then Bugs
heard footsteps, and turned, expecting to see Shir Ali, who, though a real
Afghan, was Bugs' friend and associate in the Service. Instead, he saw a fat
man of criminal appearance, who approached cringingly and began to beg.


"Big man, I am hungry. Bot
garib, very poor am I, and my poor wife is sick. Help me, I beg of
you!"


"You are fat!" sneered
Bugs.


The man came closer, his pawing
hands waving as he pleaded. Bugs felt like hitting the fellow, who was
apparently a professional beggar, but he was waiting for important news from
Shir Ali, and he had no wish to start a row in that particular quarter, where
Hindoos might pour out like rats to attack one lone Mohametan! So Bugs backed
away toward the door of one of the huts, swearing profusely in Pushtu. He backed
into a puddle of water, and slipped. As he slipped the fat man jumped for him.
At the same moment another man jumped out of the darkness of the hut. Bugs had
no chance to use the gun under his arm. Before he could attempt to draw it he
was struck in the face with a stone. He felt the blinding impact in a flash of
agony. He fainted, for the first time in his life.


He recovered consciousness, lying
on his back on the floor of the filthy hut, and tightly bound.


Someone had just kicked him.


"Outwitted you, eh,
Sinnat?" sneered an English voice. "You traced me all the way from
Burma to Benares. Then you disguised yourself as an Afghan. But you are not so
clever as you think you are! And now you are at the end of your rope!"


Bugs, gritting his teeth in pain,
did not answer.


The English voice continued,
after another kick:


"You know who this is, don't
you? The 'renegade Englishman,' eh? Once an officer and a gentleman in the
army! Rather clever, what? To get you, I mean! It has not been done before!…
You are in a hut owned by professional thuggee. The fat beggar and his pal! No
god, no honor and no religion-and no pity (particularly that!) is their creed!
As you know! Very amusing. They will deftly dispose of you, and by this time
tomorrow your corpse will be floating gracefully down the Ganges… I wonder how
much you guessed about my activities in Burma. You were after me, I think, for
the murder of two Buddhist monks. Did I do that or did I hire some of my
friends among the wizards of Burma, who so hate the Buddhists?


"Guess, Sinnat! You have a
few hours to lie here, and nothing to do but guess. You pride yourself on your
knowledge of Burma. Perhaps I know it better! Now I can go back there. You are
out of the way. And with the help of my wizard friends I shall get what I am
after-which with all your fancied intelligence you know nothing about!"


Bugs said nothing. The
Englishman, once Captain Armstrong, kicked him again, saying:


"I am going now, leaving you
alone with the two thugs."


Armstrong turned away. As an
afterthought he kicked Bugs again. This time his foot struck Bugs' head, and
Bugs again lost his senses.


 


BUGS awoke to hands fumbling in
his clothing, and the voices of the two thugs.


"There is no money on
him," growled one.


"Only this little gun under his
arm."


"Better not keep that,"
answered the other. "If we tried to sell it it might be traced to us. This
man doubtless has many friends!"


"He has!" another voice
shouted.


Into the hut another man
literally threw himself, like an enraged grizzly-a grizzly armed with an Afghan
knife, and skilled in its quick use. The thugs, taken utterly by surprise, had
no chance against Shir Ali. Their lives left them. And Shir Ali, with the same
knife, was carefully cutting the ropes that held Bugs.


"Hold steady, sahib! It is
dark in here, although the dawn is on its way… You have been here hours. And I
waited hours, my soul in my mouth with anxiety. Into many huts did I go
growling, seeking thee. But no trace of thee. My heart would beat and then
stop. Many excellent husbands have thought I was after their wives this night!
It was funny to hear them!… Steady, sahib. Just one more bit of rope. Ah, here
it is… Yes, I waited, wondering. But so often does our business make one late
that for some time I did not worry. Then I began to seek. You had told me to
meet you in this street of low people. At last, as I crept cautiously, I heard
these dead things making talk concerning thee. Then I knew thee for near dead
and helpless. So, I came, and attended to the business of sending two thugs to
hell. Now, sahib, I will attend to thee."


Shir Ali lifted Bugs to his feet.


"Come! You are dizzy and
sick. Lean on me. I will get thee to the hospital!" Bugs was able to walk,
but he was terribly weak. He leaned on the big Afghan.


"Thanks, friend!" be
murmured.


"Nay! Do not try to talk.
See, let me lift you…


Here is the door of the damned
place. And now, the street. See, the night is nearly done. The dawn is lifting.
Let's hope we meet no police! Hindoo police in this part of town, thanks to the
loving kindness of the English. Why don't they leave us of Islam to settle with
the kissers of sacred cows?… Ah, in luck! There comes a ticka gharri! We
will ride!"


A one-horse hack of decrepit
appearance, both as to animal and vehicle, dawdled out of the gloom.


The driver slept comfortably.
Shir Ali grabbed the horse. The driver woke up. He took one look at his
prospective fares and reached for his whip. Shir Ali transferred his grabbing
to the driver.


"Be good, heathen,"
said Shir Ali conversationally, "and drive us to the hospital."


"Na! Na," wept the
driver. "I drive no Afghans. Mine is a decent hack! I am a Hindoo!"


"And that," grunted
Shir Ali, as Bugs managed to open the door and get inside, "is meant for
an insult! A Hindoo, eh? Well, so is a monkey! They are all the same breed! But
I won't hurt you!"


As he spoke, Shir Ali climbed to
the driver's seat. With one hairy arm he encircled the driver's body, saying,
"One little shout for help, monkey, and you will never shout again! Your
ribs will be powder!" With his other hand Shir Ali took the reins. He
shook them and the old horse ambled slowly forward.


"Sit steady, sahib— it will
not be long!" he bent down and said to Bugs. "This diseased hack is
no doubt Hindoo, also, though it seems like another insult to call even such a
wreck a name like that… Keep quiet, insulter of hacks," this to the driver
again. "You said this was a Hindoo hack! Why revile thine only means of
livelihood? Behave, and perhaps I will pay thee for the ride! Who knows?"


The dawn broke over Benares in
flashes of splendid crimson. The first rays of the sun made a glittering crown
for the minarets of the Mosque of Aurangzeb, which that Mohametan emperor had
erected years before as "an insult to all Hindoos."


Shir Ali called the outraged
driver's attention to this fact.


"Look and weep, Hindoo. Ah,
the muezzin calls to prayer! I regret that I am otherwise occupied, Caller of
the Faithful! Also that I am in very bad company! Very low company! God help
the morals of this poor horse! Corrupt association with a Hindoo has even
deprived him of the use of his legs! He tries to trot, though, poor devil!… Sit
still, driver, lest you fall off!… Ah, here is the hospital!"


The driver managed to laugh.


"This is a sahibs' hospital—
not for horse thieves like thee!"


He had observed an English
policeman standing at the corner.


"Shabash!"
exclaimed Shir Ali. "This monkey has guts— when he sees help in uniform!
Yet, Hindoo, since thou art poor and no Brahmin, I will pay thee for the ride.
We have decided, my friend and I, to patronize the hospital of the sahibs… The
sun rises. Here, Hindoo of low caste, is eight annas for thee!"


"The fare is a rupee,"
wailed the driver, who had received double what he would have asked a
co-religionist.


"The fare will be nothing
and there will be nobody to drive thee to the dogs' hospital if you holler! One
more word and I take back my money. I may even take the horse! And the hack,
too— as payment for my outraged feelings which riding with thee has damaged.
Drive away!"


The driver obeyed… A young doctor
stood at the door of the hospital watching the wonder of the sunrise.


"Ah," he saw Bugs' eye.
"A nasty wound! I cannot keep you here, but I will do what I can to help
you before sending you to the native hospital."


"Please tell Doctor Walters
that Mr. Sinnat wishes to see him immediately," answered Bugs.


"Great Scott!" gasped
the intern, startled to hear an educated English voice issuing from such an
Afghan apparition.


 


BUGS came out from the anesthetic
to find Doctor Walters smiling.


"You won't lose your eye,
Bugs!"


"What! I thought it was
gone!"


"So did I at first. But it's
going to be all right now. It was a close call, though. Take it easy for a few
days, and you'll be all right!"


"In my business,"
drawled Bugs, who was feeling somewhat like himself again, "one can never
take it easy. Where is Shir Ali, that big Afghan who brought me here, and,
incidentally, saved me from a nasty death?"


The doctor grinned.


"Just outside this room, and
very suspicious of me! I think he wanted to superintend the operation. Had to
be awfully diplomatic to get him out of the operating room. He has been
growling ever since, like a big dog."


"Send him in!" laughed
Bugs.


Shir Ali was admitted. He looked
gravely at Bugs and raised a huge hand in salute. He spoke solemnly.


"Before God, sahib, this is
a hell of a place! It's so damned clean! A man is afraid to breathe here, much
less spit. But God is good! You will not lose your eye! And now we will go hunting
again, you and I. That fellow!"


"As soon as the doctor lets
me out of this," answered Bugs.


"Shabash! Rest you,
sahib!"


Shir Ali left the room. Bugs
closed his eyes and thought of Armstrong. Armstrong who had personally captured
Thibaw, the last king of Burma, at Mandalay. Who was with Thibaw when he died.
Who then, to the surprise of his friends, resigned from the army and
disappeared in the mysterious maze of Burma. A series of murders of Buddhist
priests had followed. Bugs had got on Armstrong's trail, had chased him across
Burma and to Benares. Then Armstrong had outwitted Bugs, as Bugs had never been
outwitted before.


Armstrong had bragged that the
wizards of Burma— who hate the Buddhist priests— were helping him; and he had
said that Bugs did not know what he was after. Bugs did know.


Armstrong was trying to get the
Ball of Fire, known also as "Thibaw's Pet," the greatest ruby in the
world. But the wizards? Were they helping Armstrong? There were thousands of
them, and at their head was the Devil of the Chin Hills. Bugs had visited this
mysterious and powerful person.


He was the only white man who had
ever done so.


He would visit him again, as soon
as he could get to him. Five years before he had made a treaty with this black
pope of wizardry. Yes, he would use Armstrong's bragging to defeat him.


 


"A HELL of a country,"
commented Shir Ali some weeks later. "You say we came here to visit the
biggest wizard of them all." Shir Ali shivered slightly. Like all Afghans
he was desperately afraid of the occult. "Well, sahib, this is the sort of
country that only devils would inhabit!"


"You will go no
farther," answered Bugs. "Wait here for me till I return."


"But, sahib?"


"Wait at this camp till I
return," repeated Bugs.


Shir Ali saluted.


Bugs went on alone. He had had no
word or trace of Armstrong, who of course believed Bugs was dead. No longer
disguised as an Afghan, Bugs traveled in the guise of a "gone
native," a poor white hobo… It was a long trail. No more steamy jungles,
thronged by parrots and monkeys, but a desolate region which even the monkeys
had abandoned. Rocks that lay scattered as if by the hand of some playful god.
Towering hills crested with eternal snow.


It was night and Bugs was very
tired when he began to climb out of a defile so narrow and cruel that a horse
could not have passed through it. There was no sound but that of the little
stones falling and the uncanny, ghost-like whining of the mountain wind. He
climbed the walls of a gorge that rose a thousand feet on either side. A few stars
showed through the top of the gorge, making it seem like a thin slit cut in the
roof of the world.


About two-thirds of the way up
this precipice he came to an opening-a tunnel worn by a small river millions of
years ago. Bugs entered the tunnel.


He rested to regain his breath.
Below him the gorge lay black and silent and awful as the bottomless Pit.


Bugs got to his feet, sniffing
the smell of smoke.


He walked along the tunnel.
Presently it showed the dim red glow of a weird inferno. Bugs followed its twisting
way until he came to a fire, over which crouched a very old woman, who took no
apparent heed of him. Her withered fingers poked at the fire, and she mumbled
and muttered to herself. She might have been one of the witches of Macbeth,
flung into this far place from the tip of the poet's pen.


"I have come again,
Mother," said Bugs in the Shan dialect.


She pretended to see him for the
first time. Her face was the face of a mummy, but it cracked in a smile.


"So I see!" she
answered. "It was the day before yesterday when you were here last, wasn't
it?"


"It was five years
ago!" answered Bugs.


"Was it?" she cackled.
"Well, and what are five years to one who has seen more than two hundred—
as I have?"


"Just a day and a night,
Mother! Just a day and a night! I have come again, Old Wisdom, for a talk with
the Devil of the Chin and the Arakan," replied Bugs.


The old woman suddenly
"pointed," like a dog scenting game. She was not looking at Bugs, but
in the direction he had come. Bugs, startled, could see nothing. Then he heard
what the old woman had heard first. The sound was something like that made by a
water buffalo— a buffalo climbing a cliff! A grunting, heavy breathing.
Dislodged rocks falling into the chasm. An oath in Pushtu, half suppressed. And
the face of Shir Ali peering round a corner.


"Who is this?" demanded
the old witch.


"My man," answered
Bugs, who was half laughing, half angry.


"Sahib," grunted Shir
Ali, saluting. "I know you will give me hell for this, because it almost amounts
to disobeying orders!"


"Almost?" interrogated
Bugs.


"Well!" Shir Ali threw
back his head. "I have disobeyed thee, then— because, by Allah, I love
thee! Could I sit and wait while you went alone into hell? And hell it is— this
place and the trail I have followed behind thee! And with the big devil waiting
for us. However," Shir Ali coughed to hide his emotion, "however,
what matters it so you don't have to die alone. Damn it! Leave it to me, sahib,
for I will swiftly investigate the entrails of that big devil. Have I not kept
my knife sharp?" Bugs slapped him on the shoulder.


"Good man!" he said.
"But take thy tongue between thy fingers. Come along!… Fare thee well,
Mother of Many. When I grow old maybe I will come here again to talk with thee.
Then we will sit by the fire together, and tell of what we have seen during our
journey down the years!"


"Farewell, King's man,"
she nodded gravely.


Then she laughed shrilly.
"And farewell, big dog that follows his master, even when told to stay in
the kennel. Good dog! Fine dog! Ha, ha!"


 


THEY went deeper into the tunnel.
It twisted and turned, as the ancient river had worn it.


Everywhere was the pungent smoke.
As the tunnel became almost too dark for progress another fire gleamed. At the
second fire crouched an old man.


As they drew near to him, Bugs
saw him draw in his head like a turtle and crouch closer to the fire.


When they reached the fire he
neither looked up nor moved. Shir Ali made no comment, much as he was tempted
to shout the stimulating war cry of Islam. For Shir Ali had never been so
scared in his life.


Presently they saw a larger fire.
Bent figures of men shuffled away into the shadows, until only one crouched by
the fire. The firelight flickered on his hideous mask. It was the High Priest
of all the wizards of Burma, the Devil of the Chin Hills.


"You know me?" asked
Bugs.


The mask nodded. It was not
lawful for anyone to see the Devil's face.


A smell of unpleasant age
permeated the cavern, about which huge bats flickered as if domesticated.


"I made a treaty with
you!" said Bugs sternly.


"Have you kept it?"


"Yes, King's man!"


"Have your wizards killed
any pongyis?"


"No, King's man!"


"Have they given aid to a
white man who is killing them?"


"No, King's man!"


"You know about this white
man, and what he is doing. Your words have told me you know. And I know you
know all that happens in Burma. Where is this white man?"


"I am glad you came,"
answered the Devil of the Chin quietly. "I sit here like a spider in his
web, and all news comes to me. My wizards have sent me word that this white man
is you; using your name and rank! White men look much alike to careless eyes. I
was puzzled, because I know you, and know you would not seek my wizards' help
to kill pongyis. The word has just come in that this white man who is
impersonating you is at Powingdaug!"


"Thanks, great Devil,"
said Bugs quickly. "I must get to Powingdaug at once. You have a secret
way out of here which is nearer to Powingdaug than through the chasm. Show me
that way. It will remain secret!"


The mask nodded. Out of it came a
weird, high-pitched shout. A powerful young hill man, a servant, appeared.


"You will guide my friend
and his man," the Devil of the Chin Hills said to the young hill man.


The Devil of the Chin Hills got
to his feet.


"Come," he said to
Bugs. "I have been troubled. For the Buddhist priests, who have been at
war with us for centuries, are saying my wizards did the murders. I have kept
my treaty with you, King's man, and given you all the information I have. Now I
help you with the secret way out of here, and a guide. Be swift, friend, lest
the Buddhists persuade the government to make war on my wizards. Be swift, and
capture this murderer who is impersonating thee!"


Bugs and Shir Ali followed the Devil
of the Chin Hills and the guide up an incline that led to a ledge on the edge
of another precipice, where there was nothing but the dark and the stars. The
Devil of the Chin Hills shouted again, and more servants appeared. Shir Ali,
who had been growing more and more uncomfortable, raised his hand. The battle
cry of Islam was on his lips, but Bugs pulled down the hand.


"Be silent!" he
admonished.


"But, sahib, I did not
understand a word of thy talk with that Devil. And here is the jumping-off
place of the world. Here! And the whimper of a little wind, which may be the
breath of the dead! It is better to fight and die like men than to—"


"Be silent!"


The men brought a large basket
and a long coil of stout rope. The guide jumped into the basket and was lowered
over the fear-inspiring edge of the precipice. Bugs looked out and down. He
stepped back hastily, a dizziness assailing him. The wind began to blow cold.
It was a dreadful place. Shir Ali could contain himself no longer. His voice
rose in the familiar shout. He stood there like a giant of some distant age, a
faint starlight glittering on his waving knife. The Devil of the Chin Hills
laughed.


Shir Ali took a step toward him,
but Bugs interposed.


"If he laughs like that
again," roared Shir Ali, in Pushtu, "God will have one devil less to
think about!"


"My man does not
understand," said Bugs urbanely to the High Priest of wizardry. "Get
into the basket," he ordered Shir Ali, as the men pulled the empty basket
on to the ledge again.


"But, sahib, who remains to
guard thee!"


And again Shir Ali, in the throes
of an uncontrollable fear of the unseen, sent his voice pealing toward the
stars.


"Get in!" said Bugs.


Shir Ali obeyed.


"There is but one God, and
here on the brink of hell I proclaim Him!" he shouted as he disappeared in
the basket.


The basket came back. Bugs said
farewell to the Devil of the Chin Hills, and got into it. It was lowered
evenly, but it was a weird sensation. Shir Ali and the young hill man waited at
the bottom of the precipice.


"Come on," said Bugs.
"We run as we have never run before!"


Powingdaug was two hundred miles
away. The secret route would save two days' travel.


 


THE servant of the Devil of the
Chin Hills was young and powerful, and accustomed to heavy travel through a
country generally considered impassable, while Shir Ali was also a man of the
hills— but Bugs gave them a taste of real going. He allowed hardly a pause
through the secret trails.


Only four hours' sleep.


Shir Ali kept up gallantly, but
when the rocks and barren places gave way to forest and valley the Devil's
servant lagged behind. He had no interest in this curiously mad white man, and
wanted to leave him.


"Go back to thy devil of a
boss, weakling," panted Shir Ali, "and tell him what real men are
like. And learn to worship one God, and not to quit as long as your heart
beats!"


The Burmese, who did not
understand one word of Shir Ali's speech, lagged further behind. Bugs waved him
away, and he turned back gladly.


"Come on!" Bugs shouted
to the Afghan. "We have neither time nor breath for talk."


They plunged into the mazes of
animal trails of the jungle which Bugs knew so well… Bugs was raging. Armstrong
impersonating him!


"Quicker! Quicker!"


"At thy heels, sahib! At thy
heels! I understand thy haste! You crave Pukhtunwali! "


Bugs let out another link of his
stride, and the gallant Afghan took it up.


"Faster! Faster! Good man,
keep it up!"


"Atcha, sahib!"


On and on. The trail seemed
endless.


"We make Powingdaug tonight.
We do not rest till we get there!"


The monkeys chattered above their
heads, the parrots screamed at them. Shafts of torrid sunlight, filtering
through the trees, blinded them as does sunlight thrown from a mirror. A touch
of jungle fever in Bugs' veins. A picture that grew into a mirage. Wavering and
burning. The Ball of Fire.


Armstrong. Cruel, callous. In
some way Armstrong had coaxed the dying King Thibaw into telling him that he
had entrusted the Ball of Fire to one of his ten attendant Buddhist priests,
when the looting British soldiers got out of control of their officers and
raged through Mandalay. And now Armstrong, trying to find the one priest among
the ten who had the ruby-that priceless gem!-was torturing them one by one to
make them give it up; and when he realized that a tortured priest did not have
the stone he killed him to prevent him telling those of the other ten who still
lived. Thibaw had told him the names of the ten priests, but not the name of
the one who had the gem. That was all clear now.


And the Ball of Fire, Thibaw's
Pet, seemed to burn and lead the way through the forest before Bugs' feverish
eyes.


"Faster! Faster! Good man!
Keep it up!"


They panted forward. Their blood
seemed boiling with the terrific strain and heat.


 


NIGHT fell as they plunged among
the village paths-that ancient village of wooden houses, on stilts, with its
queer school against the marvelous rock temple where the pongyis have taught
the children for two thousand years!


Very quiet it was among the
fireflies. Bugs and Shir Ali labored like spent horses. They reached the temple
in which are five hundred thousand images of Buddha, carved out of solid teak.


At the west entrance the aged
head priest was praying-alone. He looked up, staring with feeble old eyes, as
Bugs and Shir Ali came up to him. He saw them, he scrambled upright and
screamed like an old woman gone mad.


Fear and anger in his screaming.
Then a horde of priests, streaming like hornets out of the temple, and the
yells of the excited villagers of Powingdaug…


"What the hell?"


Shir Ali, dizzy and worn out, his
fighting heart holding beyond his strength, asked the question through parched
lips hoarsely, as he gripped his long knife.


Bugs understood. And he knew he
faced death.


"Shin-byu-sin!"
he shouted as loudly as he could.


"Shin-byu-sin!"


With a vast effort he scrambled
to a ledge in the rock, and helped Shir Ali to his side. His revolver showed in
the faint light.


"Shin-byu-sin!"
he shouted again.


The villagers, men and women,
encouraged by the priests, rushed to the attack. Bugs, who did not want to hurt
anyone, fired over their heads.


Silence followed the shot. Bugs
shouted again.


"Shin-byu-sin! Shin-byu-sin!"


A huge man who had lost his ears
pushed roughly through the mob. His name was Shin-byusin. Once a highway
robber, pardoned for service by the British through the instrumentality of
Bugs, he had, as he said, sought surer profits and easier work, and-become a
priest of Buddha. He saw Bugs on the ledge, and roared.


"What in the name… Oh, yes!…
They say you tortured a priest— he who is dying in the temple. I told them you
didn't… Get back, fools!" Thus rudely to the villagers. "Stand aside,
brothers in God!" This to the priests. "This man is my friend. I
vouch for him!"


Shin-byu-sin put his arms about
Bugs and Shir Ali.


"A dying priest, you
said?" gasped Bugs. "Take me to him at once!" He addressed the
priests.


"Priests of the Blessed One,
your dying brother shall look into my eyes, and tell you whether I am the man
who harmed him. Lead me to him!"


"Yes, brothers, I know and
trust this man!" growled Shin-byu-sin.


The head priest nodded gravely.


"It is just!" he said.


Into the innermost recesses of
the rock temple— a huge cave, enlarged and shaped by thousands of long-dead priests
and monks— lined, as it were a library, with five hundred thousand images of
Buddha carved in teak black with age. Three novices lighted the way with
ancient lamps, and the procession proceeded in silence along the dim and
winding passages, to where the old priest, hideously mangled, waited for death.


He lay in a small chamber, his
glazing eyes fixed upon a tiny shrine from where the benevolent features of the
Blessed One smiled at him.


Bugs stepped forward quickly and
knelt by the priest's side.


"Look at me carefully! In my
eyes, friend! And tell all men that it was not I who did this to thee!"


The dying priest obeyed. He was
in no pain, for Burma has known opium since before the dawn of history. Bugs
took one of his frail old hands in his.


The priest smiled.


"No," he said. "It
was not this man. This man has no guile! He did not do this to me!"


Bugs turned.


"Leave me-every one of
you," he commanded.


"I have important words for
this good man."


The priests withdrew into the
gallery, Shin-byusin and Shir Ali with them.


"The man who killed
thee," Bugs said gently to the dying priest, "what did you tell him?
Why did he kill thee?"


The priest tried to smile.


"Thou, also!"


"Nay!" answered Bugs.
"I crave not the Pet, but to arrest and punish this creature who killed
thee and others!"


The priest looked at the shrine.
His entire being yearned toward it. He answered softly.


"In no spirit of revenge do
I tell thee, but because my heart leans to thine. That other Englishman wanted
to know… about the Ball of Fire. He knew a priest had it… at Mandalay. He had
tortured and killed other priests… who did not know… For a long time… I did not
tell. But I am old and weak… So I told this Englishman. For I am the priest to
whom Thibaw entrusted the ruby!"


The dying man paused from
weakness.


"Yes," said Bugs
gently.


"I almost gloated. That is
bad. One might lose Nirvana. But I was thinking of that Englishman… trying to
bully the Boh Ma-gong!"


Bugs felt a thrill run along his
spine.


"Mandalay," murmured
the dying priest. "And the king giving me the ruby to care for. He loved
it more than life. But I gave it to Ma-gong, a strong man, and one of the
king's generals. He turned his regiment into dacoits, and they harried the
English until the English sent no more soldiers against him-he killed so many.
Ma-gong laughed, and sent a challenge to the English. The English sent one man
to Ma-gong. Up that narrow river went this lone, brave Englishman. Oh, a brave
man! And he talked to Ma-gong until Ma-gong 'came in,' as they say, and ate the
bread of the English king, and took pardon. Ma-gong has the Pet… I can… talk no
more… Take my blessing… I turn my face to the wall."


 


"WAIT here at
Powingdaug," said Bugs to Shir Ali. "I go on alone."


"But, sahib?"


"I go alone," answered
Bugs. "A matter of Pukhtunwali, a head for a head, as the Rajputs say.
Being a Durani, you will understand!"


Shir Ali bowed.


"God go with thee!"


 


BUGS traveled at top speed, and
in five days came to the well-remembered creek. He had been the "brave
man" spoken of by the dying priest, who had penetrated through that steamy
jungle, run the gauntlet of the robber sentries, and taken the "king's
bread" to Ma-gong. The hectic dacoit days.


On the right bank, among the
thorns, the ruins of the palisade that had baffled a regiment. And the great
teak tree from which a keen-eyed dacoit had kept watch. Bugs hurried. His
present mission urged him from the memories. Morning had broken. The parrots
and the monkeys waged their eternal quarrel. From the dense treetop came the
cry of an old ape that had made its home in the sentry's crow's-nest.


The best trail was the center of
the creek, bending and twisting. Myriads of little yellow water-snakes,
harmless as minnows. Leeches.


Bugs went on cautiously, his gun
ready. At the next bend was the village of Ma-gong, raised above the creek on
stilts. At any moment Bugs might see Armstrong. And Armstrong was also a quick
shot, and a dangerous and desperate man.


But at the bend Bugs saw only a
naked ten-year-old girl who was giving her baby brother a washing, while he
bitterly resented the bath. The girl saw Bugs and laughed.


"Were you as hard to keep
clean when you were young?" she asked.


Bugs, tense and expecting trouble
any moment, smiled.


"I have heard so!… Tell me,
little lady, is there not another white man, who looks like me, here at the
village of Ma-gong?"


She laughed.


"You are pleased to joke
with me. Why have you come back so soon? Was it at twilight you left us the day
before yesterday?"


Bugs, panting, ran into the
village.


Too late! Too late! Was it too
late? Armstrong had the Ball of Fire! All Asia was his in which to escape. No
use to try to guard the ports of Burma-Armstrong was too clever to use them…


The lazy, smiling people, the
familiar chickens, the drifting smell of teak smoke on the pungent morning.


"Ma-gong! Where is
Ma-gong?"


The old general-all three hundred
pounds of him-laughed from the platform of his house.


"What's wrong?" he
asked huskily. "You haven't had time to see old Pagan!" Bugs
clambered up on the platform.


"You have been tricked and
fooled," he said quietly. "Behold me closely, Ma-gong, and learn that
you have not seen me since that day, years ago, when I came through your
outposts, and we talked and became brothers of the Raj. An impostor has fooled
you!"


Ma-gong seized Bugs' face and
stared into his eyes. He shouted with rage. He seized a club, to strike a gong
to rouse his men.


"Fool! I was a fool! An easy
fool— to mistake that swine for thee! But Ma-gong is still Ma-gong, and he
still has his men. I will get that swine who fooled me. Then I will crucify him
to a tree, as we used to do… Rest here, man I honor. Forgive me. I will not be
old and fat and careless any longer. I will go out on the trail again with my
men, and that liar and impersonator shall scream and bleed from a tree,
and—"


"Stay thy hand,"
exclaimed Bugs. "This is my affair!"


"Thine?"


"Mine! Again has my king
sent me! What did you mean by 'old Pagan'?"


Ma-gong laid down the club
reluctantly, answering.


"Old Pagan is the other
general who stayed with Thibaw until Thibaw bade us save ourselves! I became a
dacoit, and feared to lose the Pet, so I gave it to Pagan to keep, until our
king should send for it… The king Thibaw died. Two days ago came that thief who
impersonated thee, saying that Thibaw had willed the Pet to the King of
England, as a gift from one king to another. Believing the tale the swine told
me, thinking he was you, I sent him to Pagan!"


"And Pagan is where?"
asked Bugs.


"He has lived for many years
among the dead and the ghosts and the ruins in the City of the Immortals,"
replied Ma-gong. 


That ancient place of ruins.
Somewhere between the creek of Ma-gong and the City of the Immortals was
Armstrong. Bugs felt he held the winning hand at last. Hurrying through the
forest on Armstrong's trail-Armstrong who believed Bugs dead and drifted down
the Ganges.


 


AMARAPURA, the City of the
Immortals, built by Bodawpaya-Mentragi, the great conqueror, a place of dead glory
where, among the holy men and madmen, lived the old general Pagan, dreaming of
other days and heaven… In his care the greatest ruby in the world, for which a
ruthless murderer lusted.


Bugs pressed on. No white man
could make time through the trackless jungles as he could make it. Armstrong,
after years in Burma, was good, but Bugs calculated to catch him before he
reached the City of the Immortals.


Day after day, night and little
sleep and on again-yet there was no sign of Armstrong. He might have taken a
different trail, but Bugs did not think so-for Armstrong, the ex-army officer,
would be traveling by compass and map. But there were several trails. No
villages. The way was dangerous, beset by wild beasts, but after eight days
Bugs had not seen a human being since leaving Ma-gong.


Not until the eighth night when,
three hours after the sudden nightfall, Bugs sought a place to camp. Then,
suddenly, he smelled smoke. The smoke of a wood fire, perhaps half a mile away.


It was very dark under the trees.
Bugs took out his revolver and felt it over carefully. Then he went forward
toward the fire, with the stealth and velvet quietness of a tiger.


A change came in the sound of the
whispering of the forest. Bugs, standing stock-still, listened.


Yes, the change in the sound was…
or was it a flock of restless monkeys moving their habitation in the night?
Bugs went closer. He listened again.


A pang of keen disappointment
shot through him.


The change in the sound was made
by human voices— men talking. Armstrong would hardly be likely to be
there-among some Burmese in camp.


Yet he might be. Bugs went on
again, not a whit of his caution and readiness relaxed. He made no noise with
his careful steps. Closer and closer to the voices. Then, from behind a large
tree, he saw the fire and the camp. A dozen Burmese men, and, tied to a
tree-Armstrong!


Bugs stepped quietly into the
clearing. The Burmese leaped to their feet.


"Who are you people?"
asked Bugs.


"The men of Ma-gong!"
they shouted.


"I see," said Bugs.
"And I understand now why Ma-gong took so long to find what he called my
'password'-so you men could get a start on me!"


The leader bowed and laughed.


"Yes, chief! We came through
ahead of you!"


Armstrong broke in. He did not
recognize Bugs through the smoke of the fire.


"This man is deceiving you!
I am the friend of Ma-gong!"


The Burmese took no notice of
Armstrong.


Bugs showed something that
glittered in the firelight. The Burmese saluted. It was the insignia of a
general in King Thibaw's army.


"So that Pagan will know me!"
said Bugs. "The 'password' of Ma-gong."


The Burmese bowed again.


"What were your
orders?" asked Bugs.


"To obey you, chief!… If you
did not come in ten days we were to nail that thing over there to a tree until
he died!"


Bugs nodded.


"Loose him now. He must die
according to law. I am on my way to Mandalay. I will take him there. Since the
City of the Immortals lies between here and Fort Dufferin I will pass through
the City of the Immortals. Loose him, so that he may get some rest and be able
to travel to where he will die according to Law!"


Then Bugs walked across the
clearing to the tree where Armstrong writhed.


"We are quite a way from a
thuggee hut in Benares and the dead drifting down the Ganges!" he said
quietly.


Armstrong stiffened with the
shock, like a man struck by electricity. His swollen eyelids opened so he could
see.


"Sinnat!" he gasped.


Bugs turned away.


"Make him comfortable, but
guard him closely," he ordered.


 


BUGS woke in the night. Armstrong
was calling across the clearing.


"Sinnat! Sinnat, these chaps
don't understand English! I've tried them. Listen! Take the ruby, and let me
go! Not a soul will ever know. And I daren't talk! Take it, and lose me. You
can get half a million dollars for it in New York. It belongs to nobody. Take
it! It's not even stealing-for the army looted Mandalay and thought nothing of
it!"


Bugs did not answer. Armstrong
began again.


Bugs called to the leader of the
Burmese.


"Give that fellow some more
opium— he's keeping me awake with his crying. If the opium doesn't quiet him,
knock him on the head!"


Armstrong, who had not given up
hoping to escape, or, if that failed, getting clear at his trial, said no more.


"I won't walk," said
Armstrong next morning.


"These men must carry
me!"


Bugs turned to the Burmese
leader.


"I am going on alone,"
he said. "Take your men back to Ma-gong. But before you go nail this white
man to a tree— any tree will do so you nail him so he cannot wriggle off!"


The Burmese saluted. Bugs walked
away.


Armstrong shrieked.


"Sinnat! Sinnat! You can't
do that. Could you watch and see another Englishman crucified?"


Then Bugs spoke to the man for
the second time.


"I have no time to waste
watching! For the rest— I have been called 'Bugs' because I am too easy on such
as you. But there is another Sinnat, who is not 'Bugs.'… Take your choice. Walk
like a man with me to Mandalay and your trial, or stay here and die on the
tree!"


Bugs turned away again. Armstrong
made no further objection to walking.


 


GREEN lizards glittering in the
sun, mina birds shrieking at the snakes among the ruins of a fallen palace; and
a madman who gibbered.


"I seek Pagan, an old man
and a general, who lives in this place! Do you know him?" asked Bugs.


The madman laughed. Then he spoke
confidentially.


"Yes!" He pointed.
"That way. But, remember, Pagan is mad! Be careful. He talks with ghosts
and refuses to associate with intelligent people like me!"


Bugs found Pagan sitting on a
pile of fallen bricks.


"Ah, good day," greeted
the old general. "You see me on fallen bricks. Bricks are like peoples,
nations. They stand proudly for years, then fall. All must fall in the end.
Some day a conqueror will kick the bricks called England, and they will fall.


What can I do for you?"


Bugs showed him the insignia of
Ma-gong.


"Ma-gong sent this to vouch
for me. He told me that you are the guardian of the Ball of Fire. May I see
it?"


The old general looked strangely
at Bugs. Then he scrambled down from the heap of bricks.


"I will show you where it
is," he said quietly.


Bugs followed him through the
mystery city of the dead, along ways blocked with ruins, through narrow places
between fallen palaces, until they reached that inlet of the Irrawaddy River
which was once the bathing place of Bodawpaya-Mentragi and his ladies. But that
was long ago. Now it was a snake-infested swamp, overgrown with torturous
vegetation, a morass of deep slime and mud.


General Pagan stooped and picked
up a stone. He raised his weak old arm and threw the stone into the swamp. He
shook his head, dissatisfied.


"I was younger and stronger
then!" he exclaimed.


"When?" asked Bugs,
understanding.


"When I threw the Pet to
where never again will the eye of man behold it! They told me my king was dead.
I said that no other hand should caress the Ball of Fire. So, with reverence, I
threw it into the depths of the swamp. I cannot throw so far now!"


__________________
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LA CIGALE, the Mad "Grasshopper" of the VIIth Company,
was solemnly dancing by the light of the moon. He was a fine soldier and a
hopeless lunatic, and had once been a Belgian Officer (Corps of Guides, the
most aristocratic in the Belgian Army) and military attaché at various
Embassies. No one knew his story, not even le Légionnaire Jean Boule, whom he
loved and who, through great suffering, had attained great understanding and
sympathy.* 


_________


*  Vide "The Wages of Virtue." John Murray. 


 


This same gentleman, accompanied
by the Bucking Bronco, Reginald Rupert, and 'Erb, was even now looking for him,
knowing that he was always worse at the period of full moon and apt to do
strange things. 


They found him— solemnly dancing
by the light of the moon— on a patch of green turf by the palms of the oasis. 


"Doin' a bloomin' fandango
on the light fantastic toe— all on 'is little own!" observed 'Erb. 


"Funny how the moon affects
madmen," said Rupert. 


"Yes," agreed John
Bull. "Ancient idea too. Luna the moon, lunatic. Evidently
some connection." 


"Shall we butt in an' put
the kibosh on it?" asked the Bucking Bronco. 


"No," replied John
Bull. "Let's settle down and have a smoke. We'll see him to bed when he's
tired of dancing. If he wearies himself out there'll be more chance of some
sleep for us.... We can't leave him to himself to-night." 


"Nope," agreed the
Bucking Bronco. "Remember the night he went loco once and for all?
When the grasshopper jumped into his soupe." 


"Yes; but it wasn't the
locust in his gamelle that was really the last straw. He'd have had
permanent cafard from that day, anyhow.... Look!— he's stopped."
 


The Grasshopper, hearing voices,
had ceased his posturing, bowing, and dancing. Crouching low, he progressed
toward the shadow of the palms by long leaps. 


"Hullo, mon ami!"
cried John Bull; "come and have a smoke." 


"She always danced
like that to the Chaste Huntress of the skies when she showed mortals her full
face," said La Cigale, as he flung himself down by his friend. 


" 'Oo did?" queried 'Erb.



"Diane de Valheureux,"
was the reply. "That is why Delacroix killed her. That Delacroix of the
artillery." 


"I could onnerstand 'im
killin' 'er if she sung, but I don' see wot 'e wanted to kill her for
fer dancin'," observed 'Erb. "Too bloomin' pertickler, I calls
it." 


"He was jealous,"
replied La Cigale, as he pressed his thin hands over his forehead and
smouldering eyes. 


"Diane was born at the full
of the moon out in the beautiful garden of her father's château. It was her
mother's whim— a woman of fire and moonbeams and wild fancies and poesies
herself: Pan's own daughter. 


"And from the day she could
walk, Diane must go out and dance in the light of the full moon. 


"I loved Diane. Also did
Delacroix. He was mad for love of her. I was sane for love of her, since my
love showed me all Beauty and Harmony and the utter worthlessness of the
baubles that men strive for. 


"She loved me— I think. If
she did not, certainly she loved no one else. I understood, you see. And, on
one evening, given by God, she let me dance with her in the forest while Diana
smiled full-face from Heaven. 


"And her parents gave her to
Delacroix, who had great possessions and a soul that values great possessions
at their untrue value. The soul of a pedlar— the base suspicious mind of a
ferret. 


"After she was married— and
broken-hearted— she still had one joy. She could still dance with the fairies
in a glade of the forest at full moon. She could, do I say? She could
not do otherwise when Diana and Pan and the Old Gods called— this night-born
elf of night, moonlight, and the open sky and earth. And, returning from her
midnight dance with the fairies, by the light of the Harvest Moon, she found
that the husband whom she had left snoring, sat glowering— awaiting her— his
mind a seething cesspool of foul suspicions. 


"He killed her— of course.
Such things as Fairy Dianes are killed by such other things as Hog
Delacroix. And my heart broke. As your fine poet says, I think: 


'There came a mist and a blinding
rain,

And life was never the same again.'


Never. Nor had I the satisfaction
of dealing with Delacroix. The brave soul fled and disappeared." 


"You'll cop 'im yet,
Ciggy," interrupted 'Erb. "Cheer up, Ole Cock. We'll all lay fer 'im,
an' do 'im in proper, one o' these dark nights." 


"I have settled accounts
with him, now, I thank you," continued La Cigale. "I suddenly came
face to face with him on board the troopship L'Orient at Oran. It was
when the Legion sent drafts to Tonkin, to fight the Black Flags. 


"I was on sentry, and
looking up, as a man came along the gangway, beheld the evil face of Delacroix!



"By the time I had recovered
my wits, and realized that it was he in the flesh, and not his ghost, he had
passed on and was swallowed up by the part of the ship devoted to officers. 


"I saw no more of him until
it was again my turn for sentry duty. By this time we were at Port Said, and as
desertion was easy here— since a man had but to dive overboard and swim a few
yards or even rush down a gangway when we were coaling— all sentries were given
ball-cartridge and strict orders to shoot any soldier attempting to leap
overboard or make a burst for the coal-wharf and British soil. (Once ashore, he
must not be touched, or there would be trouble with England— and he might, with
impunity, stand on the quay and deride us.) 


"It was not likely that any
of the French regulars would desert— artillery, line, or marsouins— but
there would have been but few of the Legion who would not have made the
promenade ashore but for these precautions. 


"And as I stood there— my
loaded Lebel in my hands— who should approach the head of the gangway over
which I stood sentry, but this Delacroix, this thing whose foul hands— the very
hands there before my eyes— had choked the life out of my Diane! 


"Should I blow out his vile
brains, or should I give myself the joy unspeakable of plunging my bayonet into
his carcase? 


"Neither. Too brief a joy
for me— too brief an agony for him. 


"As he passed, I held my
hand with an effort that made me pale. 


"The third time I saw him
was in the Indian Ocean as we headed south for our next stopping-place,
Singapore. 


"He was leaning on the rail
of the officers' promenade-deck, smoking a cigar after his comfortable lunch.
The deck was empty. I ran lightly up the companion from our troop-deck,
polluted the promenade-deck with my presence, sprang at him, seized him from
behind, flung him overboard, and sprang after him with a cry of 'Diane'!



"I must watch him drown; I must
shout that name in his ear as he died. I must be with him at the last, and my
hands must be at the throat of the foul dog. Not mine to fling him overboard
and be clapped in irons while they threw him life-belts, and then lowered
boats! 


"Swimming with powerful
strokes to where he had struck the water, I waited till he came up, and then
seized him by the throat and strove to choke the life out of him as he had done
to Diane. He struck at me wildly, and I thrust his head again beneath the
water. But, yes! with a shout of 'Diane!' I dragged him below and swam downward
as deeply as I could go. With bursting lungs I swam upward again and gloated
upon his purpling face, and then— down, down, down, down, once more.... 


"When they dragged me into
the boat, I was senseless and he was dead. I had swum with him for nearly an
hour. 


"When I recovered on board
the ship, I was the hero of the hour— the man who had sprung into the sea,
without stopping to divest himself of so much as his boots, to save an
Officer.... 


"What am I saying? ... I am
sleepy.... Bon soir, mes amis," and the Grasshopper rose and
retired toward the tents. 


"Some story!"
remarked the Bucking Bronco, as the four followed. "Wouldn't thet jar you!
Sure it's the mos' interestin' an' wonderfullest yarn I heerd him tell yet.
Ain't it, John?" 


"M— m ... yes.... It is the
more interesting and wonderful," was the reply of John Bull, as he
thoughtfully flicked the ash from the end of his cigarette, "by reason of
the fact that I happen to know— that the Grasshopper cannot swim a
stroke." 


_____________
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BENEATH THE
SOOTY VELVET of the New York night, Tompkins Square was a blotch of lonely,
mean sadness.


No light loungers
there waiting for a bluecoat’s hickory to tickle their thin, patched soles; no
wizened news vendor spreading the remnants of his printed wares about him and
figuring out the difference between gain on papers sold and discount on those returned
unsold; no Greek hawker considering the advisability of beating the high cost
of living by supping on those figs which he had not been able to sell because
of their antiquity; no maudlin drunk mistaking the blur in his whisky-soaked
brain for the happy twilight of the foggy green isle.


For Tompkins Square
is both the soul and the stomach— possibly interchangeable terms— of those who
work with cloth and silk and shoddy worsted, with needle and thread, with
thimble and sewing-machine, those who out of their starved, haggard East-Side
brains make the American women— the native-born— the best dressed in all the
world. Sweatshop workers they are: men from Russia and Poland, men from the
Balkans, from Sicily, Calabria, and Asia Minor; men who set out on their
splendid American adventure, not for liberty, but for a chance to earn enough
to keep body and soul together— and let the ward boss and the ward association
attend to the voting, including the more or less honest counting of votes.


Work— eat— sleep—
and lights out at ten! Such is the maxim of the neighborhood, since lights cost
money, and money buys food.


Thus Tompkins
Square on that night, as on all nights, was sad and dark and tired and asleep.
Just the scraggly, dusty trees, the empty benches, and a shy gleam of the
half-veiled moon where it struck the fantastic, twisted angle of a battered
municipal waste-paper receptacle, or a bit of broken bottle glass that was
trying to drown its despair in a murky puddle.


On the north side
of the square stood the tenement house with the lighted window— like a winking
eye— directly beneath the roof, high up. The house was gray and pallid;
incongruously baroque in spots, distributed irregularly over its warty façade,
where the contractor had got rid of some art balconies and carved near-stone
struts left over from a bankrupt Bronx job. It towered over the smug red-brick
dwellings— remnants of an age when English and German were still spoken
thereabouts— with thin, anemic arrogance, like a tubercular giant among a lot of
short, stocky, well-fleshed people; sick, yet conscious of his height and the
dignity that goes with it.


 


HE SAW the lighted
window as he crossed the square from the south side, and sat down on one of the
benches and stared at it.


Steadily he stared,
until his eyes smarted and burned and his neck muscles bunched painfully.


For that glimmering
light, gilding the fly-specked pane, meant to him the things he hated, the
things he had cheated and cursed and ridiculed— and, by the same token, longed
for and loved.


It meant, to him,
life— and the reasons of life.


It meant to him
humanity and the faith of humanity: which is happiness. The right to happiness!
The eternal, sacerdotal duty of happiness!


Happiness?


He laughed. Why—
damn it!— happiness was a lie. Happiness was hypocrisy. It meant the dieting of
man’s smoldering, natural passions into an artificial, pinchneck, thin-blooded
Puritanism. It spelled the mumming of the thinking mind—the mind that was trying to think— into the speciosities of
childish fairy-tales. It was a sniveling reminder of pap-fed infancy.


The only thing
worthwhile in life was success— which is selfishness. Selfishness sprawling
stark-contoured and unashamed, sublimely unself-conscious, serenely brutal—a
five-plied Nietzscheism on a modern business basis which acknowledged neither
codified laws nor principles.


It had been the
measure and route of his life, and—he whipped out the thought like something
shameful and nasty, like a nauseating drug which his mind refused to swallow—
it had cheated him.


Yes, by God! It had
cheated him, cheated him!


For, first, it had
given him gold and power and the envy of men, which was sweet.


Then, as a jest of
Fate’s own black brewing, it had taken everything away from him overnight, in
one huge financial crash, and had made of him what he was tonight: gray,
middle-aged, bitter, joyless— and a pauper. It had brought him here, to
Tompkins Square, and had chucked him, like a worn-out, useless rag, into this
dusty, sticky bench whence he was staring at the lighted window, high up.


He wondered what
was behind it, and who?


Three days earlier
he had come to New York with ten dollars— his last ten dollars— in his pocket.
He had taken a room in this tenement-house, and every night he had sat on the
bench and had stared at the warty, baroque façade.


Always it had been
dark. Always the tenants, the hard-working people who lived there, had turned
out their lights around ten o’clock with an almost military regularity that
reminded him of barracks and a well-disciplined boarding-school.


He knew most of
them. For they had talked to him, on stairs and landings and leaning from
windows, with the easy garrulousness of the very poor who can’t be snobs since
they are familiar with each other’s incomes and flesh-pots. They had lifted the
crude-meshed veils of their hearts and hearths and had bidden him look— and all
he had seen had been misery.


He checked the
thought.


No! That wasn’t
true!


He had also seen
love and friendship, and fine, sweet faith— and that was why he hated them—why
he pitied and despised them.


Faith— love—
friendship! To the devil with the sniveling, weak-kneed lot of ’em! They
spelled happiness— and happiness did not exist— and— 


Happiness!


The thought, the
word, recurred to his brain with maddening persistency. It would not budge.


Happiness.


“Why, happiness is
behind that lighted window!” The idea came to him— almost the conviction.


But what happiness?
And whose?


He speculated who
might be up there, in the garret room squeezed by the flat roof. He tried to
picture to himself what might be shimmering behind that golden flash.


Perhaps it was
Fedor Davidoff, the little hunchbacked Russian tailor, with the fat,
golden-haired, sloe-eyed wife. He might be celebrating the coming of freedom to
his beloved Russia. Or he might be sitting up late to finish some piece of
work— to earn extra money. For his wife was expecting a child. He had three
already, curly-haired, straight-backed. But he wanted more—


“Children make happiness,
eh?” he used to say.


Or— wait! Perhaps
it was Peter Macdonald, the artist, dreaming over his lamp and his rank,
blackened pipe, and deliberating with himself where he would live— upper West
Side or lower Fifth— when the world should have acknowledged his genius and
backed up the opinion with solid cash. Peter had lived now for over three
months in the tenement-house. “Like the neighborhood— bully atmosphere—
marvelous greens and browns,” was the reason he gave. But the other tenants
smiled. They knew that Peter lived there because his room cost him only two
dollars a week, and because he took his meals with the Leibl Finkelsteins on
the first floor for three dollars more.


Perhaps a pair of
lovers. Enrique Tassetti, the squat, laughing Sicilian, who had taken to
himself a bride of his own people. They would have spent fifty cents for a
bottle of Chianti, another fifty for bread and mushrooms and oil and pepper to
turn into a dish worthy of a Sicilian— or a king.


Again it might be
Donchian, the Armenian, burning the midnight oil over the perfection of the
mysterious invention of which he spoke at times, after having worked with
needle and thread since six o’clock in the morning; or old Mrs. Sarah
Kempinsky, reading and rereading the letter which her soldier son had sent her
from France; or—


What did it matter?


Whoever was sitting
behind that lighted window was happy— happy— and the man’s imagination choked,
his mind became flushed and congested.


He was quite unconscious
of his surroundings. The stillness of the streets seemed magical, the
loneliness absolute. Only from very far came sounds: the Elevated rattling with
a steely, throaty sob; a surface-car clanking and wheezing; a hoarse Klaxon
blaring snobbishly; a stammering, alcoholic voice throwing the tail-end of a
gutter song to the moist purple veils of the night.


But he did not
hear.


He was conscious
only of the lighted window, high up. It seemed to glitter nervously, to call to
him, to stretch out, as if trying to communicate to him an emotion it had
borrowed by contact with something— with somebody.


That was just the
trouble. He wondered who that somebody was, what that something might be.
Whoever it was, it seemed urgent, clamorous. Silently clamorous. His
subconsciousness grew thick with amazement and wonder and doubt. It surged up—
crowded, choking, tumultuous.


The lighted window!


What was behind it?
What was its riddle?


He knew that he
must find out, and so he rose, crossed the street, entered the house, and was
up the stairs three steps at the time.


He found the room
without any trouble, and opened the door. He did not knock.


He stepped inside;
and there, on the bed, he saw a motionless figure, faintly outlined beneath a
plain white sheet, a tall candle burning yellow at the foot of the bed, another
at the head.


He crossed over,
lifted a corner of the sheet, and looked. And he saw the face of a dead man. It
was calm and serene and unutterably happy.


Then it dawned upon
him:


The man on the bed
was himself.


________________
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'IS that
your dog?' I asked the traveller, as he stood at the door of the store on
Ramstead head station. 


'Yes, that's my dawg, and a good dawg, too,
though he ain't no beauty.'


He certainly was not a beauty; his ears had j
been bitten and torn out of all shape and form; he was scarred, and one of his
legs had been broken, and he travelled with a limp. His breed was anything; but
he had a sharp, plucky look about him, and a wistful, comical eye— so wistful
that, it being lulling morning, I gave him that muscular piece of the bullock
popularly known as the 'New England tongue.' 


Some of the station dogs resented this, and
made signs of taking it away from him; but the stranger rounded on them with
such a sudden and angry snarl, every bristle of his back erect, that, being
full of meat and not 'fighting fit,' they thought better of it. 


The man wanted some rations, and while giving
them out to him I could not help noticing a queer resemblance between him and
his dog. And, to further add to it, he, too, had lost a portion of one ear. We
had no work for him on the station, but I told him he could stop the night and
spell his horses if he liked. He had two, and first-rate nags they were. 


He saw me look at them, and remarked, 'Yes,
that's been my weakness always— a fine woman and a fine horse, sir— and I don't
mind owning to it.' 


He said it in a way that was so genuine that
you really could not laugh at him. He spoke as though he had thrown away tens
of thousands on the turf and on racing studs, and as though his conquest among
the fair sex had been legion. And in his opinion there was no doubt they had.
He was undersized, sandy, and slightly bow-legged; but, like his dog, he looked
all fight. 


Two days afterwards I had to drive in to the
neighboring township. As there was a good camp halfway we were in the habit of
making two days of the journey, although it could actually be done in one.
Arrived at the halfway camp on Native Creek, I saw that there was already a
traveller camped there, who I found to be the man with the damaged ear who had
left the station the morning before. The place had suited him to spell for a
day as the feed was very good. 


I was not sorry for the company, as the man
promised to be more interesting than the ordinary station hand. He bustled
about helping to unharness and hobble my horses, and his dog, moved by
remembrance of the New England tongue, came up wagging his stumpy tail, and we
renewed our acquaintance. I had a little whisky with me, and when our meal was
finished, our beds made down, and the continuous tinkle of the horse bells told
that those animals were enjoying themselves, I produced it. 


'I saw you looking at my ear the other day,'
said my companion, after a short silence. 'You couldn't guess how I lost that
bit of my anatomy.'


'No; guessing's too much trouble. You may as
well tell me if you're not sleepy.' 


'Well, it was served the same as these ears of
Paddy's have been,' he replied, fondling the dog; 'that piece was bitten out of
my ear, but not by dog. By another man, or a thing in the shape of a man, wuss
nor a dog. He was a Dago at sea, a low-down sort of South American, and some
day I'll come across him again, and I'll pay a debt I owe him. It happened way
down on the Maroo. Perhaps you know that part of the country?'


I said that I did.   


'Then you know the Big Duck Bend. There was pub
there, and at that time they was doing well. The bloke who kept it had his
niece up there— a real pretty girl, and smart too, my word! She would play the
pianner, and sing, too, and every mother's son was clean gone dotty about her.
I had a good cheque, for I had been a long trip overlanding, and I sailed in
and cut out the running, you bet your boots! and things was very nice and jolly
for a bit. Now, there was this South American brute on the company's station,
seven miles away, and he was always over there philandering about. He was a
big, hulking brute of a fellow, with the wickedest black eyes you ever saw, and
every gal he came across— O! he was her slave, for her to do what she liked
with, and all that ladidah game takes with the women, you know. He had been
carrying on with Josey Dean before I came, and playing first fiddle, so when I
waded in and took the lead he began to get ugly. I believe he was a good hand
with cattle, but that I know nothing of for I never saw him working; but he was
no favorite about there— used to put on too many airs. 


'The row commenced over Paddy here; we'd been
kicking gravel for some time; but one day I was in the bar with a couple of
bullockies who had stopped there for a drink. Up rode my noble Dago, as big as
bull beef, with a red sash round his waist, like the nigger he was, and his hat
on one side. He tied his horse up and came in. Paddy here, who hated him as bad
as I did, gave a low growl, so as he passed the dog he muttered something In
his own lingo, and gave Paddy a thundering kick in the ribs. Paddy jumped up
with a bit of a howl, and fastened on him like grim death; my noble don yells
out "blue murder;" the bullockie's dogs come tumbling in, and there
was a right old noise. I called Paddy off, and says I to the Dago, who was as
white as a sheet, "No man kicks my dog when the dog's done nothing,"
I says, so take that, you d——d blackfellow,' and I hits him with my open hand
across the face. 


'He turned black at once, and his hand flew to
his belt; but Sailor Bob, one of the bullockies, who knew the breed, got hold
of his hand and had the knife out of it in no time. Well, he warn't one for
fighting with his fists, but he had to, and at it we went. Says Sailor Bob to
me: "Don't you let him get a holt on you, Dick," which was mighty
good advice, but, fighting there in the bar, I couldn't get away from him
always, and at last he did get a hold of me, and got me down, being, as he was,
so much bigger than me. What d'ye think the brute did when he had me down? Why,
commenced worrying me with his teeth like a beast, and before the others could
drag him off he'd bitten this piece out of my ear. And he must have swallowed
it, too, as it was never found. The bullock drivers was furious. They wanted to
tie him up and take turns at him with their bullock whips. But no, I says, it's
my contract, and I'll finish it outside. So we went outside, and I takes good
care as he never gets a hold of me again. I pasted him till his head was big
enough for two, for he couldn't use his dooks a little bit, and then he lays
flown and cries and refuses to get up again. "Get up, you thundering
cannibal, and have some more," I says, and kicks his ribs like he kicked
Paddy, but he wouldn't stir. Just then I felt myself pulled back, and there
stood Josey, out of breath. She'd been away somewhere, and hadn't seen the
fight, but came up just in time to see me kick the man when he was on the
ground, and file other fellows a looking on and saying nothing. 


'Lord, didn't she let out. Of course, like a
woman, she didn't want to know nothing of the rights or wrongs of the business,
but just went Into the game off her own bat, and, by jove, she did score. She
put her hands on her hips, and tongue-lashed us one after another, calling us
all the cowards she could lay her tongue to. As for Mister Dago, when he found
that he had a woman's petticoat to get behind, he mighty soon got up, and stood
behind it for safety. When she had slanged us to a standstill, we went inside
and had a drink, and bandaged my ear up. Now, of course, I knew very well that
it was just a woman's way to take the part of the one who was down, and if it
had been me on the ground she'd have fired up just the same, so I concluded I
would make it up with her in a day or two, and after she'd heard the rights of
the story she would not speak to Mister Dago. 


'She nursed him all the afternoon, and when it
was dark he rode home. She wouldn't speak or listen to me, and I got sulky. The
Dago had a bad time of it, you may guess. The bullockies didn't spare him when
they told the yarn, and  he get put in Coventry by everybody. They used to
hoot him and cry "Cannibal!" everywhere, and even put up the black
gins to scream out to their picanninies to run when they saw him coming. Of
course, this couldn't go on, and the boss of the company's station had to tell
him to clear out, and he went. 


'But he didn't go alone, curse him. Josey
disappeared too. Somehow I often think that if I'd not been foolish, but
humored the girl, it would have been all right, but I cut up rough and sulked.
And perhaps I was partly to blame.'  


The unconscious good faith in which this was
said, and the profound belief in the results of his influence, if it had been
exerted, was too genuine to excite ridicule. He remained silent for a bit,
staring into the fire. I took up his pannikin and replenished it and my own.


'Well,' he said, after he had swallowed his
nip, 'I saw poor Josey once afterwards, and I'd sooner have seen her dead. It
was two years after she ran. away, and I was down in Sydney. One night. I
passed three girls, and one of them was Josey, painted and dressed as you can
imagine. But I went after her, and got her to speak to me.   


'She told me that Pedro, as she called him, had
shipped aboard a ship for Rio, and left her to starve, or earn her living the
way she was doing. She vowed she'd stick a knife into him if ever he came back.
She always had a temper; but now the life and the drink had made it awful.


'l could do her no good, and she wouldn't let
me help her, whether or no, but as I walked home I thought what an awful brute
the fellow had been. If a  woman had stood up for me when I was down the
way Josey did for him, there's nothing I wouldn't have done for her; while he,
the low cur, had shown his gratitude by ruining her. I put my hand up to my ear
and felt the place, and vowed that if I came across him again I would put a
mark on him, both for Josey's sake and my own.' 


The horse bells had ceased; they were camping.
The fire had burned down to red embers, and Orion's Belt was straight overhead.



'That's the end?' I asked. 


'So far it is,' he answered; 'but I hope it is
not the end.' 


We said good night, and rolled ourselves in our
blankets. In the morning I told Dick Martin, as I learnt his name was, that in
a couple of months we should be busy, and if he was about anywhere, and in want
of a job, I could put him on then. 


Sure enough he turned up, and, as things
eventuated  remained with us for over twelve months. He was a good hand,
and I grew very fond of Paddy, who quickly fought himself up top dog on the
station. One day Dick came to me and said that if I could manage to spare him
he would like to leave shortly. 


'Leave altogether, Dick?' I asked. 


'Not altogether, Mr. Duncan, if things turn out
right, but if they go wrong, I may not be able to come back.' 


'Where are you going, then?' 


'To finish up that old story, sir. One of the
teamsters who passed here the other day was Sailor Bob, and he told me that
Pedro was back, and that he saw him up the Burdekin way, on a station there.
I'll go and see for myself.' 


There was nothing for it but to let Dick go,
although, as a J.P., I ought to have bound him over to keep the peace before
leaving, but I did not suppose it would be much good, and he departed about a
fortnight after he had spoken to me. 


Months passed, and though I had scanned the
newspapers curiously, I saw no report of any tragedy, when one day Dick turned
up, without Paddy. Needless to say, my curiosity was great, particularly when I
saw Dick had been scarred on the other ear, and, under some excuse, I managed
to get him by himself, and he told me what had happened. 


'When I left here I went north, and, sure
enough, I began to hear of my man when I got near the Burdekin district; but
when I reached the station where Bob saw him he had left. Well, I followed him,
right out to the Flinders, and there I lost track of him. At last I was coming
back licked, when, riding late to make a lagoon where I wanted to camp, I saw a
fire in the scrub surrounding it. I could hear a horse-bell, so I knew it was
not blacks. I rode towards it, when suddenly Paddy gave an angry bark, and
rushed ahead. It flashed across me who it was, and I hurried after, but was too
late. Pedro, aroused by the bark, was prepared, and when Paddy rushed at him he
knocked him senseless and dying with a heavy bit of brigalow from the fire. I
was so mad with rage that, instead of bailing him up with my revolver, I jumped
off, and tackled him barehanded. I got the worst of it, and down we went, I
underneath. He snarled some curses of his own, and then I felt his teeth in my
other uninjured ear. He bit pretty hard, but suddenly he let go, and toppled
over with a yell, as something hairy dragged across my face. Poor dying Paddy,
with a last struggle he had staggered across me, and fixed his teeth in Pedro's
throat. 


'It was a last effort, but it saved me. I
sprang up, and before the Dago could get rid of the dead dog, I had tapped him
on the head with the same bit of timber he had downed Paddy with. When he came
to his senses he was tied up, and all his cutlery taken away. I made the fire
up bright, then went and caught my horses, which had strolled off to feed; next
took Paddy's body into the scrub, and then came back to my friend. I told him
that I had seen Josey, and that I had a score to pay off on her account, as
well as my own, and took my pocket knife out of my pouch. Lord! He made sure I
was going to cut his throat, and sang out pen and ink, I told him that he was a
beast, and I was going to ear-mark him like one, and I did.' 


Martin paused, and then went on. 


'I put the swallow tail on him, and then I let
him free and rode away. He's marked for life, you bet.' 


For the information of some readers, I may as
well state that the 'swallow-tail' ear mark is an acute-angled triangular piece
cut out of the ear; the ear stands up in two sharp points after the operation. It would be a
terrible disfigurement to a man, worse than close cropping.


'Have you heard nothing more? Did he not go in
and inform the police?'


'Not he, he had no witnesses to prove it was
me.'


'Strikes me the end of the story is yet to
come. I would be careful if I were you, Dick. No half breed could stand that
treatment without seeking revenge.' 


'Let him try it, sir. But I wish Paddy had not
been killed.'


'So do I. He was a good friend to you.'


Dick came back to his billet and things went on
in the usual routine for some months. We were then forming a new weaning
station, and Dick with another man went out to live at a hut we had put up
there, and looked after the weaners. They had been there about two months when
Dick's companion was attacked by malarial fever, and came up to the head
station to spell, Martin sending word that he would put in the week by himself
and not want a fresh man sent down.


I called at the hut during the week and found
everything quiet. Just as I was leaving Dick said, 'I wish old Paddy was alive,
and with me. I dreamt of the old beggar last night.'


Somehow, although the expression was an ordinary
one, it remained in my memory and, to a certain extent, haunted me. At the end
of the week a man went down with rations, but did not see Dick, who was
apparently away about his work. Then a few days' rain came, and Martin's
companion, who was well again, went down, and returned that night with the news
that the hut had evidently been unvisited since the man went down with the
rations. 


We searched high and low, but the rain had put
out the tracks, and though we found Dick's horse, with the saddle and bridle
on, we did not find Dick. 


Fully six months afterwards two bodies were
found in a small, scrubby range. One was Martin's— that we knew, by many signs.
The other— well, the skin had dried mummy-like on the body, and the shrunken
withered features still survived, like parched leather. 


'Good God!' exclaimed my partner, 'what's the
matter with the man's ears?'   


I looked, and shuddered at the grotesque
mockery of death the mutilated members made the body wear. 


'He's swallow-tail ear-marked on both ears;
what can be the meaning of it?' 


I could have told him, but held my peace. It
was dead Martin's secret, not mine.


_________________











 


8: Elizabeth


Warwick Deeping


1877-1950


Cassell’s Magazine May 1926


 


HE WORE
rough tweeds, a soft collar, and a cherry-coloured tie. Burnt brown,
slightly grizzled, lean and hard, he suggested an alert and large dog,
dignified and sound of temper. His eyes were very blue, clear, shrewd and
clean.


Each day after breakfast and a
pipe in the lounge he would disappear. He would take the road to the moor,
going steadily up hill with that easy, loping stride, hatless, slung round with
a haversack, a pair of field-glasses, and a neatly-rolled raincoat. He carried
an ash stick shod with a pointed iron ferule.


His name was Grimshaw, a name
well-known to lovers of wild life; he had travelled all over the world; there
had been books by him on the bird life of Northern Africa, on a winter in
Kashmir, on three years of wandering in Brazil. His age was anything around
fifty, but he was one of those men whose age does not seem to matter.


The Cressford Arms was a very
notable old country inn. Built over the site of Tawbridge Abbey, and possessed
of some of the abbey gardens, it had dignity and repose. It rose a little above
the modern bustle. It was patronized by both the old and the new world— men who
came to fish or to paint, motorists who stayed to eat and to sleep. A
remarkable inn, and remarkably well run, it contained for the very few who had
the inward eye a rather remarkable woman.


Everyone, or at least every man,
who put up at the Cressford Arms noticed Elizabeth Royle. She was the
head-waitress; she had held the post for five years. A dark woman, tall,
superbly built, with a fine carriage of the shoulders and the head, she made
the dining-room of the Cressford Arms a notable room. She was austere, serene,
stately, gentle, moving like a priestess, large eyed and calm. She carried a
wreath of magnificent black hair.


Grimshaw had noticed her on the
very first night. That is to say, she had arrested his attention.


"You are alone, sir?"


"Yes."


"Are you staying more than a
night?"


"A month, perhaps."


She had placed him at a little
table in a far corner by one of the windows, one of the tables that she
reserved for the elect. Richard Grimshaw was not a man to be given any sort of
occasional corner. She had known that at once. She knew as much about men as a
woman could know, placing them instantly in their respective categories of nice
fools, mere fools, and nasty fools. She despised men in the mass, but she knew
her gentleman when she saw him, and Grimshaw was more than a gentleman.


He arrested her attention just as
she arrested his. She was aware of him without appearing to be aware of
anything but a room full of people. She showed him the same calm, impersonal
courtesy; and he, looking up into her clear pale face with its deep dark eyes
set well apart, wondered a little.


"A damned fine woman"—
that was the average man's inward comment, but Grimshaw's impression of her was
both more simple and more subtle. He had spent his life in watching birds and
animals, untarnished creatures of the wilds, and this tall woman with her
dignity and her wreath of sombre hair had the flexible and calm beauty of a
leopardess. She had physical perfection—but how much else had she? He began to
watch.


Her dignity was her most striking
quality. It seemed strange in such a place and among such people. She served
like a high priestess, impassive yet gentle, blind to all that she did not wish
to see, but Grimshaw guessed that she saw everything. She knew human nature,
and yet did not despise it. She might think of men as fools, but as fool boys
to be smiled at with wise indulgence.


"Woman," was the word
that described her to Grimshaw, just "woman," lacking any superfluous
adjective, a woman with noble hair and breasts, standing out above a crowd of
little wenches with their little heads stuffed into little hats, and as like as
peas— inside and out.


His attitude to her was supremely
natural but unusual. It was instinctive. Whenever he entered the dining-room he
gave her a slight bow, and she— standing tall and calm— would give him a faint
smile and an inclination of the head. They met and acknowledged each other like
natural aristocrats, with a dignity that often characterizes people of the
wilds.


"Good morning."


"Good morning, sir."


"What have you— for
breakfast?"


"The usual things,
sir."


He touched in her a sense of
humour, slightly ironical, concealed, like wholesome inward laughter.


The usual things for the usual
people.


He looked up and into her eyes
that were steady but unbold.


"Porridge."


"Porridge, sir."


"Bacon and eggs."


"Bacon and eggs, sir."


She smiled suddenly.


"It seems as strange to you,
sir, as it does to me."


"The same people and the
same eggs and bacon?"


She placed a vase of fresh roses
on the table.


"Like clothes, sir, habits
are like clothes. You don't take sugar with your porridge, sir."


"No; thank you."


On successive evenings he watched
her deal with various sorts of men: a fat and ruddy fellow who smiled up at her
with bulging eyes and a gleam of artificial teeth; a young buck over from
Plymouth who attempted to call her "Bessie," a polished person with
an eyeglass and wearing a dinner jacket. She was polite to them all, effacingly
polite. She was like a fine statue. The male effervescence broke at her feet,
seemingly unnoticed.


Grimshaw wondered. Was she
supremely wise, or had she a life of her own? And then he caught himself up in
the midst of his wonderings. What did it matter to him?


But it did matter, because she
was woman, and he— a lonely man increasingly aware of his loneliness— wished to
reverence woman. A man who has lived much with nature and marvelled at her
works is made for reverence.


He noticed that when she came to
his table her serene face lost its austerity. She seemed to put off a mask. She
was woman.


They would exchange a few words.
Each was finding out about the other without the other fully realizing it.


"It has been a good day,
sir."


"Splendid— on the
moor."


"Either one loves it or
fears it. Will you have thick or clear soup, sir?"


"Clear, please. I spent half
the morning watching a pair of hawks."


"Do you ever watch
sea-birds, sir?"


"Sometimes. Down at Mullion
the gulls seemed to cry all day and night."


"Yes— at Mullion. I was born
five miles from Mullion. We had a little farm near there."


His picture of her grew. He
thought of her as a tall, long-legged, wild-haired girl living in one of those
lonely little white places where the stone walls were all purple with
foxgloves. He could see her running about the cliffs and among the bracken.


"Do you ever go back
there?"


"Everybody is dead,
sir."


That evening he noticed her
hands. They were large and white and firm, clean and courageous hands. He
noticed too that she wore no ring. He caught himself feeling pleased about the
absence of a ring.


An evening or two later it was
she who asked a question.


"Are you writing a book
here, sir?"


He glanced at her quickly. How
did she know that he wrote books?


"No— not quite quiet enough
here. Do you get time to read books?"


"Sometimes, sir."


"Any favourites?"


"Mr. Galsworthy's. He is a
great man, sir. He understands so many people— different people."


"That's true."


He was astonished. And yet why
should she not appreciate a fine human document, she a fine and human woman?
She knew what life and work were, yes, better than some little conservatory
creature could know it.


When she brought him his porridge
next morning she stood beside the table, looking down at the white cloth.


"The quietest room in the
hotel will be vacant to-night, sir— old Mr. Crossby is going back to London— if
you want a quiet room to write in."


"Thanks— I do; I suppose if
I ask the manageress— she will let me have it?"


"Of course."


He was grateful to her.


"That's the great problem
these days— peace, a quiet corner. Even on the moor—"


"I know," she said.
"Char-à-bancs, motor-bicycles! You have been used to great, silent spaces—
And to write books—"


"Oh, I'm not always writing
books, Miss Royle. I like my share of life. But the quiet corner to think in—
that's the problem."


"It always is for a
man," she said.


Grimshaw seemed to reflect. Then
he said:


"I am looking about now for
a little cabin, a centre of gravity. I want it high up, with a view of the sea—
and yet sheltered. Do you happen to know of a possible place?"


"I don't think that there is
anything in Tawbridge, sir. Should you want it all the year?"


"No; I travel a good deal,
but not as much as I did. I am beginning to hanker for a little cove where you
can beach your boat."


She understood him and his needs
as instinctively as he had understood her dignity, and if she had waited years
for such a man she knew him when chance brought him to her.


Grimshaw was less sure, but he
did not doubt as a snob doubts. He walked twenty miles that day, and lay on a
round barrow under the blue tent of the sky, and saw all the moor and the sea
spread out before him. He meditated.


"Rather late in life to
choose such a mate. I am forty-nine, and I suppose she is about
eight-and-twenty. A woman of the people. No; just woman. What would she want?
Rooms on a sea-front, a band, two deck-chairs, and twice a week— the pictures.
Bright clothes. And I—? I should correspond to a youth with no hat, his hair in
a mop, the collar of his tennis shirt flopping over the collar of his coat.
Rather dirty flannel trousers, and perhaps— black boots!"


He felt the spaces of sea and sky
and moor, and knew himself to be lonely, and more than lonely. He wanted to take
root on a hilltop.


"Well, risk it. All life is
taking risks. Rooms on a sea-front— and a band! Be thorough."


Grimshaw bought a little
second-hand car at a local garage, and in two days he had learnt to drive it,
and Elizabeth Royle— thinking of him as a man of the forests and the mountains—
wondered at his purchase. Perhaps he had bought it to carry him in search of
his upland cabin and the quiet cove where he could beach his boat?


The car had a double purpose. He
disclosed it when he knew himself master of the machine. He came in late for
dinner, and he was the last to finish, sitting solitary in his corner.
Elizabeth was busy at her silver table; the two other girls were out of the
room.


Grimshaw called to her.


"Miss Royle—"


"Yes, sir."


She came and stood by his table.
He looked up at her gravely, this Elizabethan woman with her loyal eyes and
stately head.


"I have a favour to ask
you."


She was silent.


"I am driving over to
Widmouth one day. Would you come?"


They looked at each other.


For her— it was her crisis— her
proving of the one man.


"I am free to-morrow
afternoon, sir."


"Thank you. You will come? I
am very glad. Shall we say half-past two? I will have the car at the
door."


He saw something— a question— a
pride expectant in her eyes.


"The hotel entrance,
sir?"


"Of course."


She coloured. This was homage,
the gesture of the man and the gentleman. She glowed. He had never seen her
look as she looked now, gently proud, beneficent, happy.


"I shall be ready, Mr.
Grimshaw. Thank you."


She went to her room, and sat
down at the little table upon which her mirror stood. She rested her chin on
her hands and looked and looked. She was exultant, tender.


"To him— I give— everything—
if he wishes it."


She dreamed awhile. She smiled.
How differently he had come to her. How differently other men would have done
it. A surreptitious smirk in a corner. "I say— Bessie, come out for a
drive. I'll pick you up on the Widmouth road— what! How will that suit
you?" The tactful, surreptitious cad! And she was going to walk down the
steps of the Cressfield Arms like a gentlewoman, under the eyes of her own
world, and step into his car. She would do it. He should have no cause to feel
ashamed of her.


He had not. He was standing
beside the car, holding a rug. The hall was full of people; Thompson the porter
was at the door. She came down the steps, deliberate and self-composed, dressed
very simply in black. Her face had a proud but gentle radiance.


Grimshaw raised his hat to her.
She was woman. And in her way she was unique.


"Punctual."


"Yes."


There was all her heart in the
quiet smile she gave him, that bright and deep glance of the eyes. He held the
door open for her; he spread the rug over her knees. There were people who
stared, but no one who sniggered.


Grimshaw took his seat beside
her.


"You'll trust my
driving?"


"I trust it," she said.


They reached Widmouth about
half-past three. Grimshaw garaged the car, and they had tea at a tea-shop, and
then sat on the sands. Widmouth was becoming popular. It advertised itself on
posters, all black and blue and green about an aggressive and very blue-eyed
child menacing the world with a wooden spade. It had begun to collect its waste
paper and banana skins and young women with sun scorched and scaly necks, and a
concert party and beach huts. In a little while it would have a lawn tennis
tournament all to itself.


Grimshaw and Elizabeth Royle
watched the pale-faced people from the towns.


"Quite a bright place— these
days. I remember it when it was little but a fishing village."


"Yes," said she,
"just where people worked and lived."


He threw desultory stones into
the sea. They had not said much to each other; it did not seem to matter.


"I'm forty-nine."


He tossed the statement at her
much as he tossed one of the stones. He glanced at her face. She was gazing at
the horizon.


"Forty-nine —but I don't
feel it. I have lived my life out in the open. I am as fit as ever I was."


Her voice had a quality of repose
when she answered him.


"I had never thought about
it."


"That's unusual."


"Is it? You are just—man—not
a man, any sort of man. There's a difference, sir."


"Don't call me 'sir',"
he said; "or I shall have to call you 'madam'."


She smiled round at him.


"What would you call
me?"


"Just— woman. What better
thing could I call you than woman?"


"That would depend——"


"On the way I looked at
woman?"


"Yes," she said—
"and on how she wanted you to look."


On the homeward way Grimshaw
pulled up his car on the moor beside a pile of rocks rising grey above the
green of the bracken. The view was superb. They got out and wandered a little
way over the moor, gazing and saying nothing. Her face and eyes were very
gentle.


"I'm on a hilltop to-day,
Mr. Grimshaw," she said, "and you have put me there. I feel that I
can see all over the world."


"How did I put you
there?"


"You must know— I'm
proud—"


"My dear," he said— and
was silent a moment.


They wandered back to the pile of
rocks and sat there in the evening sunlight, she a little higher than the man,
his left shoulder almost touching her knees. A greater serenity possessed them
both. They were equals. Each had waited for the other—and this hilltop.


"Forty-nine! Is it too old
for you, Elizabeth?"


She remained very still.


"Not— if you want me—"


"I think I have wanted you
for years, my dear. Some things come late. Better that than too early. Will you
marry me, Elizabeth?"


"I will," she said, as
though pledging herself before the sea and sky and the old stones of the moor.


At the Cressford Arms a somewhat
fussy manageress, standing upon her dignity, and not appreciating the dignity
of man and woman, admonished Mr. Grimshaw.


"It's not fair to me or to
the hotel, sir. Heaven knows it is hard enough to manage girls these days. But
turning their heads— and in public—"


Grimshaw corrected her
impressions.


"I am marrying Miss Royle.
Perhaps she had better cease to be a member of your staff."


He saw the world's eyes in the
round, and astonished, eyes of the lady. Not caring much for the world's
opinion, he yet was very much aware of what the world would say.


"Grimshaw's reached the old
fool phase. Marrying a waitress from a country pub. A fine, upstanding wench—
and supposed to be good as gold. Poor beggar!"


Perhaps the world was right. Was
he not challenging fatal incompatibilities and misunderstandings, subtle
differences in self-expression, inevitable disharmonies? But he was as
determined as a boy can be, a sensitive boy— who— inspired by some intuitive
sureness— pushes on past the protests of his elders.


He had few relations, two or
three cousins and an aged aunt. He left them unwarned, and yet—somehow the news
reached them. He received a letter written in a neat clerical hand; it came
from Cousin John, a country vicar:


"My dear Richard,


"I feel it to be my duty—
etc.—"


Grimshaw tore the letter up and
burnt it, but some of its acid phrases stuck in his memory.


"The girl may be an
excellent person, but how can you expect her to understand a cultured
gentleman's point of view?"


"Is it fair to the girl— and
at your age?"


"She is bound to grate upon
your sensibilities."


Yes; it was possible that the
Rev. John might be right, but not so right as he imagined. Grimshaw was
obstinate.


He and Elizabeth Royle were
married quietly at Tawbridge church. It was August. Grimshaw had managed to
engage rooms on the Regent Parade at Widmouth. It was a deliberate and a
challenging gesture. She had accepted his choice without a murmur, and suffered
him to plunge with her into the thick of that holiday crowd and to become part
of it. She did not ask for explanations. It is probable that she was more
intuitively wise than he imagined, and that she let him point out the path,
knowing that the time would come for her to pause and to point and to show him.
She did a great deal of thinking, and her thinking was based on feeling. From
the first she understood him utterly, but dissembled the completeness of her
understanding.


Yes, let him give her Widmouth
and all that Widmouth stood for. It was the most subtle of provings. There was
wilfulness in it. She understood.


So they sat on the little green
balcony attached to the white front of No. 3 Royal Parade, and bathed and
sunned themselves, and listened to beach concerts, and went to the local cinema
and sat among youths and girls, and listened to the gigglings and mock kisses
smacked on the backs of hands when the picture grew sentimental.


They took a boat and sailed; they
made excursions; they had every appearance of accepting Widmouth and its sea
front and its people. They did not criticize it openly to each other, perhaps
because they were so very satisfied with all that their own intimate life gave
them.


But she smiled at him dearly in
her thoughts.


"Are you bearing this for
me? Is this— my measure? Are you afraid that I shall be afraid of reality? Do
work— the companionship of her man bore such a woman as I am?"


She let it go on. She was feeling
rich in body and soul. She watched for any signs of restlessness in him, the
call of the wild, of his beloved birds, books, the open road. She had read his
books, and found him— in them— the one man for whom she had waited, her great
gentleman, the man who reverenced things.


She learnt to drive the car.
Mornings came when she left him scribbling on the balcony, and went off alone
in the car. She explored; she drove east and west; she searched; she found.


She came back one day to find him
sitting on the balcony in an attitude of abstraction. He had not heard her
enter the room. She stood at the open french window.


"I have found it," she
said.


He turned sharply. She felt that
in him which questioned her and himself, their linked lives—his manhood and her
womanhood.


"What have you found,
Bess?"


"Your quiet corner— your
little cove."


He stood up. His eyes seemed to
deepen. He spoke to her very gently.


"Then— Widmouth— this sort
of place—?"


"My dear," she said, and
drew him in and kissed him, "are you Widmouth to me— or I to you? There
are the real things for both of us. I know."


Next day they drove out in the
car, going south-west along the coast until they came to Tavy Cross. Elizabeth
descended here to collect a key from an old stone house next to the Bank. They
drove on; they turned seawards down a lane and came suddenly upon a gentle hill
lying at the head of a green valley.


There was a little old farmhouse
here that had been bought and recovered and lived in by an artist, standing in
the thick of a wind-blown orchard, with grey walls keeping back the moorland.
Below lay the sea. A path went down to it. The wild hillsides were all bracken
and scabious and golden rod.


Grimshaw looked at the sea, the
hills, the house, and then at her. A board above the gate told him that the
place was for sale; for a moment he said nothing, but took the key from her,
and entered the wild garden, and unlocked the door of this little, secret
house. She stood beside him; she smiled.


"Am I Widmouth to you— or
this?"


She could see that he was deeply
moved. He walked into one of the empty rooms and stood at the window looking at
the sunlight on the hills and the sea.


"You are this— and yet not
this. I cannot let you be this, Bess. I did not marry you to bury you
alive."


She came and stood beside him.


"What if I love it just as
you do? Besides, this is not all the world— but our secret corner when we need
it, to come back to from our wanderings, to lie in the fern, and watch birds,
and make books."


He looked at her steadily for a
moment, and then raised his wife's hand and kissed it.


"Was ever woman so wonderful as you?"


______________
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THE sun
heat at Kapang Rabaul was reflected in the drooping tamarinds and in the
white-shrouded figures huddled in the shade of old Jan Kroomer's verandah.
Under the slope of the trade-house stockade a stream, the colour of tobacco
juice, flowed seaward. The stream smelt of sago swamps and decayed opium farms,
for it drained the ancient jungle lands of Malwar Kote.


A fleet, of red-boomed sampans and schooners
lay at the trade-house jetty. Cargoes of rice and coffee, manila hemp, and
coral, were stacked inside the zinc godowns ready for shipment. Old Jan
employed five Chinese clerks and a fat compradore from Surabaya to do his
yelling. With the temperature at the grilling point, the yelling at Jan's was
done in the best Chinese manner. But neither yells nor threats could galvanise
the old Hollander's coolies from their midday torpor.


In his stuffy office overlooking the tobacco
juice stream Jan fretted at the heat and the jellyfish habits of black and
brown labour. And the white beachcombers who drifted up from the islands were
no better. Given a pair of shoes and a new shirt, the beachcomber dedicated his
morning hours to the sampling of native arrak and other poisonous drinks. At
least, that was old Jan's experience. 


 


BILLY CARDEW had come from Sydney, to Kapang
Rabaul. For three nights he had slept on the beach, out of sight of Jan's
trade-house. Billy had lost his job as first mate on board the island tramp Lucy
Loo. His misfortune had arisen out of an argument with the red fisted
Baltic skipper, Schultz. Cardew had been a cruiser-weight champion before he
took to the sea. He had won more fights than he cared to remember. But
accidents will happen, even at the best regulated sporting clubs, and in his
memorable fight with the Pittsburg Terror Billy, in the thirteenth round, found
himself with a dead man in his arms. 


Cardew never quite recovered from the shock. It
had been a fierce encounter. But the doctors agreed afterwards that the
Pittsburg man had suffered from a chronic heart trouble, and that no blame
could be attached to Cardew. Billy left the ring for good. 


Sailoring was a man's work, he told himself .
He had always liked the sea, and Schultz had found him a berth in his big,
coral-hunting tramp that plied between the Arafura and China seas. Billy Cardew
might have hunted coral cargoes till Doomsday if the red-fisted Schultz had not
struck him one afternoon over a matter that concerned the thrashing of a native
boy for tampering with a precious tin of biscuits.


Between one port and another Schultz kept
himself fit hammering beachcombers and cargo thieves who ventured too near his
shore lines. He beat native urchins on principle, and in eight years he had
left a train of crippled youngsters in his wake that roused even the ire of the
slow-witted Melanesian boat-steerers. 


It was only natural, and in keeping with the
laws of poetic justice, that Schultz of the gouging thumbs and iron-shod feet
should finally hand one to Billy Cardew. It was a blind blow that fell like a
spent bullet on Billy's left ear. 


Cardew straightened, pushed his left hand into
the bulge of the German's waistband, and then smashed gently with his right on
the upturned nose. Stepping sorrowfully round the bull-bodied Teuton, he
clouted him along the deck and into the cookhouse. Here Cardew, with the memory
of a dozen bruised and battered native boys to nerve him, jammed Schultz's head
into a big iron pot that stood on the board. Billy was not aware that the iron
pot contained a mass of warm beef and onion stew. He was sorry afterwards, but
was forced to let it go at that. It was a sad and memorable day for that
coral-hunting tramp schooner. 


Of course, Billy had to leave. No German
skipper thinks well of a first mate who puts pots of beef and onion stew before
discipline. 


Cardew got ashore at Kapang Rabaul, where the
river smelt of dead mangoes and live leeches, and where the sheeted Arabs rose
from Jan Roomer's verandah like spectres from a tomb. A good place to die,
Billy thought bitterly as he chose a soft place on the beach to brood over the
situation. 


The situation was as old as the hills, if
Cardew had only known it. He was young and fresh, but it soon dawned on him
that even beef and onion stew did not bloom on Malayan beaches. He must find a
job, or fight for one. Life in the East was a game of two-up, fists mostly,
when it came to the deadly business of squeezing a regular income out of the
tropical scenery.


Billy straightened his neckwear, glossed his
tan shoes with a moist banana-skin, and stepped into the trade-house, where Jan
Koomer was piling Dutch guilders into a rusty safe. 


'I want a job, Mr. Koomer. A fellow's got to do
something. You'll find me a regular glutton for heartbreak commissions. All I
want is a start,' Billy stated without a pause. 


Old Jan locked his safe hurriedly, and then
glanced round at the pair of long legs and tan shoes that had come into his
life. 


'You wants work?' he boomed softly, his white
whiskers rippling from the effects of his laboured breathing. 'Maybe you'll
find a yob mit der police commandante. Beoples,' he added, mopping his hot
face, 'tinks o' is office wass a home for stiffs and sand babies. Ja, you hunt
a yob where der wass an ice chest, young mans.' 


Billy backed from Jan's office, and almost
collided in the passage with a smartly-frocked young lady carrying a handful of
typewritten sheets and correspondence. Her bright eyes took in Cardew's
dejected bearing. 


'You gave pa the wrong story,' she said
cheerfully, with another bright glance at the sand in his hair. 'Come again
to-morrow,' she advised in a swift underbreath. 'There's plenty doing in Kapang
when pa is properly instructed.' 


Her parting smile proved that the hot weather
had not melted all the dimples in Rabaul. She passed into Koomer's office,
leaving Cardew stammering his thanks in the doorway. 


Billy passed, his fourth night on the beach. He
breakfasted early, on the sunny side of an abandoned banana plantation. After a
brush-up and a brisk shaking of sand from his hair and pockets he headed
straight for Jan's trade-house. 


'Morning, Mr. Koomer,' he began pleasantly. 'I
want a job. A fellow's got to do something. You'll find me a regular glutton
for heartbreak commissions All I want is a start,' Billy concluded without a
pause. Jan was in a position similar to the one he had occupied the previous
morning— he was shovelling Dutch guilders into the rusty safe. 


He looked up at Billy's six feet of sun-tan and
eagerness with the slow deliberation of one counting his past gains and losses.
Again he locked the safe and mopped his hot face and whiskers 'Maybe you'll
find a yob mit dor police commandante. Beoples links dis office wass a home for
stiffs and sand babies. Beoples?'


'Hi, pa, don't!' a girl's voice interrupted
from an inner cubicle. 'The young man wants work, and that big schooner Jade
is eating her head off at the pier. Does nothing but miss the tide and pile up
the overhead. About time we put a white skipper aboard. Our black crews have
gone stale.' Jan batted his eyes but did not swear. 


'Joanna,' he retorted sorrowfully, 'how dares
you come into my talk?' 


'Three months ago,' Joanna went on undisturbed
from her cubicle, 'one of our Arab gangs piled a hundred-ton schooner on the
mud bank at the, river mouth. Cargo look water— coffee, salt, fifty tierces of
tobacco, and no end of silk trade. All because, there's no one to speak about
it. The truth is,' Joanna concluded, peeping in at the office door, 'Pa doesn't
like those Arabs with the long knives. He doesn't like to tell them that
they're a lot of tar-faced goofs, eating us into bankruptcy. He's like me,'
Joanna added with refreshing candour; 'he'd rather walk round those long knives
than go through them!' 


Jan's face blew hurricane red as he stormed up
and down the narrow office. In a singularly brief space he cooled down and
turned to the grinning Cardew in the doorway.


'Joanna should mind her business,' he confided
weakly. 'But it ers true about dose Arab stiffs. Dey put my schooner in der
mud, where all dor cargo is spilled.' 


Billy glanced slowly at the golden lop of
Joanna's head in the doorway of her cubicle. He caught a flash of her ice-blue
eyes, the rapid instructions fluttering silently on her lips. 


'Got on with it now. Bustle him hard for a
command on the schooner Jade. I've done my best for you.' And Joanna
disappeared. 


Billy Cardew drew a big breath as he faced the
typhoon yellow in old Jan's shifting eyes. 


'See here, Mr. Koomer, I've got a master's
certificate. I'd like to handle your fleet so that the boats will bring you
money instead of mud. My name's Cardew. I'll fight any six of these long knife
men— and then I'll make 'em work In six months I'll make men out of those black
lizards camped on your verandah. Give me a show!' 


 


A HUNDRED dollars a month was all Jan Koomer
gave him for running an Arab crew up and down the coast. Still, it was better
than eating black bananas in a fly-infested plantation. He made two trips a
month to Saigon and Cambodia. He doubled the Jade's earnings, and called the
bluff on the first mutiny his Arab crew had planned. The Jade was loaded
with rubber and oil for Singapore, and the tide was running over the bars at
Rabaul. Billy had passed the word to haul in shore-lines and stand downstream.
It was Billy's first trip. The six Arabs had lit their customary cigarettes. So
if the Jade missed this tide there would be plenty of water in the river
to-morrow. Allah be praised! 


Cardew spoke again, but, his words fell dead on
the ears of the easy-going six. They stared at him drowsily, resentfully. It
was during the heat of noon, with the sun staring like the eye of a devil from
the raw purple above. Billy stepped down from the poop. 


'Keep Allah out of this,' he snapped. 'Lay to
those shore-lines. Pait satoe. Do it lekasi na bisa!' 


Billy was conscious of Joanna's eyes peering
from the trade-house window. She had seen her father's schooners miss tide
after tide. But for once she would see the Jade pull out on time. No had
about five minutes to make good; after that he would be left on the mud bar for
the night. Abdul Mehmet, a flat-footed mast hand, and the leading lazy man of
the crew, struck at the oncoming Billy with an iron pin. It missed. Instantly
the other five sought to gain the shelter of the forepart. 


Running from Billy Cardew across ten feet of
case-littered deck was difficult and fatal. The man who had sprinted round
twenty-foot rings after middle-weight champions knew what to do with a
low-browed, rice-fed Arab when he caught him between a pile of cases. 


Billy did it scientifically, but he did it
first to the thrower of the belaying-pin. 


'Get those shorelines,' he ordered, driving his
first into the scrunching jaw. 'Get!' 


Abdul raised himself from the deck, and with a
trembling signal to the others crawled out to obey the order. 


Joanna at the trade-house window heaved a sigh.



'Pa,' she spoke to a hump of shadow near the
iron safe. 'Our fuzzies didn't pull any wool over Mr. Cardew. He handles them
like beads on a string.' 


Jan shrugged gloomily. 'Dose beads will be
round Billy's neck when he gets to Samark! Dere is dat Jap man, Higo, who puts
contraband into my schooners at Samark. I hopes Billy will meet Higo,' he
muttered fervently. 'All my ships und crews have suffered from Higo's opium,
Higo's arrak, Higo's shanghai blood-money. I wish dot big fat policeman Larry
from Singapore would put de wool on Higo.' 


'Larry the Leech,' Joanna sighed. 'The
detective that's always eating chocolates. Why, he's a joke. Higo has broken
from every gaol in the Settlements— nothing holds the man. Anyhow I hope Larry
gets Higo before Higo gets our Mr. Cardew.' 


 


ARRIVING at Samark, Billy dropped fifteen tons
of cargo at the agent's wharf. The night was pitch black, with a single lantern
blinking at the end of the crazy pier. Samark was a beach town with six hundred
miles of back country and rubber lands to assist its growth. Cardew dozed in
his hammock under the awning. It was his only chance to snatch an hour's rest between
port and port. 


The crew had slopped ashore for a spell. A
slight change from the schooner's discipline worked wonders with these Arabs.
In a little while, when he had worked them into a proper frame of mind, he
would allow them plenty of leave. It was nearly midnight. 


Billy sat up suddenly; the tide was rippling
over the bars, and not one of the Arabs had returned! Without them he could not
put to sea. Billy was not the man to grit his teeth and vow reprisals for
breaches of discipline. He was the servant of the tides and the northern
Chinese agents, the busy compradores screaming for deliveries. Also, Jan would
do some screaming if the black six went missing. Joanna with the dimples and
the ice-blue eyes would probably tell him he ought to  run a hen farm and
leave schooners alone. 


Slipping down the gangway, Billy slopped past
the agent's deserted office in the direction of the town. Lantern-lit puk-a-pu
shops sprang into view as he forged along to whore the crowds of Malays and
Chinese thronged the smelly bazaars. Scores of black prahu men skulked within
the passages of the samshu houses, where the heavy joss lanterns cast
Dante-esque flares across the hot, sandy road. A friendly Dutch voice hailed
Billy from the depths of a sour-smelling wine bar. 


'Hi yah! You Sydney man! That black rat Abdul
is over here in Higo's joint.' 


Billy nodded and crossed the road to where the
Dutchman's linger had pointed. In his traffickings up and down the Settlements
the fame of Higo the blood-master bad reached Cardew. The fellow was just a
coolie ruffian from the slums of Hakodate, he told himself. His tricks never
varied. Sailors who entered his house were drugged, robbed, and often thrown
aboard the cinnabar boats and forgotten. 


Cardew halted a moment in the lantern-hung
doorway. The shanty was of bamboo and matchboard, a frail, jig-saw arrangement
built, on stilts over the yellow estuary that allowed small craft and sampans
into the town. In the turn of an eye Billy saw his six Arabs seated at a table
where a dice-box was being rattled. Behind the shelf-like bar stood Higo, his
naked chest glistening, his face the colour of wet leather. 


A pocket tiger of a man, Billy mused, a little
blood-alley when the marbles were out. Higo glanced over Billy's straight white
figure with the eye of a military governor. It was the look that one fighter
gives another, up and down and through his man. It was an all-sufficient stare,
and it was enough for Billy Cardew. He indicated the six Arabs genially. 


'Those boys belong to my schooner; it's time
they were aboard,' he staled simply. 


A clammy hush fell on the reeking horde of
sampan men within tho crimp -house. A sudden shuffling of feet came from the
platform at the rear of the house. Three sing-song words in the vernacular
seemed to come from the darkness of the river. 


 


IN the passing of a breath the crimp-house was
empty. The six Arabs had gone also. Billy turned to the swinging door leading
to the road. Higo checked him with a gesture. 


'When you want a crew you must come to me,' he
stated thickly. 'I get you six boys, one hundred dollar a head, in two hours.
Ole Koomer will have to pay if you sign contract,'  he suggested, a veiled
menace in his slat eyes. 'You tell Koomer your boys left at Samark. You savvy?'



Billy Cardew stared in amaze at Higo's
bull-neck and the bare chest that shone like wet leather. 


'See here, Higo,' he protested good-humouredly,
'I can't run a schooner on those lines. They belong to the bad old days. I have
to keep my crews. Those six Arabs who have just bolted are signed up for this
trip and many others. They've got pay in advance from Mr. Koomer. And they're
going back to my schooner for the benefit of their health. Get that?' 


Higo got it, and his slat eyes took on the
gleam of a frozen snake. Cardew had seen a similar gleam in the eye of a
red-handed, knife-wielding Malay. And just here the voice from the river
sounded a second warning to the Jap behind the bar. It seemed to impress upon
the little crimp-house keeper the necessity for instant action. At the moment
Billy's hand went to the swinging doors a wet towel struck at the lantern over
the bar counter. 


The room was in darkness. Cardew never knew how
he lost his exact bearings within that long, narrow bar of matchwood and
bamboo. Deft fingers had closed the swinging doors while he searched up and
down in the Stygian gloom for an exit. Then the folly of trying to get out by
the doors occurred to him in a flash. He could smash through the crazy old
walls and go his way! 


His hand touched a heavy stool near the bar.
With a laugh he swung it above his head and turned to the flimsy, patchwork
walls. Just here a bamboo pole skated down from the ceiling and struck his
shoulder lightly. Another and another came spearing down, followed by a shower
of dust and sun-baked flower-pots. 


Cardew swore softly under the rain of choking
dust and debris. The sky showed suddenly through the torn slats above. He
caught sight of arms and feet kicking and scattering the roof covering on to
his head. 


'Aloha ha!' a voice called down to him.
'How you like it, eh? Plenty more coming, tuan. Plenty more, an' some
rats.' 


There was no illusion about the army of
squealing rodents, rooted from their nests under the thatch. They fell or
scampered down the poles on Billy. He was caught in a network of sagging,
twisting bamboos. A shower of dust, the refuse of the local bone and ivory
mills, fell in choking clouds about him. A diabolical yell from the rafters
gave the signal for fresh activities on the part of Higo's assistants Without
warning the floor of the shanty collapsed. 


With a goat's instinct for maintaining his
foothold, Billy's toes clung to a rib of bamboo jammed in the floor joists. It
bent under his weight as he struggled to maintain his balance. A wet, dank mist
struck up from the black void beneath him. It came from the soft, bottomless
mud of the river below.


Like a cat on a pole, Cardew listened to a soft
whooping noise above his head. A black fist, gripping a piece of lead pipe, was
striking down in his direction. Nearer and nearer the lead pipe struck,
cleaving through the tangles of cane with deadly precision. The bull-neck and
bare knees of Higo were visible on a slanting cross-beam.


'A-h-h! A-h-h! You did not go down into the
water, Beel?' he grunted cheerfully. 'You are still  there. Beel, still
hangin' on to the ole house?' 


Cardew saw the black, goblin figure above
gather itself for a final assault with the lead pipe. Higo moistened his palms,
licked his thick lips as he gauged the distance between the lead pipe and
Billy's neck. Choked with dust, and the plague of rats scrambling over his
half-recumbent body, Cardew rocked to and fro with twenty feet of swamp mud
beneath him. 


'Eh, Beel?' The lead pipe crashed and slogged
through the fallen debris within a foot of the pugilist's shoulder. 


'Eh, Beel, you do not answer me.' 


This time the pipe cut like a sabre past
Cardew's cheek, flattening the bamboo sticks to pulp. Higo balanced himself on
the cross-beam and struck again. Cardew ducked and dropped down into the
squelching darkness of the tidal estuary. 


A world of soft, warm mud shot round Billy's
legs and waist. It climbed to his shoulders and squealed with life every time
his fists closed on it, living, squirming mud hot from the Malayan valleys and
rice fields. For one dazed moment Billy wondered whether he was going down to
the bottom of the river. Then his right hand touched a soft, warm face. Billy
became suddenly conscious that the face was speaking words of sympathy and
courage. The legs belonging to the face were astride an overturned canoe. An
electric torch flashed over Cardew. 


'Ye brought the rats with ye, Mr. Cardew,' the
voice behind the torch said easily as the wave of squealing rodents scurried
by. 


'I've been watching Higo swing the lead up
there. Have a chocolate, Mr. Cardew?'


Billy spluttered and dragged himself to the
overturned canoe, glad of refuge and companionship for the moment. Instinct
warned him that he was in the presence of the notorious sleuth Larry the Leech.
The blows from the lead pipe had ceased overhead. A strange silence fell on the
ruins of the crimp-house. Yet Cardew's ear caught the faint pat-pat of naked
feet as they left the rear of the house and ran in the direction of the
schooner. Larry's voice snapped on his nerves. 


'That's Higo running. He'll be aboard your
vessel in two shakes. Have a chocolate, my son, and we'll catch up with him.' 


Cardew was in no mood for chocolates, or the
society of fat detectives roosting on upturned boats. A number of loose planks
were strewn under the house. In the turn of a foot Billy had wriggled from the
canoe and had crawled over the fallen woodwork to the hank. 


'See you later, Larry,' he called out. 'My job
won't wait.' 


Cardew pelted down the byways, under the hot
banyans, past the all-night gaming houses, until the pier was readied. The Jade
still carried a rich cargo in her roomy forehold. In a flash he realised Higo's
intentions. With the police on his heels the Jap could not stay in Samark. So
Higo was going to do something extra in the way of schooner running. Once among
the thousand islands of the archipelago the Jade could be retrimmed and rigged
and sold for a fortune. 


Through the darkness Billy made out the
schooner's slender lines moving from the pier. He heard the laboured movements
of hands at the heavy boom and foresail. The shore-lines had been cut. A huge
pole was being used to shove clear of the jetty. Billy's leap landed him like a
wet sack over the Jade's stern rail as she swung away With the breath knocked
from his body by the impact, Billy hung cat-like over the rail, fighting
silently to regain his wind. 


In the dull glow of the port binnacle light he
made out the shapes of the six Arab boys hauling at the sails. Their voices
were raised to a screaming crescendo as the schooner picked up the first slant
of wind from the straits.


'Pull hard! By Allah, we are well out of it!
The mud of Samark has choked better men than Beel. Allah watches over our good
friend Higo.' The crimp-house keeper shrugged deprecatingly. He was standing in
the schooner's waist, his leathery chest gleaming from his hurried sprint to
the schooner.


'In a little while we will have a look at the
cargo.' he intoned gruffly. 'It was no easy thing to pull down my house. Yet it
is the right way to bonnet policemen and troublesome schooner captains. Always
there are few loose poles fixed under my houses. One or two shakes will bring
down the ceiling. Hinges on floors are useful to bring up rum and let down policemen.
Ho, it is a simple way out of difficulties when the house does not belong to
you,' he bragged cheerfully. 


 


BILLY CARDEW crawled over the rail and rolled
silently beneath some spare canvas piled under the anchor bitts in the stern.
His hands went out instinctively and rested against a warm face, a face that
smelt of chocolates and river mud. 


'The devil!' Billy choked. 


'I took a shorter cut than you, Mr. Cardew,'
the face explained. 'I'm an even-timer on the hundred yards dash. And you think
I'm fat! Wow! Have a chocolate, boy ' 


The dawn showed in crystal streaks across the
widening skyline. The Jade was now beating up against a south-east wind, with
two of the Arab boys at the wheel. Higo dug into the sea with a rope and
bucket, and was soon sluicing his face and chest with cool water. Shaking his
head like, a mastiff, he reached for a towel that hung from the galley door. 


'How are we going to get, him, Mr. Cardew?'
Larry whispered, his automatic pistol clumped under his fat fist. 'If I shoot him
out of his trousers the Consuls will bleat for a year about the matter.' 


Higo dropped the towel with an oath, and
whirled like a tiger at sight of the moving canvas in the stern. Billy Cardew
was standing between the deckhouse and the stern rail. He was stripped to the
waist, and the cold, clear tones of Larry under the canvas reminded him of the
voice of a referee. 


'He's a man-killer, Cardew! For God's sake
don't close with him. He's wanted for killing two planters in Saigon. Look
out!' For an instant every muscle and line in the Jap's body seemed to relax.
Then he doubled across the deck with the spring of a cheetah and closed with
Cardew. For a silent second or two they writhed and fought for grips. Again the
voice of Larry came from the canvas bulge in the stern. 


'You're crazy to tackle that fellow. I'm sorry.
Cardew, but it's the end for you.' 


Billy went down with a crash against the
deckhouse, as easily as a schoolboy is flung by a full-grown athlete. Higo
danced backwards, crouched for a running kick at the white man's head. 


In his many fights Cardew had been floored
oftener than he could remember. This constant, tumbling had taught him a number
of things; he was on his feet smiling at the butting mass of muscle charging
towards him. Higo pulled up with a jerk, feinted with his hands outspread.
Cardew accepted the wide-armed gesture; his long left shot through like a
piston jolt. 


To the watching detective it was only a short
push on the jaw Higo sagged and swayed across the deck. Billy stepped close in
and flashed in his right with the ease of a matador. The crimp-house master
dropped face down under the schooner's rail. 


'Thank you, Mr. Cardew.' 


Larry the Leech emerged from the canvas and
snapped a pair of handcuffs over Higo's wrists. 


'I'll take you to a gaol that's built inside an
old elephant yard,' he told the slowly recovering Jap. 'The walls are eight
feet thick. If you can shake 'em down I'll hand you my six-cylinder car and a
free pardon.' 


Higo smiled wanly as he stared at the handcuffs.



'My body is made of paper,' he grunted. 'Gi' me
a chocolate, Larry. Higo is fed up with his luck.' 


 


CARDEW returned to Kapang Rabaul with a cargo
of cotton goods for Jan Koomer. The trade-house was shut for the night, but
Billy saw that the glass doors of the big dining-room were wide open. The voice
of the old Dutch trader was audible inside. 


'I worry about you, Joanna. I grow old, and my
business will go to nothing if you are left alone here. Dose Malays watch me
efery day now. Und der white mens are just as bad.' 


Cardew halted in the palm shadows and drew
back. The settlement was full of these old traders, afraid almost to die and
leave their womenfolk at the mercy of unscrupulous agents and natives. 


Joanna's voice sounded unusually wistful as she
crossed the room. 


'But he is different, Pa. He's honest. Don't I
know? Think of the white dudes and merchants' sons I've met. Shiploads! They
know we are rich. Yet not one of them would take on Mr. Cardew's job. They'd
like to sit here and handle your guilders, or loaf and tease the billiard balls
at the Sampang Club. I've applied a very simple test to them all.' 


'What test, Joanna?'


Joanna's laugh seemed to tinkle on the hot
night air. 


'When these young fortune-hunters come here I
offer them a bunch of forget-me-nots at parting. Of course, they swear by book
and ring that only death will ever separate them from my little gift of
flowers. I've seen those dear boys drop those flowers overboard the moment they
got among the white frocks on the saloon deck of an outgoing steamer. Bless
them!' 


Old Jan stirred uneasily. 


'Ja! Men tink of oder tings, Joanna. Who would
keep flowers on a ship?' 


A short silence followed, and Cardew in his
nervous tension heard the palms whispering above Joanna's soft voice. 


'Well, when Mr. Cardew left here two months
ago, I gave him a few forget-me-nots. Maybe he threw them overboard like the
others; maybe he didn't. These big, rough Australian boys are like children.
They do sometimes remember a gift of flowers from a lady.' 


Billy Cardew heaved a deep breath as he
back-stepped into the road. Soundless as a bird, he gained the schooner at the
jetty end and almost leaped down the cabin stairs. Opening his locker, he took
out a tiny hunch of forget-me-nots he had placed tenderly beside the photograph
of his mother. Pinning them to his buttonhole, he hurried back to the
trade-house, halted, and then coughed noisily as he stepped to the verandah. 


Joanna's shadow seemed to leap across the
lighted space at sound of the cough. 


'Why, it's Mr. Cardew, Pa!' she announced in
surprise. 


Old Jan moved from his seat heavily. 


'Good evening Cardew. I hear you haf had a good
passage,' he, greeted hoarsely. 'I hear, too, dot de boys are now behavin'
demselves. Sit down und tell us how Higo was caught und shut in de elephant
yard at last.'' 


There was a beam in Joanna's eye as she looked
up at Cardew in the full light of the house-lamp.  


_____________________
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IT IS HARD
LUCK on a young fellow to have expensive tastes, great expectations,
aristocratic connections, but no actual money in his pocket, and no profession
by which he may earn any. The fact was that my father, a good, sanguine,
easy-going man, had such confidence in the wealth and benevolence of his
bachelor elder brother, Lord Southerton, that he took it for granted that I,
his only son, would never be called upon to earn a living for myself. He
imagined that if there were not a vacancy for me on the great Southerton
Estates, at least there would be found some post in that diplomatic service
which still remains the special preserve of our privileged classes. He died too
early to realize how false his calculations had been. Neither my uncle nor the
State took the slightest notice of me, or showed any interest in my career. An
occasional brace of pheasants, or basket of hares, was all that ever reached me
to remind me that I was heir to Otwell House and one of the richest estates in
the country. In the meantime, I found myself a bachelor and man about town,
living in a suite of apartments in Grosvenor Mansions, with no occupation save
that of pigeon-shooting and polo-playing at Hurlingham. Month by month I
realized that it was more and more difficult to get the brokers to renew my
bills, or to cash any further post-obits upon an unentailed property. Ruin lay
right across my path, and every day I saw it clearer, nearer, and more
absolutely unavoidable.


What made me feel my own poverty
the more was that, apart from the great wealth of Lord Southerton, all my other
relations were fairly well-to-do. The nearest of these was Everard King, my
father's nephew and my own first cousin, who had spent an adventurous life in
Brazil, and had now returned to this country to settle down on his fortune. We
never knew how he made his money, but he appeared to have plenty of it, for he
bought the estate of Greylands, near Clipton-on-the-Marsh, in Suffolk. For the
first year of his residence in England he took no more notice of me than my
miserly uncle; but at last one summer morning, to my very great relief and joy,
I received a letter asking me to come down that very day and spend a short
visit at Greylands Court. I was expecting a rather long visit to Bankruptcy
Court at the time, and this interruption seemed almost providential. If I could
only get on terms with this unknown relative of mine, I might pull through yet.
For the family credit he could not let me go entirely to the wall. I ordered my
valet to pack my valise, and I set off the same evening for
Clipton-on-the-Marsh.


After changing at Ipswich, a
little local train deposited me at a small, deserted station lying amidst a
rolling grassy country, with a sluggish and winding river curving in and out
amidst the valleys, between high, silted banks, which showed that we were
within reach of the tide. No carriage was awaiting me (I found afterwards that
my telegram had been delayed), so I hired a dogcart at the local inn. The
driver, an excellent fellow, was full of my relative's praises, and I learned
from him that Mr. Everard King was already a name to conjure with in that part
of the county. He had entertained the school-children, he had thrown his
grounds open to visitors, he had subscribed to charities— in short, his
benevolence had been so universal that my driver could only account for it on
the supposition that he had parliamentary ambitions.


My attention was drawn away from
my driver's panegyric by the appearance of a very beautiful bird which settled
on a telegraph-post beside the road. At first I thought that it was a jay, but
it was larger, with a brighter plumage. The driver accounted for its presence
at once by saying that it belonged to the very man whom we were about to visit.
It seems that the acclimatization of foreign creatures was one of his hobbies,
and that he had brought with him from Brazil a number of birds and beasts which
he was endeavouring to rear in England. When once we had passed the gates of
Greylands Park we had ample evidence of this taste of his. Some small spotted
deer, a curious wild pig known, I believe, as a peccary, a gorgeously feathered
oriole, some sort of armadillo, and a singular lumbering in-toed beast like a
very fat badger, were among the creatures which I observed as we drove along
the winding avenue.


Mr. Everard King, my unknown
cousin, was standing in person upon the steps of his house, for he had seen us
in the distance, and guessed that it was I. His appearance was very homely and
benevolent, short and stout, forty-five years old, perhaps, with a round,
good-humoured face, burned brown with the tropical sun, and shot with a
thousand wrinkles. He wore white linen clothes, in true planter style, with a
cigar between his lips, and a large Panama hat upon the back of his head. It
was such a figure as one associates with a verandahed bungalow, and it looked
curiously out of place in front of this broad, stone English mansion, with its
solid wings and its Palladio pillars before the doorway.


"My dear!" he cried,
glancing over his shoulder; "my dear, here is our guest! Welcome, welcome
to Greylands! I am delighted to make your acquaintance, Cousin Marshall, and I take
it as a great compliment that you should honour this sleepy little country
place with your presence."


Nothing could be more hearty than
his manner, and he set me at my ease in an instant. But it needed all his
cordiality to atone for the frigidity and even rudeness of his wife, a tall,
haggard woman, who came forward at his summons. She was, I believe, of
Brazilian extraction, though she spoke excellent English, and I excused her
manners on the score of her ignorance of our customs. She did not attempt to
conceal, however, either then or afterwards, that I was no very welcome visitor
at Greylands Court. Her actual words were, as a rule, courteous, but she was
the possessor of a pair of particularly expressive dark eyes, and I read in
them very clearly from the first that she heartily wished me back in London
once more.


However, my debts were too
pressing and my designs upon my wealthy relative were too vital for me to allow
them to be upset by the ill-temper of his wife, so I disregarded her coldness
and reciprocated the extreme cordiality of his welcome. No pains had been
spared by him to make me comfortable. My room was a charming one. He implored
me to tell him anything which could add to my happiness. It was on the tip of
my tongue to inform him that a blank cheque would materially help towards that
end, but I felt that it might be premature in the present state of our
acquaintance. The dinner was excellent, and as we sat together afterwards over
his Havanas and coffee, which later he told me was specially prepared upon his
own plantation, it seemed to me that all my driver's eulogies were justified,
and that I had never met a more large-hearted and hospitable man.


But, in spite of his cheery good
nature, he was a man with a strong will and a fiery temper of his own. Of this
I had an example upon the following morning. The curious aversion which Mrs.
Everard King had conceived towards me was so strong, that her manner at
breakfast was almost offensive. But her meaning became unmistakable when her
husband had quitted the room.


"The best train in the day
is at twelve-fifteen," said she.


"But I was not thinking of
going today," I answered, frankly— perhaps even defiantly, for I was
determined not to be driven out by this woman.


"Oh, if it rests with you—
" said she, and stopped with a most insolent expression in her eyes.


"I am sure," I
answered, "that Mr. Everard King would tell me if I were outstaying my
welcome."


"What's this? What's
this?" said a voice, and there he was in the room. He had overheard my last
words, and a glance at our faces had told him the rest. In an instant his
chubby, cheery face set into an expression of absolute ferocity.


"Might I trouble you to walk
outside, Marshall?" said he. (I may mention that my own name is Marshall
King.)


He closed the door behind me, and
then, for an instant, I heard him talking in a low voice of concentrated
passion to his wife. This gross breach of hospitality had evidently hit upon
his tenderest point. I am no eavesdropper, so I walked out on to the lawn. Presently
I heard a hurried step behind me, and there was the lady, her face pale with
excitement, and her eyes red with tears.


"My husband has asked me to
apologize to you, Mr. Marshall King," said she, standing with downcast
eyes before me.


"Please do not say another
word, Mrs. King."


Her dark eyes suddenly blazed out
at me.


"You fool!" she hissed,
with frantic vehemence, and turning on her heel swept back to the house.


The insult was so outrageous, so
insufferable, that I could only stand staring after her in bewilderment. I was
still there when my host joined me. He was his cheery, chubby self once more.


"I hope that my wife has
apologized for her foolish remarks," said he.


"Oh, yes— yes,
certainly!"


He put his hand through my arm
and walked with me up and down the lawn.


"You must not take it
seriously," said he. "It would grieve me inexpressibly if you
curtailed your visit by one hour. The fact is— there is no reason why there
should be any concealment between relatives— that my poor dear wife is incredibly
jealous. She hates that anyone— male or female— should for an instant come
between us. Her ideal is a desert island and an eternal tete-a-tete. That gives
you the clue to her actions, which are, I confess, upon this particular point,
not very far removed from mania. Tell me that you will think no more of
it."


"No, no; certainly
not."


"Then light this cigar and
come round with me and see my little menagerie."


The whole afternoon was occupied
by this inspection, which included all the birds, beasts, and even reptiles
which he had imported. Some were free, some in cages, a few actually in the
house. He spoke with enthusiasm of his successes and his failures, his births
and his deaths, and he would cry out in his delight, like a schoolboy, when, as
we walked, some gaudy bird would flutter up from the grass, or some curious
beast slink into the cover. Finally he led me down a corridor which extended
from one wing of the house. At the end of this there was a heavy door with a
sliding shutter in it, and beside it there projected from the wall an iron
handle attached to a wheel and a drum. A line of stout bars extended across the
passage.


"I am about to show you the
jewel of my collection," said he. "There is only one other specimen
in Europe, now that the Rotterdam cub is dead. It is a Brazilian cat."


"But how does that differ
from any other cat?"


"You will soon see
that," said he, laughing. "Will you kindly draw that shutter and look
through?"


I did so, and found that I was
gazing into a large, empty room, with stone flags, and small, barred windows
upon the farther wall. In the centre of this room, lying in the middle of a
golden patch of sunlight, there was stretched a huge creature, as large as a
tiger, but as black and sleek as ebony. It was simply a very enormous and very
well-kept black cat, and it cuddled up and basked in that yellow pool of light
exactly as a cat would do. It was so graceful, so sinewy, and so gently and
smoothly diabolical, that I could not take my eyes from the opening.


"Isn't he splendid?"
said my host, enthusiastically.


"Glorious! I never saw such
a noble creature."


"Some people call it a black
puma, but really it is not a puma at all. That fellow is nearly eleven feet from
tail to tip. Four years ago he was a little ball of back fluff, with two yellow
eyes staring out of it. He was sold me as a new-born cub up in the wild country
at the head-waters of the Rio Negro. They speared his mother to death after she
had killed a dozen of them."


"They are ferocious,
then?"


"The most absolutely
treacherous and bloodthirsty creatures upon earth. You talk about a Brazilian
cat to an up-country Indian, and see him get the jumps. They prefer humans to
game. This fellow has never tasted living blood yet, but when he does he will
be a terror. At present he won't stand anyone but me in his den. Even Baldwin,
the groom, dare not go near him. As to me, I am his mother and father in
one."


As he spoke he suddenly, to my
astonishment, opened the door and slipped in, closing it instantly behind him.
At the sound of his voice the huge, lithe creature rose, yawned and rubbed its
round, black head affectionately against his side, while he patted and fondled
it.


"Now, Tommy, into your
cage!" said he.


The monstrous cat walked over to
one side of the room and coiled itself up under a grating. Everard King came
out, and taking the iron handle which I have mentioned, he began to turn it. As
he did so the line of bars in the corridor began to pass through a slot in the
wall and closed up the front of this grating, so as to make an effective cage.
When it was in position he opened the door once more and invited me into the
room, which was heavy with the pungent, musty smell peculiar to the great
carnivora.


"That's how we work
it," said he. "We give him the run of the room for exercise, and then
at night we put him in his cage. You can let him out by turning the handle from
the passage, or you can, as you have seen, coop him up in the same way. No, no,
you should not do that!"


I had put my hand between the
bars to pat the glossy, heaving flank. He pulled it back, with a serious face.


"I assure you that he is not
safe. Don't imagine that because I can take liberties with him anyone else can.
He is very exclusive in his friends— aren't you, Tommy? Ah, he hears his lunch
coming to him! Don't you, boy?"


A step sounded in the
stone-flagged passage, and the creature had sprung to his feet, and was pacing
up and down the narrow cage, his yellow eyes gleaming, and his scarlet tongue
rippling and quivering over the white line of his jagged teeth. A groom entered
with a coarse joint upon a tray, and thrust it through the bars to him. He
pounced lightly upon it, carried it off to the corner, and there, holding it
between his paws, tore and wrenched at it, raising his bloody muzzle every now
and then to look at us. It was a malignant and yet fascinating sight.


"You can't wonder that I am
fond of him, can you?" said my host, as we left the room, "especially
when you consider that I have had the rearing of him. It was no joke bringing
him over from the centre of South America; but here he is safe and sound— and,
as I have said, far the most perfect specimen in Europe. The people at the Zoo
are dying to have him, but I really can't part with him. Now, I think that I
have inflicted my hobby upon you long enough, so we cannot do better than
follow Tommy's example, and go to our lunch."


My South American relative was so
engrossed by his grounds and their curious occupants, that I hardly gave him
credit at first for having any interests outside them. That he had some, and
pressing ones, was soon borne in upon me by the number of telegrams which he
received. They arrived at all hours, and were always opened by him with the
utmost eagerness and anxiety upon his face. Sometimes I imagined that it must
be the Turf, and sometimes the Stock Exchange, but certainly he had some very
urgent business going forwards which was not transacted upon the Downs of
Suffolk. During the six days of my visit he had never fewer than three or four
telegrams a day, and sometimes as many as seven or eight.


I had occupied these six days so
well, that by the end of them I had succeeded in getting upon the most cordial
terms with my cousin. Every night we had sat up late in the billiard-room, he
telling me the most extraordinary stories of his adventures in America— stories
so desperate and reckless, that I could hardly associate them with the brown
little, chubby man before me. In return, I ventured upon some of my own
reminiscences of London life, which interested him so much, that he vowed he
would come up to Grosvenor Mansions and stay with me. He was anxious to see the
faster side of city life, and certainly, though I say it, he could not have
chosen a more competent guide. It was not until the last day of my visit that I
ventured to approach that which was on my mind. I told him frankly about my
pecuniary difficulties and my impending ruin, and I asked his advice— though I
hoped for something more solid. He listened attentively, puffing hard at his
cigar.


"But surely," said he,
"you are the heir of our relative, Lord Southerton?"


"I have every reason to
believe so, but he would never make me any allowance."


"No, no, I have heard of his
miserly ways. My poor Marshall, your position has been a very hard one. By the
way, have you heard any news of Lord Southerton's health lately?"


"He has always been in a
critical condition ever since my childhood."


"Exactly— a creaking hinge,
if ever there was one. Your inheritance may be a long way off. Dear me, how
awkwardly situated you are!"


"I had some hopes, sir, that
you, knowing all the facts, might be inclined to advance— — "


"Don't say another word, my
dear boy," he cried, with the utmost cordiality; "we shall talk it
over tonight, and I give you my word that whatever is in my power shall be
done."


I was not sorry that my visit was
drawing to a close, for it is unpleasant to feel that there is one person in
the house who eagerly desires your departure. Mrs. King's sallow face and
forbidding eyes had become more and more hateful to me. She was no longer
actively rude— her fear of her husband prevented her— but she pushed her insane
jealousy to the extent of ignoring me, never addressing me, and in every way
making my stay at Greylands as uncomfortable as she could. So offensive was her
manner during that last day, that I should certainly have left had it not been
for that interview with my host in the evening which would, I hoped, retrieve
my broken fortunes.


It was very late when it
occurred, for my relative, who had been receiving even more telegrams than
usual during the day, went off to his study after dinner, and only emerged when
the household had retired to bed. I heard him go round locking the doors, as
custom was of a night, and finally he joined me in the billiard-room. His stout
figure was wrapped in a dressing-gown, and he wore a pair of red Turkish
slippers without any heels. Settling down into an arm-chair, he brewed himself
a glass of grog, in which I could not help noticing that the whisky
considerably predominated over the water.


"My word!" said he,
"what a night!"


It was, indeed. The wind was
howling and screaming round the house, and the latticed windows rattled and
shook as if they were coming in. The glow of the yellow lamps and the flavour
of our cigars seemed the brighter and more fragrant for the contrast.


"Now, my boy," said my
host, "we have the house and the night to ourselves. Let me have an idea
of how your affairs stand, and I will see what can be done to set them in
order. I wish to hear every detail."


Thus encouraged, I entered into a
long exposition, in which all my tradesmen and creditors from my landlord to my
valet, figured in turn. I had notes in my pocket-book, and I marshalled my
facts, and gave, I flatter myself, a very businesslike statement of my own
unbusinesslike ways and lamentable position. I was depressed, however, to
notice that my companion's eyes were vacant and his attention elsewhere. When
he did occasionally throw out a remark it was so entirely perfunctory and
pointless, that I was sure he had not in the least followed my remarks. Every
now and then he roused himself and put on some show of interest, asking me to
repeat or to explain more fully, but it was always to sink once more into the
same brown study. At last he rose and threw the end of his cigar into the
grate.


"I'll tell you what, my
boy," said he. "I never had a head for figures, so you will excuse
me. You must jot it all down upon paper, and let me have a note of the amount.
I'll understand it when I see it in black and white."


The proposal was encouraging. I
promised to do so.


"And now it's time we were
in bed. By Jove, there's one o'clock striking in the hall."


The tingling of the chiming clock
broke through the deep roar of the gale. The wind was sweeping past with the
rush of a great river.


"I must see my cat before I
go to bed," said my host. "A high wind excites him. Will you
come?"


"Certainly," said I.


"Then tread softly and don't
speak, for everyone is asleep."


We passed quietly down the
lamp-lit Persian-rugged hall, and through the door at the farther end. All was
dark in the stone corridor, but a stable lantern hung on a hook, and my host
took it down and lit it. There was no grating visible in the passage, so I knew
that the beast was in its cage.


"Come in!" said my
relative, and opened the door.


A deep growling as we entered
showed that the storm had really excited the creature. In the flickering light
of the lantern, we saw it, a huge black mass coiled in the corner of its den
and throwing a squat, uncouth shadow upon the whitewashed wall. Its tail
switched angrily among the straw.


"Poor Tommy is not in the
best of tempers," said Everard King, holding up the lantern and looking in
at him. "What a black devil he looks, doesn't he? I must give him a little
supper to put him in a better humour. Would you mind holding the lantern for a
moment?"


I took it from his hand and he
stepped to the door.


"His larder is just outside
here," said he. "You will excuse me for an instant won't you?"
He passed out, and the door shut with a sharp metallic click behind him.


That hard crisp sound made my
heart stand still. A sudden wave of terror passed over me. A vague perception
of some monstrous treachery turned me cold. I sprang to the door, but there was
no handle upon the inner side.


"Here!" I cried.
"Let me out!"


"All right! Don't make a
row!" said my host from the passage. "You've got the light all
right."


"Yes, but I don't care about
being locked in alone like this."


"Don't you?" I heard
his hearty, chuckling laugh. "You won't be alone long."


"Let me out, sir!" I
repeated angrily. "I tell you I don't allow practical jokes of this
sort."


"Practical is the
word," said he, with another hateful chuckle. And then suddenly I heard,
amidst the roar of the storm, the creak and whine of the winch-handle turning
and the rattle of the grating as it passed through the slot. Great God, he was
letting loose the Brazilian cat!


In the light of the lantern I saw
the bars sliding slowly before me. Already there was an opening a foot wide at
the farther end. With a scream I seized the last bar with my hands and pulled
with the strength of a madman. I WAS a madman with rage and horror. For a
minute or more I held the thing motionless. I knew that he was straining with
all his force upon the handle, and that the leverage was sure to overcome me. I
gave inch by inch, my feet sliding along the stones, and all the time I begged
and prayed this inhuman monster to save me from this horrible death. I conjured
him by his kinship. I reminded him that I was his guest; I begged to know what
harm I had ever done him. His only answers were the tugs and jerks upon the
handle, each of which, in spite of all my struggles, pulled another bar through
the opening. Clinging and clutching, I was dragged across the whole front of
the cage, until at last, with aching wrists and lacerated fingers, I gave up
the hopeless struggle. The grating clanged back as I released it, and an
instant later I heard the shuffle of the Turkish slippers in the passage, and
the slam of the distant door. Then everything was silent.


The creature had never moved
during this time. He lay still in the corner, and his tail had ceased
switching. This apparition of a man adhering to his bars and dragged screaming
across him had apparently filled him with amazement. I saw his great eyes
staring steadily at me. I had dropped the lantern when I seized the bars, but
it still burned upon the floor, and I made a movement to grasp it, with some
idea that its light might protect me. But the instant I moved, the beast gave a
deep and menacing growl. I stopped and stood still, quivering with fear in
every limb. The cat (if one may call so fearful a creature by so homely a name)
was not more than ten feet from me. The eyes glimmered like two disks of
phosphorus in the darkness. They appalled and yet fascinated me. I could not
take my own eyes from them. Nature plays strange tricks with us at such moments
of intensity, and those glimmering lights waxed and waned with a steady rise
and fall. Sometimes they seemed to be tiny points of extreme brilliancy— little
electric sparks in the black obscurity— then they would widen and widen until
all that corner of the room was filled with their shifting and sinister light.
And then suddenly they went out altogether.


The beast had closed its eyes. I
do not know whether there may be any truth in the old idea of the dominance of
the human gaze, or whether the huge cat was simply drowsy, but the fact remains
that, far from showing any symptom of attacking me, it simply rested its sleek,
black head upon its huge forepaws and seemed to sleep. I stood, fearing to move
lest I should rouse it into malignant life once more. But at least I was able
to think clearly now that the baleful eyes were off me. Here I was shut up for
the night with the ferocious beast. My own instincts, to say nothing of the
words of the plausible villain who laid this trap for me, warned me that the
animal was as savage as its master. How could I stave it off until morning? The
door was hopeless, and so were the narrow, barred windows. There was no shelter
anywhere in the bare, stone-flagged room. To cry for assistance was absurd. I
knew that this den was an outhouse, and that the corridor which connected it
with the house was at least a hundred feet long. Besides, with the gale
thundering outside, my cries were not likely to be heard. I had only my own
courage and my own wits to trust to.


And then, with a fresh wave of
horror, my eyes fell upon the lantern. The candle had burned low, and was
already beginning to gutter. In ten minutes it would be out. I had only ten
minutes then in which to do something, for I felt that if I were once left in
the dark with that fearful beast I should be incapable of action. The very
thought of it paralysed me. I cast my despairing eyes round this chamber of
death, and they rested upon one spot which seemed to promise I will not say
safety, but less immediate and imminent danger than the open floor.


I have said that the cage had a
top as well as a front, and this top was left standing when the front was wound
through the slot in the wall. It consisted of bars at a few inches' interval,
with stout wire netting between, and it rested upon a strong stanchion at each end.
It stood now as a great barred canopy over the crouching figure in the corner.
The space between this iron shelf and the roof may have been from two or three
feet. If I could only get up there, squeezed in between bars and ceiling, I
should have only one vulnerable side. I should be safe from below, from behind,
and from each side. Only on the open face of it could I be attacked. There, it
is true, I had no protection whatever; but at least, I should be out of the
brute's path when he began to pace about his den. He would have to come out of
his way to reach me. It was now or never, for if once the light were out it
would be impossible. With a gulp in my throat I sprang up, seized the iron edge
of the top, and swung myself panting on to it. I writhed in face downwards, and
found myself looking straight into the terrible eyes and yawning jaws of the
cat. Its fetid breath came up into my face like the steam from some foul pot.


It appeared, however, to be
rather curious than angry. With a sleek ripple of its long, black back it rose,
stretched itself, and then rearing itself on its hind legs, with one forepaw
against the wall, it raised the other, and drew its claws across the wire
meshes beneath me. One sharp, white hook tore through my trousers— for I may mention
that I was still in evening dress— and dug a furrow in my knee. It was not
meant as an attack, but rather as an experiment, for upon my giving a sharp cry
of pain he dropped down again, and springing lightly into the room, he began
walking swiftly round it, looking up every now and again in my direction. For
my part I shuffled backwards until I lay with my back against the wall,
screwing myself into the smallest space possible. The farther I got the more
difficult it was for him to attack me.


He seemed more excited now that
he had begun to move about, and he ran swiftly and noiselessly round and round
the den, passing continually underneath the iron couch upon which I lay. It was
wonderful to see so great a bulk passing like a shadow, with hardly the softest
thudding of velvety pads. The candle was burning low— so low that I could
hardly see the creature. And then, with a last flare and splutter it went out
altogether. I was alone with the cat in the dark!


It helps one to face a danger
when one knows that one has done all that possibly can be done. There is
nothing for it then but to quietly await the result. In this case, there was no
chance of safety anywhere except the precise spot where I was. I stretched
myself out, therefore, and lay silently, almost breathlessly, hoping that the
beast might forget my presence if I did nothing to remind him. I reckoned that
it must already be two o'clock. At four it would be full dawn. I had not more
than two hours to wait for daylight.


Outside, the storm was still raging,
and the rain lashed continually against the little windows. Inside, the
poisonous and fetid air was overpowering. I could neither hear nor see the cat.
I tried to think about other things— but only one had power enough to draw my
mind from my terrible position. That was the contemplation of my cousin's
villainy, his unparalleled hypocrisy, his malignant hatred of me. Beneath that
cheerful face there lurked the spirit of a mediaeval assassin. And as I thought
of it I saw more clearly how cunningly the thing had been arranged. He had
apparently gone to bed with the others. No doubt he had his witness to prove
it. Then, unknown to them, he had slipped down, had lured me into his den and
abandoned me. His story would be so simple. He had left me to finish my cigar
in the billiard-room. I had gone down on my own account to have a last look at
the cat. I had entered the room without observing that the cage was opened, and
I had been caught. How could such a crime be brought home to him? Suspicion,
perhaps— but proof, never!


How slowly those dreadful two
hours went by! Once I heard a low, rasping sound, which I took to be the
creature licking its own fur. Several times those greenish eyes gleamed at me
through the darkness, but never in a fixed stare, and my hopes grew stronger
that my presence had been forgotten or ignored. At last the least faint glimmer
of light came through the windows— I first dimly saw them as two grey squares
upon the black wall, then grey turned to white, and I could see my terrible companion
once more. And he, alas, could see me!


It was evident to me at once that
he was in a much more dangerous and aggressive mood than when I had seen him
last. The cold of the morning had irritated him, and he was hungry as well.
With a continual growl he paced swiftly up and down the side of the room which
was farthest from my refuge, his whiskers bristling angrily, and his tail
switching and lashing. As he turned at the corners his savage eyes always
looked upwards at me with a dreadful menace. I knew then that he meant to kill
me. Yet I found myself even at that moment admiring the sinuous grace of the
devilish thing, its long, undulating, rippling movements, the gloss of its
beautiful flanks, the vivid, palpitating scarlet of the glistening tongue which
hung from the jet-black muzzle. And all the time that deep, threatening growl
was rising and rising in an unbroken crescendo. I knew that the crisis was at
hand.


It was a miserable hour to meet
such a death— so cold, so comfortless, shivering in my light dress clothes upon
this gridiron of torment upon which I was stretched. I tried to brace myself to
it, to raise my soul above it, and at the same time, with the lucidity which
comes to a perfectly desperate man, I cast round for some possible means of escape.
One thing was clear to me. If that front of the cage was only back in its
position once more, I could find a sure refuge behind it. Could I possibly pull
it back? I hardly dared to move for fear of bringing the creature upon me.
Slowly, very slowly, I put my hand forward until it grasped the edge of the
front, the final bar which protruded through the wall. To my surprise it came
quite easily to my jerk. Of course the difficulty of drawing it out arose from
the fact that I was clinging to it. I pulled again, and three inches of it came
through. It ran apparently on wheels. I pulled again...and then the cat sprang!


It was so quick, so sudden, that
I never saw it happen. I simply heard the savage snarl, and in an instant afterwards
the blazing yellow eyes, the flattened black head with its red tongue and
flashing teeth, were within reach of me. The impact of the creature shook the
bars upon which I lay, until I thought (as far as I could think of anything at
such a moment) that they were coming down. The cat swayed there for an instant,
the head and front paws quite close to me, the hind paws clawing to find a grip
upon the edge of the grating. I heard the claws rasping as they clung to the
wire-netting, and the breath of the beast made me sick. But its bound had been
miscalculated. It could not retain its position. Slowly, grinning with rage,
and scratching madly at the bars, it swung backwards and dropped heavily upon
the floor. With a growl it instantly faced round to me and crouched for another
spring.


I knew that the next few moments
would decide my fate. The creature had learned by experience. It would not
miscalculate again. I must act promptly, fearlessly, if I were to have a chance
for life. In an instant I had formed my plan. Pulling off my dress-coat, I
threw it down over the head of the beast. At the same moment I dropped over the
edge, seized the end of the front grating, and pulled it frantically out of the
wall.


It came more easily than I could
have expected. I rushed across the room, bearing it with me; but, as I rushed,
the accident of my position put me upon the outer side. Had it been the other
way, I might have come off scathless. As it was, there was a moment's pause as
I stopped it and tried to pass in through the opening which I had left. That
moment was enough to give time to the creature to toss off the coat with which
I had blinded him and to spring upon me. I hurled myself through the gap and
pulled the rails to behind me, but he seized my leg before I could entirely
withdraw it. One stroke of that huge paw tore off my calf as a shaving of wood
curls off before a plane. The next moment, bleeding and fainting, I was lying
among the foul straw with a line of friendly bars between me and the creature
which ramped so frantically against them.


Too wounded to move, and too
faint to be conscious of fear, I could only lie, more dead than alive, and
watch it. It pressed its broad, black chest against the bars and angled for me
with its crooked paws as I have seen a kitten do before a mouse-trap. It ripped
my clothes, but, stretch as it would, it could not quite reach me. I have heard
of the curious numbing effect produced by wounds from the great carnivora, and
now I was destined to experience it, for I had lost all sense of personality,
and was as interested in the cat's failure or success as if it were some game
which I was watching. And then gradually my mind drifted away into strange
vague dreams, always with that black face and red tongue coming back into them,
and so I lost myself in the nirvana of delirium, the blessed relief of those
who are too sorely tried.


Tracing the course of events
afterwards, I conclude that I must have been insensible for about two hours.
What roused me to consciousness once more was that sharp metallic click which
had been the precursor of my terrible experience. It was the shooting back of
the spring lock. Then, before my senses were clear enough to entirely apprehend
what they saw, I was aware of the round, benevolent face of my cousin peering
in through the open door. What he saw evidently amazed him. There was the cat
crouching on the floor. I was stretched upon my back in my shirt-sleeves within
the cage, my trousers torn to ribbons and a great pool of blood all round me. I
can see his amazed face now, with the morning sunlight upon it. He peered at
me, and peered again. Then he closed the door behind him, and advanced to the
cage to see if I were really dead.


I cannot undertake to say what
happened. I was not in a fit state to witness or to chronicle such events. I
can only say that I was suddenly conscious that his face was away from me— that
he was looking towards the animal.


"Good old Tommy!" he
cried. "Good old Tommy!"


Then he came near the bars, with
his back still towards me.


"Down, you stupid
beast!" he roared. "Down, sir! Don't you know your master?"


Suddenly even in my bemuddled
brain a remembrance came of those words of his when he had said that the taste
of blood would turn the cat into a fiend. My blood had done it, but he was to
pay the price.


"Get away!" he
screamed. "Get away, you devil! Baldwin! Baldwin! Oh, my God!"


And then I heard him fall, and
rise, and fall again, with a sound like the ripping of sacking. His screams
grew fainter until they were lost in the worrying snarl. And then, after I
thought that he was dead, I saw, as in a nightmare, a blinded, tattered,
blood-soaked figure running wildly round the room— and that was the last
glimpse which I had of him before I fainted once again.


 


I WAS MANY MONTHS in my recovery—
in fact, I cannot say that I have ever recovered, for to the end of my days I
shall carry a stick as a sign of my night with the Brazilian cat. Baldwin, the
groom, and the other servants could not tell what had occurred, when, drawn by
the death-cries of their master, they found me behind the bars, and his
remains— or what they afterwards discovered to be his remains— in the clutch of
the creature which he had reared. They stalled him off with hot irons, and
afterwards shot him through the loophole of the door before they could finally
extricate me. I was carried to my bedroom, and there, under the roof of my
would-be murderer, I remained between life and death for several weeks. They
had sent for a surgeon from Clipton and a nurse from London, and in a month I
was able to be carried to the station, and so conveyed back once more to
Grosvenor Mansions.


I have one remembrance of that
illness, which might have been part of the ever-changing panorama conjured up
by a delirious brain were it not so definitely fixed in my memory. One night,
when the nurse was absent, the door of my chamber opened, and a tall woman in
blackest mourning slipped into the room. She came across to me, and as she bent
her sallow face I saw by the faint gleam of the night-light that it was the
Brazilian woman whom my cousin had married. She stared intently into my face,
and her expression was more kindly than I had ever seen it.


"Are you conscious?"
she asked.


I feebly nodded— for I was still
very weak.


"Well; then, I only wished
to say to you that you have yourself to blame. Did I not do all I could for
you? From the beginning I tried to drive you from the house. By every means,
short of betraying my husband, I tried to save you from him. I knew that he had
a reason for bringing you here. I knew that he would never let you get away
again. No one knew him as I knew him, who had suffered from him so often. I did
not dare to tell you all this. He would have killed me. But I did my best for
you. As things have turned out, you have been the best friend that I have ever
had. You have set me free, and I fancied that nothing but death would do that.
I am sorry if you are hurt, but I cannot reproach myself. I told you that you
were a fool— and a fool you have been." 


She crept out of the room, the
bitter, singular woman, and I was never destined to see her again. With what
remained from her husband's property she went back to her native land, and I
have heard that she afterwards took the veil at Pernambuco.


It was not until I had been back
in London for some time that the doctors pronounced me to be well enough to do
business. It was not a very welcome permission to me, for I feared that it
would be the signal for an inrush of creditors; but it was Summers, my lawyer,
who first took advantage of it.


"I am very glad to see that
your lordship is so much better," said he. "I have been waiting a
long time to offer my congratulations."


"What do you mean, Summers?
This is no time for joking."


"I mean what I say," he
answered. "You have been Lord Southerton for the last six weeks, but we
feared that it would retard your recovery if you were to learn it."


Lord Southerton! One of the
richest peers in England! I could not believe my ears. And then suddenly I
thought of the time which had elapsed, and how it coincided with my injuries.


"Then Lord Southerton must
have died about the same time that I was hurt?"


"His death occurred upon
that very day." Summers looked hard at me as I spoke, and I am convinced—
for he was a very shrewd fellow— that he had guessed the true state of the
case. He paused for a moment as if awaiting a confidence from me, but I could
not see what was to be gained by exposing such a family scandal.


"Yes, a very curious
coincidence," he continued, with the same knowing look. "Of course,
you are aware that your cousin Everard King was the next heir to the estates.
Now, if it had been you instead of him who had been torn to pieces by this
tiger, or whatever it was, then of course he would have been Lord Southerton at
the present moment."


"No doubt," said I.


"And he took such an
interest in it," said Summers. "I happen to know that the late Lord
Southerton's valet was in his pay, and that he used to have telegrams from him
every few hours to tell him how he was getting on. That would be about the time
when you were down there. Was it not strange that he should wish to be so well
informed, since he knew that he was not the direct heir?"


"Very strange," said I.
"And now, Summers, if you will bring me my bills and a new cheque-book, we
will begin to get things into order."


__________________
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MYSELF, I do not believe this story. Six persons are
persuaded of its truth; and the hope of these six is to convince themselves it
was an hallucination. Their difficulty is there are six of them. Each one alone
perceives clearly that it never could have been. Unfortunately, they are close
friends, and cannot get away from one another; and when they meet and look into
each other's eyes the thing takes shape again.


The one who told it to me, and
who immediately wished he had not, was Armitage. He told it to me one night
when he and I were the only occupants of the Club smoking-room. His telling me—
as he explained afterwards— was an impulse of the moment. Sense of the thing
had been pressing upon him all that day with unusual persistence; and the idea
had occurred to him, on my entering the room, that the flippant scepticism with
which an essentially commonplace mind like my own— he used the words in no
offensive sense— would be sure to regard the affair might help to direct his
own attention to its more absurd aspect. I am inclined to think it did. He
thanked me for dismissing his entire narrative as the delusion of a disordered
brain, and begged me not to mention the matter to another living soul. I
promised; and I may as well here observe that I do not call this mentioning the
matter. Armitage is not the man's real name; it does not even begin with an A.
You might read this story and dine next to him the same evening: you would know
nothing.


Also, of course, I did not
consider myself debarred from speaking about it, discreetly, to Mrs. Armitage,
a charming woman. She burst into tears at the first mention of the thing. It
took me all I knew to tranquillize her. She said that when she did not think
about the thing she could be happy. She and Armitage never spoke of it to one
another; and left to themselves her opinion was that eventually they might put
remembrance behind them. She wished they were not quite so friendly with the
Everetts. Mr. and Mrs. Everett had both dreamt precisely the same dream; that
is, assuming it was a dream. Mr. Everett was not the sort of person that a
clergyman ought, perhaps, to know; but as Armitage would always argue: for a
teacher of Christianity to withdraw his friendship from a man because that man
was somewhat of a sinner would be inconsistent. Rather should he remain his
friend and seek to influence him. They dined with the Everetts regularly on
Tuesdays, and sitting opposite the Everetts, it seemed impossible to accept as
a fact that all four of them at the same time and in the same manner had fallen
victims to the same illusion. I think I succeeded in leaving her more hopeful.
She acknowledged that the story, looked at from the point of common sense, did
sound ridiculous; and threatened me that if I ever breathed a word of it to
anyone, she never would speak to me again. She is a charming woman, as I have
already mentioned.


By a curious coincidence I
happened at the time to be one of Everett's directors on a Company he had just
promoted for taking over and developing the Red Sea Coasting trade. I lunched
with him the following Sunday. He is an interesting talker, and curiosity to
discover how so shrewd a man would account for his connection with so insane—
so impossible a fancy, prompted me to hint my knowledge of the story. The
manner both of him and of his wife changed suddenly. They wanted to know who it
was had told me. I refused the information, because it was evident they would
have been angry with him. Everett's theory was that one of them had dreamt it—
probably Camelford— and by hypnotic suggestion had conveyed to the rest of them
the impression that they had dreamt it also. He added that but for one slight
incident he should have ridiculed from the very beginning the argument that it
could have been anything else than a dream. But what that incident was he would
not tell me. His object, as he explained, was not to dwell upon the business,
but to try and forget it. Speaking as a friend, he advised me, likewise, not to
cackle about the matter any more than I could help, lest trouble should arise
with regard to my director's fees. His way of putting things is occasionally
blunt.


It was at the Everetts', later
on, that I met Mrs. Camelford, one of the handsomest women I have ever set eyes
upon. It was foolish of me, but my memory for names is weak. I forgot that Mr.
and Mrs. Camelford were the other two concerned, and mentioned the story as a
curious tale I had read years ago in an old Miscellany. I had reckoned on it to
lead me into a discussion with her on platonic friendship. She jumped up from
her chair and gave me a look. I remembered then, and could have bitten out my
tongue. It took me a long while to make my peace, but she came round in the
end, consenting to attribute my blunder to mere stupidity. She was quite
convinced herself, she told me, that the thing was pure imagination. It was
only when in company with the others that any doubt as to this crossed her
mind. Her own idea was that, if everybody would agree never to mention the
matter again, it would end in their forgetting it. She supposed it was her
husband who had been my informant: he was just that sort of ass. She did not
say it unkindly. She said when she was first married, ten years ago, few people
had a more irritating effect upon her than had Camelford; but that since she
had seen more of other men she had come to respect him. I like to hear a woman
speak well of her husband. It is a departure which, in my opinion, should be
more encouraged than it is. I assured her Camelford was not the culprit; and on
the understanding that I might come to see her— not too often— on her
Thursdays, I agreed with her that the best thing I could do would be to dismiss
the subject from my mind and occupy myself instead with questions that
concerned myself.


I had never talked much with
Camelford before that time, though I had often seen him at the Club. He is a
strange man, of whom many stories are told. He writes journalism for a living,
and poetry, which he publishes at his own expense, apparently for recreation.
It occurred to me that his theory would at all events be interesting; but at
first he would not talk at all, pretending to ignore the whole affair, as idle
nonsense. I had almost despaired of drawing him out, when one evening, of his
own accord, he asked me if I thought Mrs. Armitage, with whom he knew I was on
terms of friendship, still attached importance to the thing. On my expressing
the opinion that Mrs. Armitage was the most troubled of the group, he was
irritated; and urged me to leave the rest of them alone and devote whatever
sense I might possess to persuading her in particular that the entire thing was
and could be nothing but pure myth. He confessed frankly that to him it was
still a mystery. He could easily regard it as chimera, but for one slight
incident. He would not for a long while say what that was, but there is such a
thing as perseverance, and in the end I dragged it out of him. This is what he
told me.


"We happened by chance to
find ourselves alone in the conservatory, that night of the ball— we six. Most
of the crowd had already left. The last 'extra' was being played: the music
came to us faintly. Stooping to pick up Jessica's fan, which she had let fall
to the ground, something shining on the tesselated pavement underneath a group
of palms suddenly caught my eye. We had not said a word to one another; indeed,
it was the first evening we had any of us met one another— that is, unless the
thing was not a dream. I picked it up. The others gathered round me, and when
we looked into one another's eyes we understood: it was a broken wine-cup, a
curious goblet of Bavarian glass. It was the goblet out of which we had all
dreamt that we had drunk."


I have put the story together as
it seems to me it must have happened. The incidents, at all events, are facts.
Things have since occurred to those concerned affording me hope that they will
never read it. I should not have troubled to tell it at all, but that it has a
moral.


 


SIX PERSONS sat round the great
oak table in the wainscoted Speise Saal of that cosy hostelry, the
Kneiper Hof at Konigsberg. It was late into the night. Under ordinary
circumstances they would have been in bed, but having arrived by the last train
from Dantzic, and having supped on German fare, it had seemed to them
discreeter to remain awhile in talk. The house was strangely silent. The rotund
landlord, leaving their candles ranged upon the sideboard, had wished them
"Gute Nacht" an hour before. The spirit of the ancient house enfolded
them within its wings.


Here in this very chamber, if
rumour is to be believed, Emmanuel Kant himself had sat discoursing many a time
and oft. The walls, behind which for more than forty years the little
peak-faced man had thought and worked, rose silvered by the moonlight just
across the narrow way; the three high windows of the Speise Saal give
out upon the old Cathedral tower beneath which now he rests. Philosophy,
curious concerning human phenomena, eager for experience, unhampered by the
limitation Convention would impose upon all speculation, was in the smoky air.


"Not into future
events," remarked the Rev. Nathaniel Armitage, "it is better they
should be hidden from us. But into the future of ourselves— our temperament,
our character— I think we ought to be allowed to see. At twenty we are one
individual; at forty, another person entirely, with other views, with other
interests, a different outlook upon life, attracted by quite other attributes,
repelled by the very qualities that once attracted us. It is extremely awkward,
for all of us."


"I am glad to hear somebody
else say that," observed Mrs. Everett, in her gentle, sympathetic voice.
"I have thought it all myself so often. Sometimes I have blamed myself,
yet how can one help it: the things that appeared of importance to us, they
become indifferent; new voices call to us; the idols we once worshipped, we see
their feet of clay."


"If under the head of idols
you include me," laughed the jovial Mr. Everett, "don't hesitate to
say so." He was a large red-faced gentleman, with small twinkling eyes,
and a mouth both strong and sensuous. "I didn't make my feet myself. I
never asked anybody to take me for a stained-glass saint. It is not I who have
changed."


"I know, dear, it is
I," his thin wife answered with a meek smile. "I was beautiful, there
was no doubt about it, when you married me."


"You were, my dear,"
agreed her husband: "As a girl few could hold a candle to you."


"It was the only thing about
me that you valued, my beauty," continued his wife; "and it went so
quickly. I feel sometimes as if I had swindled you."


"But there is a beauty of
the mind, of the soul," remarked the Rev. Nathaniel Armitage, "that
to some men is more attractive than mere physical perfection."


The soft eyes of the faded lady
shone for a moment with the light of pleasure. "I am afraid Dick is not of
that number," she sighed.


"Well, as I said just now
about my feet," answered her husband genially, "I didn't make myself.
I always have been a slave to beauty and always shall be. There would be no
sense in pretending among chums that you haven't lost your looks, old girl."
He laid his fine hand with kindly intent upon her bony shoulder. "But
there is no call for you to fret yourself as if you had done it on purpose. No
one but a lover imagines a woman growing more beautiful as she grows
older."


"Some women would seem to,"
answered his wife.


Involuntarily she glanced to
where Mrs. Camelford sat with elbows resting on the table; and involuntarily
also the small twinkling eyes of her husband followed in the same direction.
There is a type that reaches its prime in middle age. Mrs. Camelford, nee
Jessica Dearwood, at twenty had been an uncanny-looking creature, the only
thing about her appealing to general masculine taste having been her
magnificent eyes, and even these had frightened more than they had allured. At
forty, Mrs. Camelford might have posed for the entire Juno.


"Yes, he's a cunning old
joker is Time," murmured Mr. Everett, almost inaudibly.


"What ought to have
happened," said Mrs. Armitage, while with deft fingers rolling herself a
cigarette, "was for you and Nellie to have married."


Mrs. Everett's pale face flushed
scarlet.


"My dear," exclaimed
the shocked Nathaniel Armitage, flushing likewise.


"Oh, why may one not
sometimes speak the truth?" answered his wife petulantly. "You and I
are utterly unsuited to one another— everybody sees it. At nineteen it seemed
to me beautiful, holy, the idea of being a clergyman's wife, fighting by his
side against evil. Besides, you have changed since then. You were human, my
dear Nat, in those days, and the best dancer I had ever met. It was your
dancing was your chief attraction for me as likely as not, if I had only known
myself. At nineteen how can one know oneself?"


"We loved each other,"
the Rev. Armitage reminded her.


"I know we did,
passionately— then; but we don't now." She laughed a little bitterly.
"Poor Nat! I am only another trial added to your long list. Your beliefs,
your ideals are meaningless to me— mere narrow-minded dogmas, stifling thought.
Nellie was the wife Nature had intended for you, so soon as she had lost her
beauty and with it all her worldly ideas. Fate was maturing her for you, if
only we had known. As for me, I ought to have been the wife of an artist, of a
poet." Unconsciously a glance from her ever restless eyes flashed across
the table to where Horatio Camelford sat, puffing clouds of smoke into the air
from a huge black meerschaum pipe. "Bohemia is my country. Its poverty,
its struggle would have been a joy to me. Breathing its free air, life would
have been worth living."


Horatio Camelford leant back with
eyes fixed on the oaken ceiling. "It is a mistake," said Horatio
Camelford, "for the artist ever to marry."


The handsome Mrs. Camelford
laughed good-naturedly. "The artist," remarked Mrs. Camelford,
"from what I have seen of him would never know the inside of his shirt
from the outside if his wife was not there to take it out of the drawer and put
it over his head."


"His wearing it inside out
would not make much difference to the world," argued her husband.
"The sacrifice of his art to the necessity of keeping his wife and family
does."


"Well, you at all events do
not appear to have sacrificed much, my boy," came the breezy voice of Dick
Everett. "Why, all the world is ringing with your name."


"When I am forty-one, with
all the best years of my life behind me," answered the Poet.
"Speaking as a man, I have nothing to regret. No one could have had a
better wife; my children are charming. I have lived the peaceful existence of
the successful citizen. Had I been true to my trust I should have gone out into
the wilderness, the only possible home of the teacher, the prophet. The artist
is the bridegroom of Art. Marriage for him is an immorality. Had I my time
again I should remain a bachelor."


"Time brings its revenges,
you see," laughed Mrs. Camelford. "At twenty that fellow threatened
to commit suicide if I would not marry him, and cordially disliking him I
consented. Now twenty years later, when I am just getting used to him, he
calmly turns round and says he would have been better without me."


"I heard something about it
at the time," said Mrs. Armitage. "You were very much in love with
somebody else, were you not?"


"Is not the conversation
assuming a rather dangerous direction?" laughed Mrs. Camelford.


"I was thinking the same
thing," agreed Mrs. Everett. "One would imagine some strange
influence had seized upon us, forcing us to speak our thoughts aloud."


"I am afraid I was the
original culprit," admitted the Reverend Nathaniel. "This room is
becoming quite oppressive. Had we not better go to bed?"


The ancient lamp suspended from
its smoke-grimed beam uttered a faint, gurgling sob, and spluttered out. The
shadow of the old Cathedral tower crept in and stretched across the room, now
illuminated only by occasional beams from the cloud-curtained moon. At the other
end of the table sat a peak-faced little gentleman, clean-shaven, in
full-bottomed wig.


"Forgive me," said the
little gentleman. He spoke in English, with a strong accent. "But it seems
to me here is a case where two parties might be of service to one
another."


The six fellow-travellers round
the table looked at one another, but none spoke. The idea that came to each of
them, as they explained to one another later, was that without remembering it
they had taken their candles and had gone to bed. This was surely a dream.


"It would greatly assist
me," continued the little peak-faced gentleman, "in experiments I am
conducting into the phenomena of human tendencies, if you would allow me to put
your lives back twenty years."


Still no one of the six replied.
It seemed to them that the little old gentleman must have been sitting there
among them all the time, unnoticed by them.


"Judging from your talk this
evening," continued the peak-faced little gentleman, "you should
welcome my offer. You appear to me to be one and all of exceptional
intelligence. You perceive the mistakes that you have made: you understand the
causes. The future veiled, you could not help yourselves. What I propose to do
is to put you back twenty years. You will be boys and girls again, but with
this difference: that the knowledge of the future, so far as it relates to
yourselves, will remain with you.


"Come," urged the old
gentleman, "the thing is quite simple of accomplishment. As— as a certain
philosopher has clearly proved: the universe is only the result of our own
perceptions. By what may appear to you to be magic— by what in reality will be
simply a chemical operation— I remove from your memory the events of the last
twenty years, with the exception of what immediately concerns your own
personalities. You will retain all knowledge of the changes, physical and
mental, that will be in store for you; all else will pass from your
perception."


The little old gentleman took a
small phial from his waistcoat pocket, and, filling one of the massive
wine-glasses from a decanter, measured into it some half-a-dozen drops. Then he
placed the glass in the centre of the table.


"Youth is a good time to go
back to," said the peak-faced little gentleman, with a smile. "Twenty
years ago, it was the night of the Hunt Ball. You remember it?"


It was Everett who drank first.
He drank it with his little twinkling eyes fixed hungrily on the proud handsome
face of Mrs. Camelford; and then handed the glass to his wife. It was she
perhaps who drank from it most eagerly. Her life with Everett, from the day
when she had risen from a bed of sickness stripped of all her beauty, had been
one bitter wrong. She drank with the wild hope that the thing might possibly be
not a dream; and thrilled to the touch of the man she loved, as reaching across
the table he took the glass from her hand. Mrs. Armitage was the fourth to
drink. She took the cup from her husband, drank with a quiet smile, and passed
it on to Camelford. And Camelford drank, looking at nobody, and replaced the
glass upon the table.


"Come," said the little
old gentleman to Mrs. Camelford, "you are the only one left. The whole
thing will be incomplete without you."


"I have no wish to
drink," said Mrs. Camelford, and her eyes sought those of her husband, but
he would not look at her.


"Come," again urged the
Figure. And then Camelford looked at her and laughed drily.


"You had better drink,"
he said. "It's only a dream."


"If you wish it," she
answered. And it was from his hands she took the glass.


 


IT IS FROM the narrative as
Armitage told it to me that night in the Club smoking-room that I am taking
most of my material. It seemed to him that all things began slowly to rise
upward, leaving him stationary, but with a great pain as though the inside of
him were being torn away— the same sensation greatly exaggerated, so he likened
it, as descending in a lift. But around him all the time was silence and
darkness unrelieved. After a period that might have been minutes, that might
have been years, a faint light crept towards him. It grew stronger, and into
the air which now fanned his cheek there stole the sound of far-off music. The
light and the music both increased, and one by one his senses came back to him.
He was seated on a low cushioned bench beneath a group of palms. A young girl
was sitting beside him, but her face was turned away from him.


"I did not catch your
name," he was saying. "Would you mind telling it to me?"


She turned her face towards him.
It was the most spiritually beautiful face he had ever seen. "I am in the
same predicament," she laughed. "You had better write yours on my
programme, and I will write mine on yours."


So they wrote upon each other's
programme and exchanged again. The name she had written was Alice Blatchley.


He had never seen her before,
that he could remember. Yet at the back of his mind there dwelt the haunting
knowledge of her. Somewhere long ago they had met, talked together. Slowly, as
one recalls a dream, it came back to him. In some other life, vague, shadowy,
he had married this woman. For the first few years they had loved each other;
then the gulf had opened between them, widened. Stern, strong voices had called
to him to lay aside his selfish dreams, his boyish ambitions, to take upon his
shoulders the yoke of a great duty. When more than ever he had demanded
sympathy and help, this woman had fallen away from him. His ideals but
irritated her. Only at the cost of daily bitterness had he been able to resist
her endeavours to draw him from his path. A face— that of a woman with soft
eyes, full of helpfulness, shone through the mist of his dream— the face of a
woman who would one day come to him out of the Future with outstretched hands
that he would yearn to clasp.


"Shall we not dance?"
said the voice beside him. "I really won't sit out a waltz."


They hurried into the ball-room.
With his arm about her form, her wondrous eyes shyly, at rare moments, seeking
his, then vanishing again behind their drooping lashes, the brain, the mind,
the very soul of the young man passed out of his own keeping. She complimented
him in her bewitching manner, a delightful blending of condescension and
timidity.


"You dance extremely
well," she told him. "You may ask me for another, later on."


The words flashed out from that
dim haunting future. "Your dancing was your chief attraction for me, as
likely as not, had I but known?"


All that evening and for many
months to come the Present and the Future fought within him. And the experience
of Nathaniel Armitage, divinity student, was the experience likewise of Alice
Blatchley, who had fallen in love with him at first sight, having found him the
divinest dancer she had ever whirled with to the sensuous music of the waltz;
of Horatio Camelford, journalist and minor poet, whose journalism earned him a
bare income, but at whose minor poetry critics smiled; of Jessica Dearwood,
with her glorious eyes, and muddy complexion, and her wild hopeless passion for
the big, handsome, ruddy-bearded Dick Everett, who, knowing it, only laughed at
her in his kindly, lordly way, telling her with frank brutalness that the woman
who was not beautiful had missed her vocation in life; of that scheming,
conquering young gentleman himself, who at twenty-five had already made his
mark in the City, shrewd, clever, cool-headed as a fox, except where a pretty
face and shapely hand or ankle were concerned; of Nellie Fanshawe, then in the
pride of her ravishing beauty, who loved none but herself, whose clay-made gods
were jewels, and fine dresses and rich feasts, the envy of other women and the
courtship of all mankind.


That evening of the ball each
clung to the hope that this memory of the future was but a dream. They had been
introduced to one another; had heard each other's names for the first time with
a start of recognition; had avoided one another's eyes; had hastened to plunge
into meaningless talk; till that moment when young Camelford, stooping to pick
up Jessica's fan, had found that broken fragment of the Rhenish wine-glass.
Then it was that conviction refused to be shaken off, that knowledge of the
future had to be sadly accepted.


What they had not foreseen was
that knowledge of the future in no way affected their emotions of the present.
Nathaniel Armitage grew day by day more hopelessly in love with bewitching
Alice Blatchley. The thought of her marrying anyone else— the long-haired,
priggish Camelford in particular— sent the blood boiling through his veins;
added to which sweet Alice, with her arms about his neck, would confess to him
that life without him would be a misery hardly to be endured, that the thought
of him as the husband of another woman— of Nellie Fanshawe in particular— was
madness to her. It was right perhaps, knowing what they did, that they should
say good-bye to one another. She would bring sorrow into his life. Better far
that he should put her away from him, that she should die of a broken heart, as
she felt sure she would. How could he, a fond lover, inflict this suffering
upon her? He ought of course to marry Nellie Fanshawe, but he could not bear
the girl. Would it not be the height of absurdity to marry a girl he strongly
disliked because twenty years hence she might be more suitable to him than the
woman he now loved and who loved him?


Nor could Nellie Fanshawe bring
herself to discuss without laughter the suggestion of marrying on a
hundred-and-fifty a year a curate that she positively hated. There would come a
time when wealth would be indifferent to her, when her exalted spirit would ask
but for the satisfaction of self-sacrifice. But that time had not arrived. The
emotions it would bring with it she could not in her present state even
imagine. Her whole present being craved for the things of this world, the
things that were within her grasp. To ask her to forego them now because later
on she would not care for them! it was like telling a schoolboy to avoid the
tuck-shop because, when a man, the thought of stick-jaw would be nauseous to
him. If her capacity for enjoyment was to be short-lived, all the more reason
for grasping joy quickly.


Alice Blatchley, when her lover
was not by, gave herself many a headache trying to think the thing out
logically. Was it not foolish of her to rush into this marriage with dear Nat?
At forty she would wish she had married somebody else. But most women at forty—
she judged from conversation round about her— wished they had married somebody
else. If every girl at twenty listened to herself at forty there would be no
more marriage. At forty she would be a different person altogether. That other
elderly person did not interest her. To ask a young girl to spoil her life
purely in the interests of this middle-aged party— it did not seem right.
Besides, whom else was she to marry? Camelford would not have her; he did not
want her then; he was not going to want her at forty. For practical purposes
Camelford was out of the question. She might marry somebody else altogether—
and fare worse. She might remain a spinster: she hated the mere name of
spinster. The inky-fingered woman journalist that, if all went well, she might
become: it was not her idea. Was she acting selfishly? Ought she, in his own
interests, to refuse to marry dear Nat? Nellie— the little cat— who would suit
him at forty, would not have him. If he was going to marry anyone but Nellie he
might as well marry her, Alice. A bachelor clergyman! it sounded almost
improper. Nor was dear Nat the type. If she threw him over it would be into the
arms of some designing minx. What was she to do?


Camelford at forty, under the
influence of favourable criticism, would have persuaded himself he was a
heaven-sent prophet, his whole life to be beautifully spent in the saving of
mankind. At twenty he felt he wanted to live. Weird-looking Jessica, with her
magnificent eyes veiling mysteries, was of more importance to him than the rest
of the species combined. Knowledge of the future in his ease only spurred
desire. The muddy complexion would grow pink and white, the thin limbs round
and shapely; the now scornful eyes would one day light with love at his coming.
It was what he had once hoped: it was what he now knew. At forty the artist is
stronger than the man; at twenty the man is stronger than the artist.


An uncanny creature, so most
folks would have described Jessica Dearwood. Few would have imagined her
developing into the good-natured, easy-going Mrs. Camelford of middle age. The
animal, so strong within her at twenty, at thirty had burnt itself out. At
eighteen, madly, blindly in love with red-bearded, deep-voiced Dick Everett she
would, had he whistled to her, have flung herself gratefully at his feet, and
this in spite of the knowledge forewarning her of the miserable life he would
certainly lead her, at all events until her slowly developing beauty should
give her the whip hand of him— by which time she would have come to despise
him. Fortunately, as she told herself, there was no fear of his doing so, the
future notwithstanding. Nellie Fanshawe's beauty held him as with chains of
steel, and Nellie had no intention of allowing her rich prize to escape her.
Her own lover, it was true, irritated her more than any man she had ever met,
but at least he would afford her refuge from the bread of charity. Jessica
Dearwood, an orphan, had been brought up by a distant relative. She had not
been the child to win affection. Of silent, brooding nature, every thoughtless
incivility had been to her an insult, a wrong. Acceptance of young Camelford
seemed her only escape from a life that had become to her a martyrdom. At
forty-one he would wish he had remained a bachelor; but at thirty-eight that
would not trouble her. She would know herself he was much better off as he was.
Meanwhile, she would have come to like him, to respect him. He would be famous,
she would be proud of him. Crying into her pillow— she could not help it— for love
of handsome Dick, it was still a comfort to reflect that Nellie Fanshawe, as it
were, was watching over her, protecting her from herself.


Dick, as he muttered to himself a
dozen times a day, ought to marry Jessica. At thirty-eight she would be his
ideal. He looked at her as she was at eighteen, and shuddered. Nellie at thirty
would be plain and uninteresting. But when did consideration of the future ever
cry halt to passion: when did a lover ever pause thinking of the morrow? If her
beauty was to quickly pass, was not that one reason the more urging him to
possess it while it lasted?


Nellie Fanshawe at forty would be
a saint. The prospect did not please her: she hated saints. She would love the
tiresome, solemn Nathaniel: of what use was that to her now? He did not desire
her; he was in love with Alice, and Alice was in love with him. What would be
the sense— even if they all agreed— in the three of them making themselves
miserable for all their youth that they might be contented in their old age?
Let age fend for itself and leave youth to its own instincts. Let elderly
saints suffer— it was their metier— and youth drink the cup of life. It
was a pity Dick was the only "catch" available, but he was young and
handsome. Other girls had to put up with sixty and the gout.


Another point, a very serious
point, had been overlooked. All that had arrived to them in that dim future of
the past had happened to them as the results of their making the marriages they
had made. To what fate other roads would lead their knowledge could not tell
them. Nellie Fanshawe had become at forty a lovely character. Might not the
hard life she had led with her husband— a life calling for continual sacrifice,
for daily self-control— have helped towards this end? As the wife of a poor curate
of high moral principles, would the same result have been secured? The fever
that had robbed her of her beauty and turned her thoughts inward had been the
result of sitting out on the balcony of the Paris Opera House with an Italian
Count on the occasion of a fancy dress ball. As the wife of an East End
clergyman the chances are she would have escaped that fever and its purifying
effects. Was there not danger in the position: a supremely beautiful young
woman, worldly-minded, hungry for pleasure, condemned to a life of poverty with
a man she did not care for? The influence of Alice upon Nathaniel Armitage,
during those first years when his character was forming, had been all for good.
Could he be sure that, married to Nellie, he might not have deteriorated?


Were Alice Blatchley to marry an
artist could she be sure that at forty she would still be in sympathy with
artistic ideals? Even as a child had not her desire ever been in the opposite
direction to that favoured by her nurse? Did not the reading of Conservative
journals invariably incline her towards Radicalism, and the steady stream of
Radical talk round her husband's table invariably set her seeking arguments in
favour of the feudal system? Might it not have been her husband's growing
Puritanism that had driven her to crave for Bohemianism? Suppose that towards
middle age, the wife of a wild artist, she suddenly "took religion,"
as the saying is. Her last state would be worse than the first.


Camelford was of delicate
physique. As an absent-minded bachelor with no one to give him his meals, no
one to see that his things were aired, could he have lived till forty? Could he
be sure that home life had not given more to his art than it had taken from it?


Jessica Dearwood, of a nervous, passionate
nature, married to a bad husband, might at forty have posed for one of the
Furies. Not until her life had become restful had her good looks shown
themselves. Hers was the type of beauty that for its development demands
tranquillity.


Dick Everett had no delusions
concerning himself. That, had he married Jessica, he could for ten years have
remained the faithful husband of a singularly plain wife he knew to be
impossible. But Jessica would have been no patient Griselda. The extreme
probability was that having married her at twenty for the sake of her beauty at
thirty, at twenty-nine at latest she would have divorced him.


Everett was a man of practical
ideas. It was he who took the matter in hand. The refreshment contractor
admitted that curious goblets of German glass occasionally crept into their
stock. One of the waiters, on the understanding that in no case should he be
called upon to pay for them, admitted having broken more than one wine-glass on
that particular evening: thought it not unlikely he might have attempted to
hide the fragments under a convenient palm. The whole thing evidently was a
dream. So youth decided at the time, and the three marriages took place within
three months of one another.


It was some ten years later that
Armitage told me the story that night in the Club smoking-room. Mrs. Everett
had just recovered from a severe attack of rheumatic fever, contracted the
spring before in Paris. Mrs. Camelford, whom previously I had not met,
certainly seemed to me one of the handsomest women I have ever seen. Mrs.
Armitage  I knew her when she was Alice Blatchley— I found more charming
as a woman than she had been as a girl. What she could have seen in Armitage I
never could understand. Camelford made his mark some ten years later: poor fellow,
he did not live long to enjoy his fame. Dick Everett has still another six
years to work off; but he is well behaved, and there is talk of a petition.


It is a curious story altogether,
I admit. As I said at the beginning, I do not myself believe it.


___________________


 











 


12: The Second Dog


"Sapper"


H. C. McNeile, 1888-1937
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Best known for his tales of
club-land adventurers, like Bulldog Drummond, Sapper also had an amateur
detective in the British tradition:  Ronald Standish.


 


"ONE
OF the most dangerous mistakes you can make in any investigation is to
start with a preconceived idea."


Thus one of Ronald Standish's
favourite maxims, and seldom has its truth been better demonstrated than in the
case of the murder of Daniel Benton, when, but for the lucky chance of Ronald's
presence at Croxton Hall for the annual cricket match, an innocent man might
well have gone to the gallows.


The thing happened on the night
of our arrival. The house-party was a big one, comprising as it did most of our
eleven, and several of the Free Foresters whom we were playing next day. Bill
Maybury, our host, was in his usual good form, and we were just going in to
dinner when the butler, looking very perturbed, came in and whispered something
in his ear.


"Daniel Benton
murdered!" cried Maybury. "Good God! Who did it?"


The butler hesitated for a
moment.


"There's a rumour,
sir," he said, "that Sergeant Johnston is arresting young Joe
Drury."


Bill Maybury looked very grave.


"Young Drury." he
repeated. "When did it happen, Parker?"


"I've just heard the news,
sir. The postman brought it."


"The devil!" said
Maybury. "Ronald, this looks like something in your line. I don't know any
details, but from what Parker says our fast bowler to-morrow is on the verge of
being arrested for murder. I don't believe he did it for a moment," he
went on. "He's a hot-tempered boy, and there's no love between him and
that blackguard Benton." He pulled himself up. "Still, if the man's
dead, I suppose one oughtn't to call him a blackguard."


A silence had fallen on the room
at the mention of the word 'murder', and Ronald broke it.


"Let's hear a bit more,
Bill. Who was the dead man, and who is this young Drury?"


"Daniel Benton," said
Maybury, "came to these parts about three years ago, and took a small
house about a mile from here. And though the poor devil seems to be dead there
is no use in pretending that he will be the slightest loss. In fact, not to
mince words, I have seldom in my life met a bigger swine. In his early days he
was a seafaring man, and what induced him to settle in the depths of the
country I don't know. However, he took the house for five years. He seemed to
have a certain amount of money, and his principal method of spending it was
down his throat. And when he had drink oil board that man was a devil
incarnate. He was immensely powerful, with a great ragged black beard, and
about twice a week he used to go round to the 'Greyhound' and have a bout. The
other men loathed him, but they were all afraid of him. He'd sit in the corner
of the bar speaking to no one till he got well sprung: then the trouble would
begin. He delighted in picking a quarrel. He was a foul-mouthed brute, and the
fellows here, though no more squeamish than most, were utterly disgusted by
him. He couldn't get out a sentence without an oath in it, and his stories were
invariably connected with his own unsavoury past.


"But even that," he
continued, "wouldn't have mattered so much if he could have kept his hands
to himself. Twice, he's been before the bench for inflicting grievous bodily
harm on two of the lads. The first time we fined him; the second we gave him
three months. But each time it was the same thing: he started sneering at
someone until the victim lost his temper and struck him. Then Benton would wade
into him and half kill him."


"What a delightful member of
the community," said Ronald.


"You're right, old
boy," said Maybury, "and if young Drury has killed him it's no more
than he deserves. At the same time, that's not going to help the boy
much."


"Was there any special
animosity between the two?"


"That's the devil of
it," answered our host. "There was. Drury was one of the two he laid
out. The boy was walking out with little Nellie Seymour, and one day they met
Benton. And that night Benton came into the bar, and started making foul
innuendoes about them, Drury, of course, flared up and went for him, but it was
simply pitiful, I believe. He's quite a well-built, strong lad, but he was like
a child in that brute's hands. That was the case we gave him three months for,
because of the provocation.


"Benton half murdered him,
which was damned galling to his pride. And that, coupled with what had
previously been said about Nellie and him, drove him wild, and he started
uttering foolish threats— 'he'd do the swine in' and that sort of thing. It
came to my ears, and when I met him one day I told him to quit it and not be an
ass. To keep out of Benton's way as much as possible; to avoid the fellow. But,
from what I understand, it has been proving very difficult. Benton, somewhat
naturally, regarded Drury as the cause of his imprisonment, and has been
seizing every opportunity of sneering at him and making his life a hell."


"When did Benton come out of
prison?" asked Ronald.


"Two months ago," said
Maybury. "And there's no doubt about it, it's made him worse."


"I wonder how he was
killed," remarked Ronald.


"I'll ring for Parker and
see if he knows. Parker," he said as the butler entered, "what was
Benton killed with? Was he shot?"


"I don't know, sir,"
answered the man. "All the postman said was that the room was like a
shambles. But I've just heard, sir," he went on, "that young Drury
turned up at the 'Greyhound' in a terrible condition about an hour ago. Bleeding
he was, and all muzzy like, but he wouldn't say anything. He just had a couple
and then stumbled off home."


"By Gad! that looks
bad," said Maybury gravely. And then he looked tentatively at Ronald,
"I suppose, old man, you wouldn't like to…"


"Of course, I will,"
said Ronald. "Let's go and see if there's anything to be found out."


"Thanks, Ronald," said
Maybury gratefully. "Sergeant Johnston is an excellent man, but I'd like
that boy to have the very best possible chance. You fellows go and have dinner;
we'll have something when we get back."


"Coming, Bob?" said
Ronald.


"You bet," I cried, and
a few minutes later we started off with Maybury in his car.


It was a beautiful starlit night.
The air was cool after a heavy shower that had fallen about six o'clock, and it
seemed hard to realise in the peaceful countryside that we were on our way to a
scene of murder. But as we drove along the main road we overtook people in twos
and threes hurrying along and evidently bound for the same destination as
ourselves.


"There's Benton's
house," said Maybury, suddenly pointing ahead; and in the glare of the
headlights we could see a crowd already gathered in the road. They parted as we
drew up by the gate, and a stolid policeman on duty saluted as he recognised
Maybury.


"Bad business, sir," he
said. "The sergeant's hinside now with the hinspector. Stand back
there," he cried, as two or three of the more daring spirits tried to
follow us in.


"Good evening, Sergeant
Johnston," said Maybury, addressing a stout, florid-faced man who was
standing in the hall. "This is a bad show."


"Very bad indeed, sir,"
answered the sergeant, touching his hat. "Inspector Merrifield is here,
but it's just one of those obvious cases."


A tall, thin man in plain clothes
came out of one of the rooms and looked at us keenly.


"This is Mr. Maybury,
sir," said the sergeant. "One of our bench of magistrates."


"A terrible affair,
Inspector," said Maybury. "And I've taken the liberty of bringing Mr.
Standish, who is staying with me. He's very well known at Scotland Yard: and
since I hear there is some talk of young Drury being implicated in this
business, I hope you'll let him have a look round."


"I've heard of you, Mr.
Standish," said the Inspector none too graciously. "And if you think
you're going to get anything out of this business you're sadly mistaken! The
whole thing is obvious.'


"For all that, I'd like just
to have a look, Inspector," said Ronald genially. "Though I'm sure
you've spotted everything there is to see."


The Inspector flung open the door
of the room behind him, and we all went in.


"Everything is as it
was," remarked the Inspector, "except that I've drawn the curtains
because of the crowd outside."


Ronald nodded shortly, and we all
stood silently looking round. Lying on the floor against the wall opposite to
us was a huge, black-bearded man. His open eyes seemed to glare at us horribly:
his mouth had set itself into a snarl. One great hairy hand lay outstretched on
the carpet: the other was clenched round the metal shaft of a spear, which
stuck out from his chest. Just above him a similar weapon had been half
wrenched from the wall and now dangled precariously from one support. The
blood, which had ceased to flow, had collected in a pool by his side, and the
whole effect was incredibly gruesome.


"The spear was driven clean
through him," said the Inspector. "The point is sticking out of his
back."


"You presumably know what
sort of a spear that is," remarked Ronald.


The other raised his eyebrows.


"Whatever sort it is,"
he answered, "it was sufficient to kill him, and that's all that matters
to me."


"Perhaps you're right,"
said Ronald quietly. "Still, it is instructive. I think you said, Bill,
that the dead man had been a sailor, so that accounts for him having harpoons
about the room."


"That's what they get whales
with, isn't it?" cried the Inspector.


"It is," said Ronald.
"And I see that the one with which he was killed was hanging by the side
of its companion, which is still on the wall."


"Excellent," remarked
the Inspector with a faint smile. "The companion which Benton was trying
to get down when he was murdered."


"Ever tried to throw a
harpoon, Inspector?" asked Ronald mildly.


"I can't say I have.
Why?"


"I only wondered," said
Ronald still more mildly. "You have a shot at it one day and you'll be surprised
at the result. However, what's all this about young Drury?"


"Have you seen all you want
to see in here?" said the Inspector with a touch of sarcasm.


"For the moment, yes,"
answered Ronald.


"Then we might go to another
room, and I'll tell you what happened."


He led the way across the hall,
and we followed.


"See that no one goes into
that room," he ordered the constable at the door and the man saluted.


"Well, gentlemen," he
said, "it's one of those cases which solves itself automatically. I'm
sorry for young Drury, who, Sergeant Johnston tells me, is a good lad, and who
seems to have had the utmost provocation. However, the law is the law, and
justice must take its course. It seems, then, that Drury has a dog to which he
is very attached. It's a mongrel of sorts— "


"I know the animal,"
cried Maybury. "It's an intelligent little beast."


"This afternoon,"
continued the Inspector, "the dog appears to have been out on its own. (I
may say, gentlemen, that what I am about to tell you is at present only hearsay
from the constable, but I shall, of course, have it all substantiated.) While
the dog was out it met Benton, and whether it barked at him or whether he was
in a rage and recognised it as belonging to Drury, I don't know. What is clear,
however, is that he picked up a big stone, threw it at the dog and broke one of
its legs."


"The damned swine!"
said Maybury.


"Not content with
that," went on the Inspector, "he caught the dog, and wrote a note,
which he fastened to its collar— a note which Drury showed to several men in
the 'Greyhound'. 'Next time I'll break its— head.'


"That was about six o'clock,
for Drury had been away for the afternoon and only found out what had happened
when he returned. He was in a white rage."


"Somewhat naturally,"
cried Maybury.


"And," continued the
other, without heeding the interruption, "spent half an hour uttering wild
threats against Benton. Also, though usually, I understand, an abstemious lad,
he drank several whiskies, which still further inflamed him. Then he left the
'Greyhound' with the avowed intention of coming here and having it out. He did
come here, arriving at about seven o'clock."


"You know that for
certain?" said Ronald.


The Inspector nodded. "This
man Benton has an old woman called Betsy who cooks for him and does the work of
the house. We'll send for her in a moment, if you like, and she will tell you
herself. At any rate, he let him in, and he joined Benton in the room opposite,
from which shortly after she heard the sound of furious quarrelling, followed
by blows. She hung about in the hall, too frightened to go in, and after a
while the noise ceased. So she returned to the kitchen to get supper ready.


"She was there for about a
quarter of an hour, and then started to carry the meal into the dining-room.
And as she was crossing the hall she heard a loud voice, which she swears was
not Benton's. And the words that she heard are, I fear, about as damning to
Drury as they could well be.


"'Three bells in the second
dog, you swine.'


"Of course, she may not have
got the sentence absolutely right. It might have been three bricks, or
something of that sort, but on one point she remains absolutely unshaken: the
phrase 'the second dog' was used.


"She waited— listening— and a
moment or two later heard a sound as if something had been thrown against the
wall. Then all was silent, and she continued with the supper, which was ready
at a quarter to eight, when she went in to tell Benton, and found what you have
seen. She rushed out screaming, and fortunately ran straight into Sergeant
Johnston, who communicated at once with me. And that, gentlemen, is the whole
damning story in a nutshell. Young Drury arrived just before eight at the
'Greyhound' in a state of terrible agitation, and very badly knocked
about."


"By Gad! it looks bad,"
cried Maybury. "What do you think, Ronald?"


"That I'd like to speak to
Betsy," he said.


"She can't tell you any more
than I've already done," snapped the Inspector.


"Perhaps not," remarked
Ronald quietly. "But I'd still like to see her."


The Inspector made a sign to the
sergeant, who left the room. "So your theory, I take it, Inspector,"
said Ronald, "is some what as follows. Young Drury came here at seven
o'clock, and proceeded to have a furious row with the dead man. Moreover, they
came to blows, when presumably Drury was knocked about. Then— well, what
happened then?"


"Drury left in a flaming
rage," said the Inspector, "a rage which grew more intense with every
step he took until it mastered him, and he determined to kill Benton. He
returned, and managed— how I can't say— to get one of the harpoons down from
the wall. Benton, realising his intention, tried to get the other, but was
struck down before he could succeed."


"And then young Drury helped
himself to rum," murmured Ronald.


"So you saw that glass, did
you?" grunted the other.


"Well, Inspector,"
cried Ronald with a smile, "I am not completely blind. And since it is
improbable they were drinking together, the rum must have been consumed after
Benton was killed, as a nerve bracer."


"What on earth does that
signify?" said the other. "It doesn't alter facts."


"It depends on what are
facts," said Ronald. "Ah! Betsy," he swung round as the door
opened and an old woman came in, followed by the sergeant, "there are one
or two questions I want to ask you: How long have you been in this house?"


"Three years, sir," she
mumbled. "Ever since he came." She jerked a thumb at the room
opposite.


"And during those three
years did he ever have anyone to stay?"


"No, sir; no one."


"Many visitors by day?"


"No, sir: he didn't like
strangers. He had special bolts fitted to all the windows just after he came
here," said the old crone. "He used to lock up most particular each
night: always did it himself."


"Thank you, Betsy. Oh! one
more question. This voice that you heard shouting about the second dog— could
you recognise whose it was?"


"No, sir; I couldn't. But it
must have been young Joe Drury."


"Which shows how singularly
dangerous a witness of that sort can be," said Ronald as she left the
room. "It must have been young Joe Drury. Why?"


We all stared at him, the
Inspector with a barely concealed sneer.


"Are you suggesting that it
wasn't young Drury?" he demanded.


"Certainly," said
Ronald calmly. "You may take it from me that Drury had no more to do with
Benton's death than I had."


"But, damn it!"
exploded the other, "that remark Betsy overheard practically proves it was
him."


"On the contrary," said
Ronald, "it practically proves it wasn't."


"Then who the devil was
it?"


"That is more than I can
tell you at this stage of the proceedings," answered Ronald cheerfully.
"But I don't think there will be much trouble about laying our hands on
him when we want him. And I very much doubt, Inspector, if you will find that it
turns out to be a hanging matter. Now, if you don't mind, I would like one more
look at the room where he was killed."


We followed him across the
passage, the Inspector looking at the sergeant and winking significantly. But
Ronald, even if he noticed, paid not the smallest attention. Quietly and
systematically he was examining the wall near the door, and at last the
Inspector could stand it no longer.


"Looking for
fingerprints?" he inquired


"Something of the
sort," said Ronald. "Ah! here it is, as I thought."


We crowded round him to look. The
paper had been torn away at the spot where he was pointing, and the plaster
behind was showing. The hole was about an inch deep, and looked as if it had
been made by the sharp corner of a cupboard or desk.


"I commend that hole to you,
Inspector," he remarked. "Also the fact that some of the plaster has
trickled out on to the floor, a state of affairs which I am sure Betsy would
have rectified had she noticed it. Now, surely with that to go on, and the rum,
and the fact that Benton was killed round about half-past seven, you ought to
be able to lay your hands on your man. It's a pity that you've allowed the
villagers to obliterate every foot-print for miles around, otherwise we might
have got some more evidence, but you've got enough to go on. And while I think
of it— be careful with the gentleman when you get him— because I think you will
find that he is quite as powerful as the man he killed."


The Inspector, who had flushed
angrily at Ronald's remarks, controlled himself with an effort.


"What a lovely story it
would make, wouldn't it?" he remarked. "Has he brown or blue
eyes?"


Ronald smiled cheerfully.


"That I'm afraid I can't
tell you. But he's tanned and weather-beaten, about the same height as myself,
walks with a slight roll, and possibly has a beard."


But the Inspector had had enough,
and with an angry snort he left the room.


"If you've got the time to
play round with this fooling, Mr. Standish, I haven't. I wish you good
night."


"What are you going to
do?" asked Ronald.


"Interview young
Drury," snapped the other. "And I wish you luck of your bearded,
weather-beaten roller."


"A pig-headed
individual," said Ronald as he departed. "A little lesson will do him
no harm."


"But are you honestly
serious, old boy?" cried Maybury as we walked to the car.


"My dear Bill,"
answered Ronald quietly, "I can assure you of one thing. However big a
swine a man was I wouldn't jest in the room where he lay dead."


"Then how the devil you've
done it beats me," said our host. "I saw all you saw."


Ronald smiled. "Mustn't ask
me to explain the doings just yet, Bill," he said. "Besides, we
haven't caught our bird. Do you mind if we drive to the 'Greyhound'? We may as
well begin our inquiries there."


"Can you get it, Bob?"
said Maybury as we started.


"Haven't an earthly," I
confessed. "But then I never have."


The car pulled up at the
"Greyhound" and Ronald got out.


"I shan't be long," he
said and disappeared inside. A minute later he was out again with a pleased
look on his face. "Luck right in," he remarked. "Drive slowly
towards Tetterbury," he told the chauffeur, "and stop the moment I
tell you to."


"We've landed him quicker
than I expected," he said, getting in with us at the back. "And if
you don't mind we'll take him up to your place and hear his story. But don't
alarm him till we get him there."


The car, headlights blazing,
drove slowly on. And I suppose we'd gone about a mile when suddenly I felt my
pulses quicken. In front of us, in the middle of the road was a thick-set man
walking with a pronounced roll.


"Our bird," said Ronald
quietly. "Stop when you come abreast of him."


He had a bundle slung over his
shoulder, and as the car approached he swung round. And I heard Maybury whistle
under his breath; the man had a beard.


"Want a lift, mate?"
sang out Ronald. "Hop in beside the driver."


"Thank you, gentlemen,"
he said. "I'm bound for Tetterbury."


"We'll send you on there
later," said Ronald. "I expect you could do with a bit of grub first.
To the Hall," he told the chauffeur.


"Well, it's never been Tom
Dixon's way to refuse a good offer. Thank you, gents, I don't mind if I
do."


"I told the landlord at the
'Greyhound' to tell that ass Merrifield to come up there too," said Ronald
in a low voice. "Hope you don't mind, Bill."


"My dear man," answered
Maybury, "I'm too puzzled to mind anything. The whole thing has me
beat."


Which applied equally to me.


The house-party was assembled in
the hall when we arrived, and Ronald jumped out quickly to warn them to say
nothing. And so it was a silent group which stared curiously at the man who
stood blinking a little in the light. He was clearly puzzled, and when Ronald
shut the front door behind him he made a quick movement as if he expected a
trap.


"Sit down, Dixon," said
Ronald quietly. "What you did this evening has got to be explained, you
know."


"What are you getting at,
mister?" he growled. "I've done nothing this evening."


And at that moment Inspector
Merrifield, looking completely mystified, came into the hall.


"What's this the landlord
tells me?" he began, and then he saw Dixon standing sullenly in the centre
of the group.


"Good Lord!" he
muttered, staring at him foolishly. "Who's that?"


"The man I was telling you
about, Inspector," said Ronald, with a faint twinkle in his eyes.
"And he is just going to tell us why he killed Benton."


With an oath the man lurched
forward.


"It's a…lie," he
shouted. "I don't know who you mean."


"Don't be a fool,
Dixon," said Ronald sternly. "Your only chance is to make a clean
breast of it. And to show you how useless it is to lie I'll tell you exactly
what took place. This evening you arrived at Benton's house. Through the open
window you saw him sitting in his room drinking. Then you either climbed in
through the window or, opening the front door, you walked through the hall to
his room, where you confronted him with the remark, 'Three bells in the second
dog, you swine!'


"He recognised you at once,
and in some way managed to get at one of the harpoons on the wall behind him,
which he flung at you. It missed and, hitting the wall, fell at your feet. You
picked it up, and as he tried to get the second you hurled it. And. Dixon, you
did not miss. Then you took a glass, poured yourself out some rum, drank it,
and left the house."


The man who had been listening
with ever increasing amazement and fear collapsed limply in a chair.


"Strike me pink,
mister!" he muttered, "were you watching from the road? You're plumb
right, but it was him or me."


"I know that," said
Ronald quietly, "and that's why we want to hear what led up to this affair."


The Inspector stepped forward.


"I must caution you,"
he said, "that anything you say will be used in evidence against
you."


Dixon looked at him
contemptuously.


"Copper, are you? That's all
right, mister. If there's any justice in this country they'll do nothing to me
for killing a black-hearted devil who should have been dead this last thirty
years. From what I've heard down in the pub yonder he made himself pretty well
hated round these parts, but you can take it from me, gentlemen, I that he was
a Sunday school marm compared to what he was like in the old days.


"Bully Benton he was known
as, and well did he deserve the nickname. Even when he was sober he had the
temper of a fiend, but when he was drunk the man was uncontrollable. He was as
strong as two ordinary men, and the life he lived kept him fit in spite of his
drinking bouts. He owned a whaler, and that's not work for the weakling.


"I first met Bully Benton in
'97 in a low-down joint in Sydney. He'd just come back from a cruise and he had
money to burn. And from the very first we hated one another. I reckon I'm no
plaster saint myself, but there are limits, gentlemen. And he was over it. Some
of the stories I could tell you about him you wouldn't believe. Once when he
was drunk he soaked a cat in oil and set light to it, and there are a score of
other things he did which made one wonder if the man was sane.


"We steered clear of one
another as much as we could. Though I says it myself, I was one of the few men
that Bully had a wholesome respect for. We never actually came to a scrap, but
I was no chicken in those days and the result might have surprised him. He knew
it too, and that was enough for him, though it made him hate me all the more. I
suppose, mister, there's not a thing as a wet about? I reckon I'm not much of a
hand at talking."


Bill Maybury pressed the bell,
and while we waited for the drink to come the strange contrast of it all struck
me. The ring of men in evening clothes, each of them absolutely fit according
to our standards, and yet what chance would any of us have had against Bully
Benton? But there, quietly lowering his pint of beer, was the man who, when it
came to stark reality, had beaten him in the final test— a man who, but for
Ronald, would now be sitting in a third-class carriage to all outward
appearances a common sailor.


"I shan't be much longer
now, gentlemen," he continued, putting down his tankard, "and then
you must do with me as you sees fit. You belong to one class, I belong to
another, but there's one thing where all of us meet on the same level— when we
come to love a honest girl. Perhaps you won't believe it, that there was a time
when Tom Dixon was a bit of a favourite with the women, but from the moment I
first set eyes on little Alice Preston there was never room for another girl in
my life. And now I knows it was the same with her, though for a time I didn't.
God! I thank you for that!"


His great fists were clenched:
the sweat glistened on his forehead: for the moment we were nonexistent.


"No," he repeated,
"for a time I didn't. We were pledged, Alice and me, though her parents
were not too pleased about it. They wanted something better for their sweet
girl than a rough sailor man. I didn't blame them: she was worthy of the
highest in the land. But she was true to me, and we were going to be wedded
when I got back from my next cruise."


And once again did he forget we
were there.


"I got back to Sydney,"
he went on a while, "and we round to her house at once. And there her
father met me.


"'Tom, lad,' he said, 'I've
got some terrible bad news for you.'


"My heart almost stopped
beating.


"'Not Alice!' I cried.
'Don't say anything's happened to her!'


"'She's run away,' he said
in a rasping voice. 'Run away with Bully Benton.'


"Gentlemen, I reckons I went
crazy. I shook him like a dog shakes a rat; told him he was a liar and it was a
trick to fool me But at last I understood that it was the truth: my Alice had
run away to sea with Bully Benton. We didn't even know if they was married, but
what did that matter? I'd lost her: Bully Benton had got her. She'd gone down
to his boat happy and carefree— I found that out from one of the watchmen: gone
willingly.


"It broke me up, mister;
broke me up utterly. And I went t the devil in my own way. I'm not excusing
myself; I was young and headstrong. But the finish of it was that I got three
years. I didn't care; I came out more black-hearted than I went in. And the
first thing I did was to look round for Bully, only to find that he'd quit the
game and left Australia.


"'And the girl,' I said to
the man I was talking to. 'Has she gone with him?'


"'Alice Preston?' he cried,
looking at me strangely. 'Of course, you wouldn't have heard, Tom. The poor
child fell overboard and was drowned?


"So she was dead, and serve
her right, was my thoughts. She deserved it for playing me false, and I felt no
pity for her. Until one day a week later when I happened to meet the cook who
had been with Bully that trip. I was drinking hard, and feeling that I eared
neither for God nor man, when he altered my life for me.


"'If only you'd been here,
Tom,' he said, 'it would never have happened.'


"'What d'you mean?' I cried.
'I couldn't have stopped her going: wouldn't have if she'd wanted to.'


"'Wanted to, you damned
fool!' he shouted. 'Wanted to! You must be mad to think such a thing.'


"And then, gentlemen, I
heard the truth. Heard how Bully had lured her on board his boat with a
cock-and-bull story about me having put back because I was ill, and that he
would take her to me. How or why she believed it, God Almighty only knows.
Maybe it was that, with her mind, she was incapable of suspecting the devilry
of that foul blackguard. Just a few hours' sail, he told her; she'd be back
before nightfall. So she went with him— all blind trust and confidence."


He was speaking slowly now, was
Tom Dixon, and you could have heard a pin drop in the crowded hall. For every
one of us there realised that he was hearing the simply told story of one of
life's stark dramas.


"Can you realise her
feelings, gentlemen, when it first dawned on her that she'd been deceived? Can
you realise her feelings when she went on her knees to that man and he just
laughed in her face? Can you realise her feelings when he first flung his foul
arms round her and soiled her with his lecherous kisses? One friend she had—
the cook— and Bully split his head open with a belaying-pin; he showed me the
scar.


"'So it was better that she
fell overboard,' I said when he'd finished.


"And then, gentlemen, he
looked at me queerly.


"'She didn't fall, Tom,' he
said. 'She jumped.'"


For a while Tom Dixon was silent,
staring in front of him, and seeing the ghosts of that tragedy of long ago.
Then with a little shake he pulled himself together.


"I guess that's about all,
gentlemen. There and then I vowed hat some day, at the same hour that my girl
went to her death, Bully Benton and I would settle accounts. For years I have
been seeking him, and quite by chance a fortnight ago in Marseille I picked up
an English newspaper of several months ago. And in it I saw a little paragraph
saying that a Daniel Benton had been given three months for assault. I had
found him at last: there could not be two of them.


"The rest this gentleman
knows, though how he found it out can't understand, seeing that he wasn't
there. I don't know how I stand with the law of England; I don't know what they
can do to me: I don't care. I killed Bully Benton and I guess if they want to
hang me for it they can."


"You take it from me,
Dixon," said Ronald quietly, "that the law won't hang you for it.
You'll have to go with the Inspector and stand your trial, of course, but in
view of the fact that you went to him unarmed and he flung the harpoon at you
first, it will only be a formality. And may I say one thing more? I don't think
there is a single man here who would not be proud to have acted as you
did."


 


"IT MAKES one feel a bit
small, doesn't it?" he said ten minutes later.


Dixon had gone with the
Inspector; Bill Maybury, Ronald and I were sitting down to a belated dinner.


"Little games of cricket and
golf; nice food on nice plates; all the even tenor of our lives— and what we've
just listened to."


"Agreed," grunted
Maybury. "But we're still infernally curious, Ronald."


"Little fiddling
clues," Ronald laughed shortly. "It was easy, Bill. From the word
'go' I was certain it wasn't young Drury. To throw a harpoon requires not only
enormous strength, but very great skill— skill it was well-nigh impossible that
a country lad could possess. Only a man trained to the sea could have done it.


"Then the rum; essentially a
sailor's drink, and already I was fairly certain in my mind that a sea man was
at the bottom of it, a conviction which was strengthened by what Betsy told us
with regard to Benton's fear of strangers. Surely that must date back to his
old life. But when we came to the remark she overheard I had proof positive.


" 'Three bells in the second
dog, you swine!'


"And there you see the
danger of a preconceived idea. The Inspector, his mind full of the story of young
Drury's dog, seized on the word dog— in a way, a very natural mistake. I, on
the other hand, had already arrived in a nautical atmosphere and to me the
remark had a totally different significance. The dog watch on board ship is
from four to eight in the evening; the first dog from four to six; the second
dog is seven-thirty— the time when Dixon entered the room; the time we now know
when Alice Preston jumped to her death.


"By now I knew that the man
who had killed Benton was a sailor: no landsman would have used such a phrase.
Moreover, he'd killed him with one of Benton's own weapons. How had he got it
down from the wall, with its owner sitting in the way? Obviously he couldn't
have, so it must have been flung at him first. The rest was easy. I found the
mark on the wall, and realising that Benton would have aimed at his chest,
deduced that he was about the same height as myself. Incidentally, the fact
that plaster was still on the floor was strong evidence that the mark had been
made recently. And finally, deep-sea sailors are invariably weather-beaten,
walk with a slight roll, and frequently have beards. And when the landlord at
the 'Greyhound' told me that just such a man had left a few minutes earlier
walking to Tetterbury I knew we had him."


He lit a cigarette thoughtfully.


"But this night a man has
talked with us."


__________________
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1: The Jacobite's Legacy


 


IN MY YOUTH
I heard a great many Irish family traditions, more or less of a
supernatural character, some of them very peculiar, and all, to a child at
least, highly interesting. One of these I will now relate, though the
translation to cold type from oral narrative, with all the aids of animated
human voice and countenance, and the appropriate mise en scéne of the
old-fashioned parlour fireside and its listening circle of excited faces, and,
outside, the wintry blast and the moan of leafless boughs, with the occasional
rattle of the clumsy old window-frame behind shutter and curtain, as the blast
swept by, is at best a trying one.


About midway up the romantic glen
of Cappercullen, near the point where the counties of Limerick, Clare, and
Tipperary converge, upon the then sequestered and forest-bound range of the
Slieve-Felim hills, there stood, in the reigns of the two earliest Georges, the
picturesque and massive remains of one of the finest of the Anglo-Irish castles
of Munster— perhaps of Ireland.


It crowned the precipitous edge
of the wooded glen, itself half-buried among the wild forest that covered that
long and solitary range. There was no human habitation within a circle of many
miles, except the half-dozen hovels and the small thatched chapel composing the
little village of Murroa, which lay at the foot of the glen among the
straggling skirts of the noble forest.


Its remoteness and difficulty of
access saved it from demolition. It was worth nobody's while to pull down and
remove the ponderous and clumsy oak, much less the masonry or flagged roofing
of the pile. Whatever would pay the cost of removal had been long since carried
away. The rest was abandoned to time— the destroyer.


The hereditary owners of this
noble building and of a wide territory in the contiguous counties I have named,
were English— the De Lacys— long naturalized in Ireland. They had acquired at
least this portion of their estate in the reign of Henry VIII., and held it,
with some vicissitudes, down to the establishment of the revolution in Ireland,
when they suffered attainder, and, like other great families of that period,
underwent a final eclipse.


The De Lacy of that day retired
to France, and held a brief command in the Irish Brigade, interrupted by
sickness. He retired, became a poor hanger-on of the Court of St. Germains, and
died early in the eighteenth century— as well as I remember, 1705— leaving an
only son, hardly twelve years old, called by the strange but significant name
of Ultor.


At this point commences the
marvellous ingredient of my tale.


When his father was dying, he had
him to his bedside, with no one by except his confessor; and having told him,
first, that on reaching the age of twenty-one, he was to lay claim to a certain
small estate in the county of Clare, in Ireland, in right of his mother— the
title-deeds of which he gave him— and next, having enjoined him not to marry
before the age of thirty, on the ground that earlier marriages destroyed the
spirit and the power of enterprise, and would incapacitate him from the
accomplishment of his destiny— the restoration of his family— he then went on
to open to the child a matter which so terrified him that he cried lamentably,
trembling all over, clinging to the priest's gown with one hand and to his
father's cold wrist with the other, and imploring him, with screams of horror,
to desist from his communication.


But the priest, impressed, no
doubt, himself, with its necessity, compelled him to listen. And then his
father showed him a small picture, from which also the child turned with
shrieks, until similarly constrained to look. They did not let him go until he
had carefully conned the features, and was able to tell them, from memory, the
colour of the eyes and hair, and the fashion and hues of the dress. Then his
father gave him a black box containing this portrait, which was a full-length
miniature, about nine inches long, painted very finely in oils, as smooth as
enamel, and folded above it a sheet of paper, written over in a careful and
very legible hand.


The deeds and this black box
constituted the most important legacy bequeathed to his only child by the
ruined Jacobite, and he deposited them in the hands of the priest, in trust,
till his boy, Ultor, should have attained to an age to understand their value,
and to keep them securely.


When this scene was ended, the
dying exile's mind, I suppose, was relieved, for he spoke cheerily, and said he
believed he would recover; and they soothed the crying child, and his father
kissed him, and gave him a little silver coin to buy fruit with; and so they
sent him off with another boy for a walk, and when he came back his father was
dead.


He remained in France under the
care of this ecclesiastic until he had attained the age of twenty-one, when he
repaired to Ireland, and his title being unaffected by his father's attainder,
he easily made good his claim to the small estate in the county of Clare.


There he settled, making a dismal
and solitary tour now and then of the vast territories which had once been his father's,
and nursing those gloomy and impatient thoughts which befitted the enterprises
to which he was devoted.


Occasionally he visited Paris,
that common centre of English, Irish, and Scottish disaffection; and there,
when a little past thirty, he married the daughter of another ruined Irish
house. His bride returned with him to the melancholy seclusion of their Munster
residence, where she bore him in succession two daughters— Alice, the elder,
dark-eyed and dark-haired, grave and sensible— Una, four years younger, with
large blue eyes and long and beautiful golden hair.


Their poor mother was, I believe,
naturally a light-hearted, sociable, high-spirited little creature; and her gay
and childish nature pined in the isolation and gloom of her lot. At all events
she died young, and the children were left to the sole care of their melancholy
and embittered father. In process of time the girls grew up, tradition says,
beautiful. The elder was designed for a convent, the younger her father hoped
to mate as nobly as her high blood and splendid beauty seemed to promise, if
only the great game on which he had resolved to stake all succeeded.


 


2: The Fairies In The Castle


 


THE REBELLION of '45 came, and
Ultor de Lacy was one of the few Irishmen implicated treasonably in that daring
and romantic insurrection. Of course there were warrants out against him, but
he was not to be found. The young ladies, indeed, remained as heretofore in
their father's lonely house in Clare; but whether he had crossed the water or
was still in Ireland was for some time unknown, even to them. In due course he
was attainted, and his little estate forfeited. It was a miserable catastrophe—
a tremendous and beggarly waking up from a life-long dream of returning
principality.


In due course the officers of the
crown came down to take possession, and it behoved the young ladies to flit.
Happily for them the ecclesiastic I have mentioned was not quite so confident
as their father, of his winning back the magnificent patrimony of his
ancestors; and by his advice the daughters had been secured twenty pounds a
year each, under the marriage settlement of their parents, which was all that
stood between this proud house and literal destitution.


Late one evening, as some little
boys from the village were returning from a ramble through the dark and devious
glen of Cappercullen, with their pockets laden with nuts and
"frahans," to their amazement and even terror they saw a light
streaming redly from the narrow window of one of the towers overhanging the precipice
among the ivy and the lofty branches, across the glen, already dim in the
shadows of the deepening night.


"Look— look— look— 'tis the
Phooka's tower!" was the general cry, in the vernacular Irish, and a
universal scamper commenced.


The bed of the glen, strewn with
great fragments of rock, among which rose the tall stems of ancient trees, and
overgrown with a tangled copse, was at the best no favourable ground for a run.
Now it was dark; and, terrible work breaking through brambles and hazels, and tumbling
over rocks. Little Shaeen Mull Ryan, the last of the panic rout, screaming to
his mates to wait for him— saw a whitish figure emerge from the thicket at the
base of the stone flight of steps that descended the side of the glen, close by
the castle-wall, intercepting his flight, and a discordant male voice shrieked—



"I have you!"


At the same time the boy, with a
cry of terror, tripped and tumbled; and felt himself roughly caught by the arm,
and hauled to his feet with a shake.


A wild yell from the child, and a
volley of terror and entreaty followed.


"Who is it, Larry; what's
the matter?" cried a voice, high in air, from the turret window. The words
floated down through the trees, clear and sweet as the low notes of a flute.


"Only a child, my lady; a boy."


"Is he hurt?"


"Are you hurted?"
demanded the whitish man, who held him fast, and repeated the question in
Irish; but the child only kept blubbering and crying for mercy, with his hands
clasped, and trying to drop on his knees.


Larry's strong old hand held him
up. He was hurt, and bleeding from over his eye.


"Just a trifle hurted, my
lady!"


"Bring him up here."


Shaeen Mull Ryan gave himself
over. He was among "the good people," who he knew would keep him
prisoner for ever and a day. There was no good in resisting. He grew
bewildered, and yielded himself passively to his fate, and emerged from the
glen on the platform above; his captor's knotted old hand still on his arm, and
looked round on the tall mysterious trees, and the gray front of the castle, revealed
in the imperfect moonlight, as upon the scenery of a dream.


The old man who, with thin wiry
legs, walked by his side, in a dingy white coat, and blue facings, and great
pewter buttons, with his silver gray hair escaping from under his battered
three-cocked hat; and his shrewd puckered resolute face, in which the boy could
read no promise of sympathy, showing so white and phantom-like in the
moonlight, was, as he thought, the incarnate ideal of a fairy.


This figure led him in silence
under the great arched gateway, and across the grass-grown court, to the door
in the far angle of the building; and so, in the dark, round and round, up a
stone screw stair, and with a short turn into a large room, with a fire of turf
and wood, burning on its long unused hearth, over which hung a pot, and about
it an old woman with a great wooden spoon was busy. An iron candlestick
supported their solitary candle; and about the floor of the room, as well as on
the table and chairs, lay a litter of all sorts of things; piles of old faded
hangings, boxes, trunks, clothes, pewter-plates, and cups; and I know not what
more.


But what instantly engaged the
fearful gaze of the boy were the figures of two ladies; red drugget cloaks they
had on, like the peasant girls of Munster and Connaught, and the rest of their
dress was pretty much in keeping. But they had the grand air, the refined
expression and beauty, and above all, the serene air of command that belong to
people of a higher rank.


The elder, with black hair and
full brown eyes, sat writing at the deal table on which the candle stood, and
raised her dark gaze to the boy as he came in. The other, with her hood thrown
back, beautiful and riant, with a flood of wavy golden hair, and great
blue eyes, and with something kind, and arch, and strange in her countenance,
struck him as the most wonderful beauty he could have imagined.


They questioned the man in a
language strange to the child. It was not English, for he had a smattering of
that, and the man's story seemed to amuse them. The two young ladies exchanged
a glance, and smiled mysteriously. He was more convinced than ever that he was
among the good people. The younger stepped gaily forward and said— 


"Do you know who I
am, my little man? Well, I'm the fairy Una, and this is my palace; and that
fairy you see there (pointing to the dark lady, who was looking out something
in a box), is my sister and family physician, the Lady Graveairs; and these
(glancing at the old man and woman), are some of my courtiers; and I'm
considering now what I shall do with you, whether I shall send you
to-night to Lough Guir, riding on a rush, to make my compliments to the Earl of
Desmond in his enchanted castle; or, straight to your bed, two thousand miles
under ground, among the gnomes; or to prison in that little corner of the moon
you see through the window— with the man-in-the-moon for your gaoler, for
thrice three hundred years and a day! There, don't cry. You only see how
serious a thing it is for you, little boys, to come so near my castle. Now, for
this once, I'll let you go. But, henceforward, any boys I, or my people, may
find within half a mile round my castle, shall belong to me for life, and never
behold their home or their people more."


And she sang a little air and chased
mystically half a dozen steps before him, holding out her cloak with her pretty
fingers, and courtesying very low, to his indescribable alarm.


Then, with a little laugh, she
said— 


"My little man, we must mend
your head."


And so they washed his scratch,
and the elder one applied a plaister to it. And she of the great blue eyes took
out of her pocket a little French box of bon-bons and emptied it into his hand,
and she said— 


"You need not be afraid to
eat these— they are very good— and I'll send my fairy, Blanc-et-bleu, to set
you free. Take him (she addressed Larry), and let him go, with a solemn
charge."


The elder, with a grave and
affectionate smile, said, looking on the fairy— 


"Brave, dear, wild Una!
nothing can ever quell your gaiety of heart."


And Una kissed her merrily on the
cheek.


So the oak door of the room again
opened, and Shaeen, with his conductor, descended the stair. He walked with the
scared boy in grim silence near half way down the wild hill-side toward Murroa,
and then he stopped, and said in Irish— 


"You never saw the fairies
before, my fine fellow, and 'tisn't often those who once set eyes on us return
to tell it. Whoever comes nearer, night or day, than this stone," and he
tapped it with the end of his cane, "will never see his home again, for
we'll keep him till the day of judgment; good-night, little gossoon— and away
with you."


So these young ladies, Alice and
Una, with two old servants, by their father's direction, had taken up their
abode in a portion of that side of the old castle which overhung the glen; and
with the furniture and hangings they had removed from their late residence, and
with the aid of glass in the casements and some other indispensable repairs,
and a thorough airing, they made the rooms they had selected just habitable, as
a rude and temporary shelter.


 


3: The Priest's Adventures in
the Glen


 


AT FIRST, of course, they saw or
heard little of their father. In general, however, they knew that his plan was
to procure some employment in France, and to remove them there. Their present
strange abode was only an adventure and an episode, and they believed that any
day they might receive instructions to commence their journey.


After a little while the pursuit
relaxed. The government, I believe, did not care, provided he did not obtrude
himself, what became of him, or where he concealed himself. At all events, the
local authorities showed no disposition to hunt him down. The young ladies'
charges on the little forfeited property were paid without any dispute, and no
vexatious inquiries were raised as to what had become of the furniture and
other personal property which had been carried away from the forfeited house.


The haunted reputation of the
castle— for in those days, in matters of the marvellous, the oldest were children—
secured the little family in the seclusion they coveted. Once, or sometimes
twice a week, old Laurence, with a shaggy little pony, made a secret expedition
to the city of Limerick, starting before dawn, and returning under the cover of
the night, with his purchases. There was beside an occasional sly moonlit visit
from the old parish priest, and a midnight mass in the old castle for the
little outlawed congregation.


As the alarm and inquiry
subsided, their father made them, now and then, a brief and stealthy visit. At
first these were but of a night's duration, and with great precaution; but
gradually they were extended and less guarded. Still he was, as the phrase is
in Munster, "on his keeping." He had firearms always by his bed, and
had arranged places of concealment in the castle in the event of a surprise.
But no attempt nor any disposition to molest him appearing, he grew more at
ease, if not more cheerful.


It came, at last, that he would
sometimes stay so long as two whole months at a time, and then depart as
suddenly and mysteriously as he came. I suppose he had always some promising
plot on hand, and his head full of ingenious treason, and lived on the sickly
and exciting dietary of hope deferred.


Was there a poetical justice in
this, that the little ménage thus secretly established, in the solitary
and time-worn pile, should have themselves experienced, but from causes not so
easily explicable, those very supernatural perturbations which they had
themselves essayed to inspire?


The interruption of the old
priest's secret visits was the earliest consequence of the mysterious
interference which now began to display itself. One night, having left his cob
in care of his old sacristan in the little village, he trudged on foot along
the winding pathway, among the gray rocks and ferns that threaded the glen,
intending a ghostly visit to the fair recluses of the castle, and he lost his
way in this strange fashion.


There was moonlight, indeed, but
it was little more than quarter-moon, and a long train of funereal clouds were
sailing slowly across the sky— so that, faint and wan as it was, the light
seldom shone full out, and was often hidden for a minute or two altogether.
When he reached the point in the glen where the castle-stairs were wont to be,
he could see nothing of them, and above, no trace of the castle-towers. So,
puzzled somewhat, he pursued his way up the ravine, wondering how his walk had
become so unusually protracted and fatiguing.


At last, sure enough, he saw the
castle as plain as could be, and a lonely streak of candle-light issuing from
the tower, just as usual, when his visit was expected. But he could not find
the stair; and had to clamber among the rocks and copse-wood the best way he
could. But when he emerged at top, there was nothing but the bare heath. Then
the clouds stole over the moon again, and he moved along with hesitation and
difficulty, and once more he saw the outline of the castle against the sky,
quite sharp and clear. But this time it proved to be a great battlemented mass
of cloud on the horizon. In a few minutes more he was quite close, all of a
sudden, to the great front, rising gray and dim in the feeble light, and not
till he could have struck it with his good oak "wattle" did he
discover it to be only one of those wild, gray frontages of living rock that
rise here and there in picturesque tiers along the slopes of those solitary
mountains. And so, till dawn, pursuing this mirage of the castle, through pools
and among ravines, he wore out a night of miserable misadventure and fatigue.


Another night, riding up the
glen, so far as the level way at bottom would allow, and intending to make his
nag fast at his customary tree, he hears on a sudden a horrid shriek at top of
the steep rocks above his head, and something— a gigantic human form, it
seemed— came tumbling and bounding headlong down through the rocks, and fell
with a fearful impetus just before his horse's hoofs and there lay like a huge
palpitating carcass. The horse was scared, as, indeed, was his rider, too, and
more so when this apparently lifeless thing sprang up to his legs, and throwing
his arms apart to bar their further progress, advanced his white and gigantic
face towards them. Then the horse started about, with a snort of terror, nearly
unseating the priest, and broke away into a furious and uncontrollable gallop.


I need not recount all the
strange and various misadventures which the honest priest sustained in his
endeavours to visit the castle, and its isolated tenants. They were enough to
wear out his resolution, and frighten him into submission. And so at last these
spiritual visits quite ceased; and fearing to awaken inquiry and suspicion, he
thought it only prudent to abstain from attempting them in the daytime.


So the young ladies of the castle
were more alone than ever. Their father, whose visits were frequently of long
duration, had of late ceased altogether to speak of their contemplated
departure for France, grew angry at any allusion to it, and they feared, had
abandoned the plan altogether.


 


4: The Light in the Bell Tower


 


SHORTLY AFTER the discontinuance
of the priest's visits, old Laurence, one night, to his surprise, saw light
issuing from a window in the Bell Tower. It was at first only a tremulous red ray,
visible only for a few minutes, which seemed to pass from the room, through
whose window it escaped upon the courtyard of the castle, and so to lose
itself. This tower and casement were in the angle of the building, exactly
confronting that in which the little outlawed family had taken up their
quarters.


The whole family were troubled at
the appearance of this dull red ray from the chamber in the Bell Tower. Nobody
knew what to make of it. But Laurence, who had campaigned in Italy with his old
master, the young ladies' grandfather— "the heavens be his bed this
night!"— was resolved to see it out, and took his great horse-pistols with
him, and ascended to the corridor leading to the tower. But his search was
vain.


This light left a sense of great
uneasiness among the inmates, and most certainly it was not pleasant to suspect
the establishment of an independent and possibly dangerous lodger or even
colony, within the walls of the same old building.


The light very soon appeared
again, steadier and somewhat brighter, in the same chamber. Again old Laurence
buckled on his armour, swearing ominously to himself, and this time bent in
earnest upon conflict. The young ladies watched in thrilling suspense from the
great window in their stronghold, looking diagonally across the court.
But as Laurence, who had entered the massive range of buildings opposite, might
be supposed to be approaching the chamber from which this ill-omened glare
proceeded, it steadily waned, finally disappearing altogether, just a few seconds
before his voice was heard shouting from the arched window to know which way
the light had gone.


This lighting up of the great
chamber of the Bell Tower grew at last to be of frequent and almost continual
recurrence. It was, there, long ago, in times of trouble and danger, that the
De Lacys of those evil days used to sit in feudal judgment upon captive
adversaries, and, as tradition alleged, often gave them no more time for shrift
and prayer, than it needed to mount to the battlement of the turret overhead,
from which they were forthwith hung by the necks, for a caveat and admonition
to all evil disposed persons viewing the same from the country beneath.


Old Laurence observed these
mysterious glimmerings with an evil and an anxious eye, and many and various
were the stratagems he tried, but in vain, to surprise the audacious intruders.
It is, however, I believe, a fact that no phenomenon, no matter how startling
at first, if prosecuted with tolerable regularity, and unattended with any new
circumstances of terror, will very long continue to excite alarm or even
wonder.


So the family came to acquiesce
in this mysterious light. No harm accompanied it. Old Laurence, as he smoked
his lonely pipe in the grass-grown courtyard, would cast a disturbed glance at
it, as it softly glowed out through the darking aperture, and mutter a prayer
or an oath. But he had given over the chase as a hopeless business. And Peggy
Sullivan, the old dame of all work, when, by chance, for she never willingly
looked toward the haunted quarter, she caught the faint reflection of its dull
effulgence with the corner of her eye, would sign herself with the cross or
fumble at her beads, and deeper furrows would gather in her forehead, and her
face grow ashen and perturbed. And this was not mended by the levity with which
the young ladies, with whom the spectre had lost his influence, familiarity, as
usual, breeding contempt, had come to talk, and even to jest, about it.


 


5: The Man With the
Claret-Mark


 


BUT AS THE former excitement
flagged, old Peggy Sullivan produced a new one; for she solemnly avowed that
she had seen a thin-faced man, with an ugly red mark all over the side of his
cheek, looking out of the same window, just at sunset, before the young ladies
returned from their evening walk.


This sounded in their ears like
an old woman's dream, but still it was an excitement, jocular in the morning,
and just, perhaps, a little fearful as night overspread the vast and desolate
building, but still, not wholly unpleasant. This little flicker of credulity
suddenly, however, blazed up into the full light of conviction.


Old Laurence, who was not given
to dreaming, and had a cool, hard head, and an eye like a hawk, saw the same
figure, just about the same hour, when the last level gleam of sunset was
tinting the summits of the towers and the tops of the tall trees that
surrounded them.


He had just entered the court
from the great gate, when he heard all at once the hard peculiar twitter of
alarm which sparrows make when a cat or a hawk invades their safety, rising all
round from the thick ivy that overclimbed the wall on his left, and raising his
eyes listlessly, he saw, with a sort of shock, a thin, ungainly man, standing
with his legs crossed, in the recess of the window from which the light was wont
to issue, leaning with his elbows on the stone mullion, and looking down with a
sort of sickly sneer, his hollow yellow cheeks being deeply stained on one side
with what is called a "claret mark."


"I have you at last, you
villain!" cried Larry, in a strange rage and panic: "drop down out of
that on the grass here, and give yourself up, or I'll shoot you."


The threat was backed with an
oath, and he drew from his coat pocket the long holster pistol he was wont to
carry, and covered his man cleverly.


"I give you while I count
ten— one-two-three-four. If you draw back, I'll fire, mind; five-six— you'd
better be lively— seven-eight-nine— one chance more; will you come down? Then
take it— ten!"


Bang went the pistol. The
sinister stranger was hardly fifteen feet removed from him, and Larry was a
dead shot. But this time he made a scandalous miss, for the shot knocked a
little white dust from the stone wall a full yard at one side; and the fellow
never shifted his negligent posture or qualified his sardonic smile during the
procedure.


Larry was mortified and angry.


"You'll not get off this
time, my tulip!" he said with a grin, exchanging the smoking weapon for
the loaded pistol in reserve.


"What are you pistolling,
Larry?" said a familiar voice close by his elbow, and he saw his master,
accompanied by a handsome young man in a cloak.


"That villain, your honour,
in the window, there."


"Why there's nobody there,
Larry," said De Lacy, with a laugh, though that was no common indulgence
with him.


As Larry gazed, the figure
somehow dissolved and broke up without receding. A hanging tuft of yellow and
red ivy nodded queerly in place of the face, some broken and discoloured
masonry in perspective took up the outline and colouring of the arms and
figure, and two imperfect red and yellow lichen streaks carried on the curved
tracing of the long spindle shanks. Larry blessed himself, and drew his hand
across his damp forehead, over his bewildered eyes, and could not speak for a
minute. It was all some devilish trick; he could take his oath he saw every
feature in the fellow's face, the lace and buttons of his cloak and doublet,
and even his long finger nails and thin yellow fingers that overhung the
cross-shaft of the window, where there was now nothing but a rusty stain left.


The young gentleman who had
arrived with De Lacy, staid that night and shared with great apparent relish
the homely fare of the family. He was a gay and gallant Frenchman, and the
beauty of the younger lady, and her pleasantry and spirit, seemed to make his hours
pass but too swiftly, and the moment of parting sad.


When he had departed early in the
morning, Ultor De Lacy had a long talk with his elder daughter, while the
younger was busy with her early dairy task, for among their retainers this proles
generosa reckoned a "kind" little Kerry cow.


He told her that he had visited
France since he had been last at Cappercullen, and how good and gracious their
sovereign had been, and how he had arranged a noble alliance for her sister
Una. The young gentleman was of high blood, and though not rich, had,
nevertheless, his acres and his nom de terre, besides a captain's rank
in the army. He was, in short, the very gentleman with whom they had parted
only that morning. On what special business he was now in Ireland there was no
necessity that he should speak; but being here he had brought him hither to
present him to his daughter, and found that the impression she had made was
quite what was desirable.


"You, you know, dear Alice,
are promised to a conventual life. Had it been otherwise—"


He hesitated for a moment.


"You are right, dear
father," she said, kissing his hand, "I am so promised, and no
earthly tie or allurement has power to draw me from that holy engagement."


"Well," he said,
returning her caress, "I do not mean to urge you upon that point. It must
not, however, be until Una's marriage has taken place. That cannot be, for many
good reasons, sooner than this time twelve months; we shall then exchange this
strange and barbarous abode for Paris, where are many eligible convents, in
which are entertained as sisters some of the noblest ladies of France; and
there, too, in Una's marriage will be continued, though not the name, at all
events the blood, the lineage, and the title which, so sure as justice
ultimately governs the course of human events, will be again established,
powerful and honoured in this country, the scene of their ancient glory and
transitory misfortunes. Meanwhile, we must not mention this engagement to Una.
Here she runs no risk of being sought or won; but the mere knowledge that her
hand was absolutely pledged, might excite a capricious opposition and repining
such as neither I nor you would like to see; therefore be secret."


The same evening he took Alice
with him for a ramble round the castle wall, while they talked of grave
matters, and he as usual allowed her a dim and doubtful view of some of those
cloud-built castles in which he habitually dwelt, and among which his jaded hopes
revived.


They were walking upon a pleasant
short sward of darkest green, on one side overhung by the gray castle walls,
and on the other by the forest trees that here and there closely approached it,
when precisely as they turned the angle of the Bell Tower, they were
encountered by a person walking directly towards them. The sight of a stranger,
with the exception of the one visitor introduced by her father, was in this
place so absolutely unprecedented, that Alice was amazed and affrighted to such
a degree that for a moment she stood stock-still.


But there was more in this
apparition to excite unpleasant emotions, than the mere circumstance of its
unexpectedness. The figure was very strange, being that of a tall, lean,
ungainly man, dressed in a dingy suit, somewhat of a Spanish fashion, with a
brown laced cloak, and faded red stockings. He had long lank legs, long arms,
hands, and fingers, and a very long sickly face, with a drooping nose, and a
sly, sarcastic leer, and a great purplish stain over-spreading more than half
of one cheek.


As he strode past, he touched his
cap with his thin, discoloured fingers, and an ugly side glance, and
disappeared round the corner. The eyes of father and daughter followed him in
silence.


Ultor De Lacy seemed first
absolutely terror-stricken, and then suddenly inflamed with ungovernable fury.
He dropped his cane on the ground, drew his rapier, and, without wasting a
thought on his daughter, pursued.


He just had a glimpse of the
retreating figure as it disappeared round the far angle. The plume, and the
lank hair, the point of the rapier-scabbard, the flutter of the skirt of the
cloak, and one red stocking and heel; and this was the last he saw of him.


When Alice reached his side, his
drawn sword still in his hand, he was in a state of abject agitation.


"Thank Heaven, he's
gone!" she exclaimed.


"He's gone," echoed
Ultor, with a strange glare.


"And you are safe," she
added, clasping his hand.


He sighed a great sigh.


"And you don't think he's
coming back?"


"He!— who?"


"The stranger who passed us
but now. Do you know him, father?"


"Yes— and— no, child— I know
him not— and yet I know him too well. Would to heaven we could leave this
accursed haunt to-night. Cursed be the stupid malice that first provoked this
horrible feud, which no sacrifice and misery can appease, and no exorcism can
quell or even suspend. The wretch has come from afar with a sure instinct to
devour my last hope— to dog us into our last retreat— and to blast with his
triumph the very dust and ruins of our house. What ails that stupid priest that
he has given over his visits? Are my children to be left without mass or
confession— the sacraments which guard as well as save— because he once
loses his way in a mist, or mistakes a streak of foam in the brook for a dead man's
face? D——n him!"


"See, Alice, if he
won't come," he resumed, "you must only write your confession
to him in full— you and Una. Laurence is trusty, and will carry it— and we'll
get the bishop's— or, if need be, the Pope's leave for him to give you absolution.
I'll move heaven and earth, but you shall have the sacraments, poor
children!— and see him. I've been a wild fellow in my youth, and never
pretended to sanctity; but I know there's but one safe way— and— and— keep you
each a bit of this— (he opened a small silver box)— about you while you stay
here— fold and sew it up reverently in a bit of the old psaltery parchment and
wear it next your hearts— 'tis a fragment of the consecrated wafer— and will
help, with the saints' protection, to guard you from harm— and be strict in
fasts, and constant in prayer— I can do nothing— nor devise any help.
The curse has fallen, indeed, on me and mine."


And Alice, saw, in silence, the
tears of despair roll down his pale and agitated face.


This adventure was also a secret,
and Una was to hear nothing of it.


 


6: Voices


 


NOW UNA, nobody knew why, began
to lose spirit, and to grow pale. Her fun and frolic were quite gone! Even her
songs ceased. She was silent with her sister, and loved solitude better. She
said she was well, and quite happy, and could in no wise be got to account for
the lamentable change that had stolen over her. She had grown odd too, and
obstinate in trifles; and strangely reserved and cold.


Alice was very unhappy in
consequence. What was the cause of this estrangement— had she offended her, and
how? But Una had never before borne resentment for an hour. What could have
altered her entire nature so? Could it be the shadow and chill of coming
insanity?


Once or twice, when her sister
urged her with tears and entreaties to disclose the secret of her changed
spirits and demeanour, she seemed to listen with a sort of silent wonder and
suspicion, and then she looked for a moment full upon her, and seemed on the
very point of revealing all. But the earnest dilated gaze stole downward to the
floor, and subsided into an odd wily smile, and she began to whisper to
herself, and the smile and the whisper were both a mystery to Alice.


She and Alice slept in the same bedroom—
a chamber in a projecting tower— which on their arrival, when poor Una was so
merry, they had hung round with old tapestry, and decorated fantastically
according to their skill and frolic. One night, as they went to bed, Una said,
as if speaking to herself— 


" 'Tis my last night in this
room— I shall sleep no more with Alice."


"And what has poor Alice
done, Una, to deserve your strange unkindness?"


Una looked on her curiously, and
half frightened, and then the odd smile stole over her face like a gleam of
moonlight.


"My poor Alice, what have
you to do with it?" she whispered.


"And why do you talk of
sleeping no more with me?" said Alice.


"Why? Alice dear— no why— no
reason— only a knowledge that it must be so, or Una will die."


"Die, Una darling!— what can
you mean?"


"Yes, sweet Alice, die,
indeed. We must all die some time, you know, or— or undergo a change; and my
time is near— very near— unless I sleep apart from you."


"Indeed, Una, sweetheart, I
think you are ill, but not near death."


"Una knows what you think,
wise Alice— but she's not mad— on the contrary, she's wiser than other
folks."


"She's sadder and stranger
too," said Alice, tenderly.


"Knowledge is sorrow,"
answered Una, and she looked across the room through her golden hair which she
was combing— and through the window, beyond which lay the tops of the great
trees, and the still foliage of the glen in the misty moonlight.


"'Tis enough, Alice dear; it
must be so. The bed must move hence, or Una's bed will be low enough ere long.
See, it shan't be far though, only into that small room."


She pointed to an inner room or
closet opening from that in which they lay. The walls of the building were
hugely thick, and there were double doors of oak between the chambers, and
Alice thought, with a sigh, how completely separated they were going to be.


However she offered no
opposition. The change was made, and the girls for the first time since
childhood lay in separate chambers. A few nights afterwards Alice, awoke late
in the night from a dreadful dream, in which the sinister figure which she and
her father had encountered in their ramble round the castle walls, bore a
principal part.


When she awoke there were still
in her ears the sounds which had mingled in her dream. They were the notes of a
deep, ringing, bass voice rising from the glen beneath the castle walls—
something between humming and singing— listlessly unequal and intermittent,
like the melody of a man whiling away the hours over his work. While she was
wondering at this unwonted minstrelsy, there came a silence, and— could she
believe her ears?— it certainly was Una's clear low contralto— softly singing a
bar or two from the window. Then once more silence— and then again the strange
manly voice, faintly chaunting from the leafy abyss.


With a strange wild feeling of
suspicion and terror, Alice glided to the window. The moon who sees so many
things, and keeps all secrets, with her cold impenetrable smile, was high in
the sky. But Alice saw the red flicker of a candle from Una's window, and, she thought,
the shadow of her head against the deep side wall of its recess. Then this was
gone, and there were no more sights or sounds that night.


As they sate at breakfast, the
small birds were singing merrily from among the sun-tipped foliage.


"I love this music,"
said Alice, unusually pale and sad; "it comes with the pleasant light of
morning. I remember, Una, when you used to sing, like those gay birds,
in the fresh beams of the morning; that was in the old time, when Una kept no
secret from poor Alice."


"And Una knows what her sage
Alice means; but there are other birds, silent all day long, and, they say, the
sweetest too, that love to sing by night alone."


So things went on— the elder girl
pained and melancholy— the younger silent, changed, and unaccountable.


A little while after this, very
late one night, on awaking, Alice heard a conversation being carried on in her
sister's room. There seemed to be no disguise about it. She could not
distinguish the words, indeed, the walls being some six feet thick, and two
great oak doors intercepting. But Una's clear voice, and the deep bell-like
tones of the unknown, made up the dialogue.


Alice sprung from her bed, threw
her clothes about her, and tried to enter her sister's room; but the inner door
was bolted. The voices ceased to speak as she knocked, and Una opened it, and
stood before her in her night-dress, candle in hand.


"Una— Una, darling, as you
hope for peace, tell me who is here?" cried frightened Alice, with her
trembling arms about her neck.


Una drew back, with her large,
innocent blue eyes fixed full upon her.


"Come in, Alice," she
said, coldly.


And in came Alice, with a fearful
glance around. There was no hiding place there; a chair, a table, a little
bed-stead, and two or three pegs in the wall to hang clothes on; a narrow
window, with two iron bars across; no hearth or chimney— nothing but bare
walls.


Alice looked round in amazement,
and her eyes glanced with painful inquiry into those of her sister's. Una
smiled one of her peculiar sidelong smiles, and said— 


"Strange dreams! I've been
dreaming— so has Alice. She hears and sees Una's dreams, and wonders— and well
she may."


And she kissed her sister's cheek
with a cold kiss, and lay down in her little bed, her slender hand under her head,
and spoke no more.


Alice, not knowing what to think,
went back to hers.


About this time Ultor de Lacy
returned. He heard his elder daughter's strange narrative with marked
uneasiness, and his agitation seemed to grow rather than subside. He enjoined her,
however, not to mention it to the old servant, nor in presence of anybody she
might chance to see, but only to him and to the priest, if he could be
persuaded to resume his duty and return. The trial, however, such as it was,
could not endure very long; matters had turned out favourably. The union of his
younger daughter might be accomplished within a few months, and in eight or
nine weeks they should be on their way to Paris.


A night or two after her father's
arrival, Alice, in the dead of the night, heard the well-known strange deep
voice speaking softly, as it seemed, close to her own window on the outside;
and Una's voice, clear and tender, spoke in answer. She hurried to her own
casement, and pushed it open, kneeling in the deep embrasure, and looking with
a stealthy and affrighted gaze towards her sister's window. As she crossed the
floor the voices subsided, and she saw a light withdrawn from within. The
moonbeams slanted bright and clear on the whole side of the castle overlooking
the glen, and she plainly beheld the shadow of a man projected on the wall as
on a screen.


This black shadow recalled with a
horrid thrill the outline and fashion of the figure in the Spanish dress. There
were the cap and mantle, the rapier, the long thin limbs and sinister
angularity. It was so thrown obliquely that the hands reached to the
window-sill, and the feet stretched and stretched, longer and longer as she
looked, toward the ground, and disappeared in the general darkness; and the
rest, with a sudden flicker, shot downwards, as shadows will on the sudden
movement of a light, and was lost in one gigantic leap down the castle wall.


"I do not know whether I
dream or wake when I hear and see these sights; but I will ask my father to sit
up with me, and we two surely cannot be mistaken. May the holy saints
keep and guard us!" And in her terror she buried her head under the
bed-clothes, and whispered her prayers for an hour.


 


7: Una's Love


 


"I HAVE BEEN with Father
Denis," said De Lacy, next day, "and he will come to-morrow; and,
thank Heaven! you may both make your confession and hear mass, and my mind will
be at rest; and you'll find poor Una happier and more like herself."


But 'tween cup and lip there's
many a slip. The priest was not destined to hear poor Una's shrift. When she
bid her sister good-night she looked on her with her large, cold, wild eyes,
till something of her old human affections seemed to gather there, and they
slowly filled with tears, which dropped one after the other on her homely dress
as she gazed in her sister's face.


Alice, delighted, sprang up, and
clasped her arms about her neck. "My own darling treasure, 'tis all over;
you love your poor Alice again, and will be happier than ever."


But while she held her in her
embrace Una's eyes were turned towards the window, and her lips apart, and
Alice felt instinctively that her thoughts were already far away.


"Hark!— listen!— hush!"
and Una, with her delighted gaze fixed, as if she saw far away beyond the
castle wall, the trees, the glen, and the night's dark curtain, held her hand
raised near her ear, and waved her head slightly in time, as it seemed, to
music that reached not Alice's ear, and smiled her strange pleased smile, and
then the smile slowly faded away, leaving that sly suspicious light behind it
which somehow scared her sister with an uncertain sense of danger; and she sang
in tones so sweet and low that it seemed but a reverie of a song, recalling, as
Alice fancied, the strain to which she had just listened in that strange
ecstasy, the plaintive and beautiful Irish ballad, "Shule, shule, shule,
aroon," the midnight summons of the outlawed Irish soldier to his darling
to follow him.


Alice had slept little the night
before. She was now overpowered with fatigue; and leaving her candle burning by
her bedside, she fell into a deep sleep. From this she awoke suddenly, and
completely, as will sometimes happen without any apparent cause, and she saw
Una come into the room. She had a little purse of embroidery— her own work— in
her hand; and she stole lightly to the bedside, with her peculiar oblique
smile, and evidently thinking that her sister was asleep.


Alice was thrilled with a strange
terror, and did not speak or move; and her sister, slipped her hand softly
under her bolster, and withdrew it. Then Una stood for a while by the hearth,
and stretched her hand up to the mantelpiece, from which she took a little bit
of chalk, and Alice thought she saw her place it in the fingers of a long
yellow hand that was stealthily introduced from her own chamber-door to receive
it; and Una paused in the dark recess of the door, and smiled over her shoulder
toward her sister, and then glided into her room, closing the doors.


Almost freezing with terror,
Alice rose and glided after her, and stood in her chamber, screaming— 


"Una, Una, in heaven's name
what troubles you?"


But Una seemed to have been sound
asleep in her bed, and raised herself with a start, and looking upon her with a
peevish surprise, said— 


"What does Alice seek
here?"


"You were in my room, Una,
dear; you seem disturbed and troubled."


"Dreams, Alice. My dreams
crossing your brain; only dreams— dreams. Get you to bed, and sleep."


And to bed she went, but not
to sleep. She lay awake more than an hour; and then Una emerged once more from
her room. This time she was fully dressed, and had her cloak and thick shoes
on, as their rattle on the floor plainly discovered. She had a little bundle
tied up in a handkerchief in her hand, and her hood was drawn about her head;
and thus equipped, as it seemed, for a journey, she came and stood at the foot
of Alice's bed, and stared on her with a look so soulless and terrible that her
senses almost forsook her. Then she turned and went back into her own chamber.


She may have returned; but Alice
thought not— at least she did not see her. But she lay in great excitement and
perturbation; and was terrified, about an hour later, by a knock at her chamber
door— not that opening into Una's room, but upon the little passage from the
stone screw staircase. She sprang from her bed; but the door was secured on the
inside, and she felt relieved. The knock was repeated, and she heard some one
laughing softly on the outside.


The morning came at last; that
dreadful night was over. But Una! Where was Una?


Alice never saw her more. On the
head of her empty bed were traced in chalk the words— Ultor de Lacy, Ultor
O'Donnell. And Alice found beneath her own pillow the little purse of
embroidery she had seen in Una's hand. It was her little parting token, and
bore the simple legend— "Una's love!"


De Lacy's rage and horror were
boundless. He charged the priest, in frantic language, with having exposed his
child, by his cowardice and neglect, to the machinations of the Fiend, and
raved and blasphemed like a man demented.


It is said that he procured a
solemn exorcism to be performed, in the hope of disenthralling and recovering
his daughter. Several times, it is alleged, she was seen by the old servants.
Once on a sweet summer morning, in the window of the tower, she was perceived
combing her beautiful golden tresses, and holding a little mirror in her hand;
and first, when she saw herself discovered, she looked affrighted, and then
smiled, her slanting, cunning smile. Sometimes, too, in the glen, by moonlight,
it was said belated villagers had met her, always startled first, and then
smiling, generally singing snatches of old Irish ballads, that seemed to bear a
sort of dim resemblance to her melancholy fate. The apparition has long ceased.
But it is said that now and again, perhaps once in two or three years, late on
a summer night, you may hear— but faint and far away in the recesses of the
glen— the sweet, sad notes of Una's voice, singing those plaintive melodies.
This, too, of course, in time will cease, and all be forgotten.


 


8: Sister Agnes and the
Portrait


 


WHEN ULTOR de Lacy died, his
daughter Alice found among his effects a small box, containing a portrait such
as I have described. When she looked on it, she recoiled in horror. There, in
the plenitude of its sinister peculiarities, was faithfully portrayed the
phantom which lived with a vivid and horrible accuracy in her remembrance.
Folded in the same box was a brief narrative, stating that, "A.D. 1601, in
the month of December, Walter de Lacy, of Cappercullen, made many prisoners at
the ford of Ownhey, or Abington, of Irish and Spanish soldiers, flying from the
great overthrow of the rebel powers at Kinsale, and among the number one
Roderic O'Donnell, an arch traitor, and near kinsman to that other O'Donnell
who led the rebels; who, claiming kindred through his mother to De Lacy, sued
for his life with instant and miserable entreaty, and offered great ransom, but
was by De Lacy, through great zeal for the queen, as some thought, cruelly put
to death. When he went to the tower-top, where was the gallows, finding himself
in extremity, and no hope of mercy, he swore that though he could work them no
evil before his death, yet that he would devote himself thereafter to blast the
greatness of the De Lacys, and never leave them till his work was done. He hath
been seen often since, and always for that family perniciously, insomuch that
it hath been the custom to show to young children of that lineage the picture
of the said O'Donnell, in little, taken among his few valuables, to prevent
their being misled by him unawares, so that he should not have his will, who by
devilish wiles and hell-born cunning, hath steadfastly sought the ruin of that
ancient house, and especially to leave that stemma generosum destitute
of issue for the transmission of their pure blood and worshipful name."


Old Miss Croker, of Ross House,
who was near seventy in the year 1821, when she related this story to me, had
seen and conversed with Alice de Lacy, a professed nun, under the name of
Sister Agnes, in a religious house in King-street, in Dublin, founded by the
famous Duchess of Tyrconnell, and had the narrative from her own lips. I
thought the tale worth preserving, and have no more to say.


_______________
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THE SYMPOSIUM of the preceding evening had been a little too
much for my nerves. I had a wretched headache, and was desperately drowsy.
Instead of going out, therefore, to spend the evening as I had proposed, it
occurred to me that I could not do a wiser thing than just eat a mouthful of
supper and go immediately to bed.


A light supper of course.
I am exceedingly fond of Welsh rabbit. More than a pound at once, however, may
not at all times be advisable. Still, there can be no material objection to
two. And really between two and three, there is merely a single unit of
difference. I ventured, perhaps, upon four. My wife will have it five;— but,
clearly, she has confounded two very distinct affairs. The abstract number,
five, I am willing to admit; but, concretely, it has reference to bottles of
Brown Stout, without which, in the way of condiment, Welsh rabbit is to be
eschewed.


Having thus concluded a frugal
meal, and donned my night-cap, with the serene hope of enjoying it till noon
the next day, I placed my head upon the pillow, and through the aid of a
capital conscience, fell into a profound slumber forthwith.


But when were the hopes of
humanity fulfilled? I could not have completed my third snore when there came a
furious ringing at the street-door bell, and then an impatient thumping at the
knocker, which awakened me at once. In a minute afterward, and while I was
still rubbing my eyes, my wife thrust in my face a note from my old friend,
Doctor Ponnonner. It ran thus:


 


Come
to me by all means, my dear good friend, as soon as you receive this. Come and
help us to rejoice. At last, by long persevering diplomacy, I have gained the
assent of the Directors of the City Museum, to my examination of the Mummy— you
know the one I mean. I have permission to unswathe it and open it, if
desirable. A few friends only will be present— you, of course. The Mummy is now
at my house, and we shall begin to unroll it at eleven to-night.


Yours
ever, 


Ponnonner.


 


By the time I had reached the
"Ponnonner," it struck me that I was as wide awake as a man need be.
I leaped out of bed in an ecstasy, overthrowing all in my way; dressed myself
with a rapidity truly marvellous; and set off, at the top of my speed, for the
Doctor's.


There I found a very eager
company assembled. They had been awaiting me with much impatience; the Mummy
was extended upon the dining table; and the moment I entered, its examination
was commenced.


It was one of a pair brought,
several years previously, by Captain Arthur Sabretash, a cousin of Ponnonner's,
from a tomb near Eleithias, in the Lybian Mountains, a considerable distance
above Thebes on the Nile. The grottoes at this point, although less magnificent
than the Theban sepulchres, are of higher interest, on account of affording
more numerous illustrations of the private life of the Egyptians. The chamber
from which our specimen was taken, was said to be very rich in such
illustrations; the walls being completely covered with fresco paintings and
bas-reliefs, while statues, vases, and Mosaic work of rich patterns, indicated
the vast wealth of the deceased.


The treasure had been deposited
in the Museum precisely in the same condition in which Captain Sabretash had
found it;— that is to say, the coffin had not been disturbed. For eight years
it had thus stood, subject only externally to public inspection. We had now,
therefore, the complete Mummy at our disposal; and to those who are aware how
very rarely the unransacked antique reaches our shores, it will be evident, at
once, that we had great reason to congratulate ourselves upon our good fortune.


Approaching the table, I saw on
it a large box, or case, nearly seven feet long, and perhaps three feet wide,
by two feet and a half deep. It was oblong— not coffin-shaped. The material was
at first supposed to be the wood of the sycamore (platanus), but, upon
cutting into it, we found it to be pasteboard, or more properly, papier
maché, composed of papyrus. It was thickly ornamented with paintings,
representing funeral scenes, and other mournful subjects, interspersed among
which, in every variety of position, were certain series of hieroglyphical
characters intended, no doubt, for the name of the departed. By good luck, Mr.
Gliddon formed one of our party; and he had no difficulty in translating the
letters, which were simply phonetic, and represented the word, Allamistakeo.


We had some difficulty in getting
this case open without injury, but, having at length accomplished the task, we
came to a second, coffin-shaped, and very considerably less in size than the
exterior one, but resembling it precisely in every other respect. The interval
between the two was filled with resin, which had, in some degree, defaced the
colors of the interior box.


Upon opening this latter (which
we did quite easily,) we arrived at a third case, also coffin-shaped, and
varying from the second one in no particular, except in that of its material,
which was cedar, and still emitted the peculiar and highly aromatic odor of
that wood. Between the second and the third case there was no interval; the one
fitting accurately within the other.


Removing the third case, we
discovered and took out the body itself. We had expected to find it, as usual,
enveloped in frequent rolls, or bandages, of linen, but, in place of these, we
found a sort of sheath, made of papyrus, and coated with a layer of plaster,
thickly gilt and painted. The paintings represented subjects connected with the
various supposed duties of the soul, and its presentation to different
divinities, with numerous identical human figures, intended, very probably, as
portraits of the person embalmed. Extending from head to foot, was a columnar,
or perpendicular inscription in phonetic hieroglyphics, giving again his name
and titles, and the names and titles of his relations.


Around the neck thus ensheathed,
was a collar of cylindrical glass beads, diverse in color, and so arranged as
to form images of deities, of the scarabæus, etc., with the winged globe.
Around the small of the waist was a similar collar, or belt.


Stripping off the papyrus, we
found the flesh in excellent preservation, with no perceptible odor. The color
was reddish. The skin was hard, smooth and glossy. The teeth and hair were in
good condition. The eyes (it seemed) had been removed, and glass ones
substituted, which were very beautiful and wonderfully life-like, with the
exception of somewhat too determined a stare. The finger and toe nails were
brilliantly gilded.


Mr. Gliddon was of opinion, from
the redness of the epidermis, that the embalmment had been effected altogether
by asphaltum; but, on scraping the surface with a steel instrument, and
throwing into the fire some of the powder thus obtained, the flavor of camphor
and other sweet-scented gums became apparent.


We searched the corpse very
carefully for the usual openings through which the entrails are extracted, but,
to our surprise, we could discover none. No member of the party was at that
period aware that entire or unopened mummies are not unfrequently met. The
brain it was customary to withdraw through the nose; the intestines through an
incision in the side; the body was then shaved, washed, and salted; then laid
aside for several weeks, when the operation of embalming, properly so called,
began.


As no trace of an opening could
be found, Doctor Ponnonner was preparing his instruments for dissection, when I
observed that it was then past two o'clock. Hereupon it was agreed to postpone
the internal examination until the next evening; and we were about to separate
for the present, when some one suggested an experiment or two with the Voltaic
pile.


The application of electricity to
a Mummy three or four thousand years old at the least, was an idea, if not very
sage, still sufficiently original, and we all caught at it at once. About one
tenth in earnest and nine tenths in jest, we arranged a battery in the Doctor's
study, and conveyed thither the Egyptian.


It was only after much trouble
that we succeeded in laying bare some portions of the temporal muscle which
appeared of less stony rigidity than other parts of the frame, but which, as we
had anticipated, of course, gave no indication of galvanic susceptibility when
brought in contact with the wire. This the first trial, indeed, seemed
decisive, and, with a hearty laugh at our own absurdity, we were bidding each
other good night, when my eyes, happening to fall upon those of the Mummy, were
there immediately riveted in amazement. My brief glance, in fact, had sufficed
to assure me that the orbs which we had all supposed to be glass, and which
were originally noticeable for a certain wild stare, were now so far covered by
the lids that only a small portion of the tunica albuginea remained
visible.


With a shout I called attention
to the fact, and it became immediately obvious to all.


I cannot say that I was alarmed
at the phenomenon, because "alarmed" is, in my case, not exactly the
word. It is possible, however, that, but for the Brown Stout, I might have been
a little nervous. As for the rest of the company, they really made no attempt
at concealing the downright fright which possessed them. Doctor Ponnonner was a
man to be pitied. Mr. Gliddon, by some peculiar process, rendered himself
invisible. Mr. Silk Buckingham, I fancy, will scarcely be so bold as to deny
that he made his way, upon all fours, under the table.


After the first shock of
astonishment, however, we resolved, as a matter of course, upon farther
experiment forthwith. Our operations were now directed against the great toe of
the right foot. We made an incision over the outside of the exterior os
sesamoideum pollicis pedis, and thus got at the root of the abductor
muscle. Re-adjusting the battery, we now applied the fluid to the bisected
nerves— when, with a movement of exceeding life-likeness, the Mummy first drew
up its right knee so as to bring it nearly in contact with the abdomen, and
then, straightening the limb with inconceivable force, bestowed a kick upon
Doctor Ponnonner which had the effect of discharging that gentleman, like an
arrow from a catapult, through a window into the street below.


We rushed out en masse to
bring in the mangled remains of the victim, but had the happiness to meet him
upon the staircase, coming up in an unaccountable hurry, brimfull of the most
ardent philosophy, and more than ever impressed with the necessity of
prosecuting our experiments with rigor and with zeal.


It was by his advice,
accordingly, that we made, upon the spot, a profound incision into the tip of
the subject's nose, while the Doctor himself, laying violent hands upon it,
pulled it into vehement contact with the wire.


Morally and physically—
figuratively and literally— was the effect electric. In the first place, the
corpse opened its eyes and winked very rapidly for several minutes, as does Mr.
Barnes in the pantomime; in the second place, it sneezed; in the third, it sat
upon end; in the fourth, it shook its fist in Doctor Ponnonner's face; in the
fifth, turning to Messieurs Gliddon and Buckingham, it addressed them, in very
capital Egyptian, thus:


"I must say, gentlemen, that
I am as much surprised as I am mortified, at your behaviour. Of Doctor
Ponnonner nothing better was to be expected. He is a poor little fat fool who knows
no better. I pity and forgive him. But you, Mr. Gliddon— and you, Silk— who
have travelled and resided in Egypt until one might imagine you to the manor
born— you, I say, who have been so much among us that you speak Egyptian fully
as well, I think, as you write your mother tongue— you, whom I have always been
led to regard as the firm friend of the mummies— I really did anticipate more
gentlemanly conduct from you. What am I to think of your standing
quietly by and seeing me thus unhandsomely used? What am I to suppose by your
permitting Tom, Dick and Harry to strip me of my coffins, and my clothes, in
this wretchedly cold climate? In what light (to come to the point) am I to
regard your aiding and abetting that miserable little villain, Doctor
Ponnonner, in pulling me by the nose?"


It will be taken for granted, no
doubt, that upon hearing this speech under the circumstances, we all either
made for the door, or fell into violent hysterics, or went off in a general
swoon. One of these things was, I say, to be expected. Indeed each and all of
these lines of conduct might have been very plausibly pursued. And, upon my
word, I am at a loss to know how or why it was that we pursued neither the one
or the other. But, perhaps, the true reason is to be sought in the spirit of
the age, which proceeds by the rule of contraries altogether, and is now
usually admitted as the solution of everything in the way of paradox and
impossibility. Or, perhaps, after all, it was only the Mummy's exceedingly natural
and matter-of-course air that divested his words of the terrible. However this
may be, the facts are clear, and no member of our party betrayed any very
particular trepidation, or seemed to consider that any thing had gone very
especially wrong.


For my part I was convinced it
was all right, and merely stepped aside, out of the range of the Egyptian's
fist. Doctor Ponnonner thrust his hands into his breeches' pockets, looked hard
at the Mummy, and grew excessively red in the face. Mr. Gliddon stroked his
whiskers and drew up the collar of his shirt. Mr. Buckingham hung down his
head, and put his right thumb into the left corner of his mouth.


The Egyptian regarded him with a
severe countenance for some minutes, and at length, with a sneer, said:


"Why don't you speak, Mr.
Buckingham? Did you hear what I asked you, or not? Do take your thumb
out of your mouth!"


Mr. Buckingham, hereupon, gave a
slight start, took his right thumb out of the left corner of his mouth, and, by
way of indemnification, inserted his left thumb in the right corner of the
aperture above-mentioned.


Not being able to get an answer
from Mr. B., the figure turned peevishly to Mr. Gliddon, and, in a peremptory
tone, demanded in general terms what we all meant.


Mr. Gliddon replied at great length,
in phonetics; and but for the deficiency of American printing-offices in
hieroglyphical type, it would afford me much pleasure to record here, in the
original, the whole of his very excellent speech.


I may as well take this occasion
to remark, that all the subsequent conversation in which the Mummy took a part,
was carried on in primitive Egyptian, through the medium (so far as concerned
myself and other untravelled members of the company)— through the medium, I
say, of Messieurs Gliddon and Buckingham, as interpreters. These gentlemen
spoke the mother-tongue of the mummy with inimitable fluency and grace; but I
could not help observing that (owing, no doubt, to the introduction of images
entirely modern, and, of course, entirely novel to the stranger,) the two
travelers were reduced, occasionally, to the employment of sensible forms for
the purpose of conveying a particular meaning. Mr. Gliddon, at one period, for
example, could not make the Egyptian comprehend the term "politics,"
until he sketched upon the wall, with a bit of charcoal, a little
carbuncle-nosed gentleman, out at elbows, standing upon a stump, with his left
leg drawn back, his right arm thrown forward, with the fist shut, the eyes
rolled up toward Heaven, and the mouth open at an angle of ninety degrees. Just
in the same way Mr. Buckingham failed to convey the absolutely modern idea,
"wig," until, (at Doctor Ponnonner's suggestion,) he grew very pale
in the face, and consented to take off his own.


It will be readily understood
that Mr. Gliddon's discourse turned chiefly upon the vast benefits accruing to
science from the unrolling and disembowelling of mummies; apologizing, upon
this score, for any disturbance that might have been occasioned him, in
particular, the individual Mummy called Allamistakeo; and concluding with a
mere hint, (for it could scarcely be considered more,) that, as these little
matters were now explained, it might be as well to proceed with the
investigation intended. Here Doctor Ponnonner made ready his instruments.


In regard to the latter
suggestions of the orator, it appears that Allamistakeo had certain scruples of
conscience, the nature of which I did not distinctly learn; but he expressed
himself satisfied with the apologies tendered, and, getting down from the table,
shook hands with the company all round.


When this ceremony was at an end,
we immediately busied ourselves in repairing the damages which our subject had
sustained from the scalpel. We sewed up the wound in his temple, bandaged his
foot, and applied a square inch of black plaster to the tip of his nose.


It was now observed that the
Count, (this was the title, it seems, of Allamistakeo,) had a slight fit of
shivering— no doubt from the cold. The doctor immediately repaired to his
wardrobe, and soon returned with a black dress coat, made in Jennings' best
manner, a pair of sky-blue plaid pantaloons with straps, a pink gingham chemise,
a flapped vest of brocade, a white sack overcoat, a walking cane with a hook, a
hat with no brim, patent-leather boots, straw-colored kid gloves, an eye-glass,
a pair of whiskers, and a waterfall cravat. Owing to the disparity of size
between the Count and doctor, (the proportion being as two to one,) there was
some little difficulty in adjusting these habiliments upon the person of the
Egyptian; but when all was arranged, he might have been said to be dressed. Mr.
Gliddon, therefore, gave him his arm, and led him to a comfortable chair by the
fire, while the doctor rang the bell upon the spot and ordered a supply of
cigars and wine.


The conversation soon grew
animated. Much curiosity was, of course, expressed in regard to the somewhat
remarkable fact of Allamistakeo's still remaining alive.


"I should have
thought," observed Mr. Buckingham, "that it is high time you were
dead."


"Why," replied the
Count, very much astonished, "I am little more than seven hundred years
old. My father lived a thousand, and was by no means in his dotage when he
died."


Here ensued a brisk series of
questions and computations, by means of which it became evident that the
antiquity of the Mummy had been grossly misjudged. It had been five thousand
and fifty years, and some months, since he had been consigned to the catacombs
at Eleithias.


"But my remark,"
resumed Mr. Buckingham, "had no reference to your age at the period of
interment; (I am willing to grant, in fact, that you are still a young man,)
and my allusion was to the immensity of time during which, by your own showing,
you must have been done up in asphaltum."


"In what?" said the
Count.


"In asphaltum,"
persisted Mr. B.


"Ah, yes; I have some faint
notion of what you mean; it might be made to answer, no doubt,— but in my time
we employed scarcely anything else than the Bichloride of Mercury."


"But what we are especially
at a loss to understand," said Doctor Ponnonner, "is how it happens
that, having been dead and buried in Egypt five thousand years ago, you are
here to-day all alive, and looking so delightfully well."


"Had I been, as you say, dead,"
replied the Count, "it is more than probable that dead I should still be;
for I perceive you are yet in the infancy of Galvanism, and cannot accomplish
with it what was a common thing among us in the old days. But the fact is, I
fell into catalepsy, and it was considered by my best friends that I was either
dead or should be; they accordingly embalmed me at once— I presume you are
aware of the chief principle of the embalming process?"


"Why, not altogether."


"Ah, I perceive;— a
deplorable condition of ignorance! Well, I cannot enter into details just now:
but it is necessary to explain that to embalm, (properly speaking,) in Egypt,
was to arrest indefinitely all the animal functions subjected to the
process. I use the word "animal" in its widest sense, as including
the physical not more than the moral and vital being. I repeat that the
leading principle of embalmment consisted, with us, in the immediately
arresting, and holding in perpetual abeyance, all the animal functions
subjected to the process. To be brief, in whatever condition the individual
was, at the period of embalmment, in that condition he remained. Now, as it is
my good fortune to be of the blood of the Scarabæus, I was embalmed alive,
as you see me at present."


"The blood of the
Scarabæus!" exclaimed Doctor Ponnonner.


"Yes. The Scarabæus was the insignium,
or the "arms," of a very distinguished and a very rare patrician
family. To be "of the blood of the Scarabæus," is merely to be one of
that family of which the Scarabæus is the insignium. I speak
figuratively."


"But what has this to do
with your being alive?"


"Why it is the general
custom, in Egypt, to deprive a corpse, before embalmment, of its bowels and
brains; the race of the Scarabæi alone did not coincide with the custom. Had I
not been a Scarabæus, therefore, I should have been without bowels and brains;
and without either it is inconvenient to live."


"I perceive that;" said
Mr. Buckingham, "and I presume that all the entire mummies that
come to hand are of the race of Scarabæi."


"Beyond doubt."


"I thought," said Mr.
Gliddon very meekly, "that the Scarabæus was one of the Egyptian
gods."


"One of the Egyptian what?"
exclaimed the Mummy, starting to its feet.


"Gods!" repeated the
traveler.


"Mr. Gliddon, I really am
astonished to hear you talk in this style," said the Count, resuming his
chair. "No nation upon the face of the earth has ever acknowledged more
than one god. The Scarabæus, the Ibis, etc., were with us, (as similar
creatures have been with others) the symbols, or media, through which we
offered worship to a Creator too august to be more directly approached."


There was here a pause. At length
the colloquy was renewed by Doctor Ponnonner.


"It is not improbable, then,
from what you have explained," said he, "that among the catacombs
near the Nile, there may exist other mummies of the Scarabæus tribe, in a
condition of vitality."


"There can be no question of
it," replied the Count; "all the Scarabæi embalmed accidentally while
alive, are alive now. Even some of those purposely so embalmed, may have
been overlooked by their executors, and still remain in the tombs."


"Will you be kind enough to
explain," I said, "what you mean by 'purposely so embalmed'?" 


"With great pleasure,"
answered the Mummy, after surveying me leisurely through his eye-glass— for it
was the first time I had ventured to address him a direct question.


"With great pleasure," said
he. "The usual duration
of man's life, in my time, was about eight hundred years. Few men died, unless
by most extraordinary accident, before the age of six hundred; few lived longer
than a decade of centuries; but eight were considered the natural term.
After the discovery of the embalming principle, as I have already described it
to you, it occurred to our philosophers that a laudable curiosity might be
gratified, and, at the same time, the interests of science much advanced, by
living this natural term in instalments. In the case of history, indeed,
experience demonstrated that something of this kind was indispensable. An
historian, for example, having attained the age of five hundred, would write a
book with great labor and then get himself carefully embalmed; leaving
instructions to his executors pro tem., that they should cause him to be
revivified after the lapse of a certain period— say five or six hundred years.
Resuming existence at the expiration of this term, he would invariably find his
great work converted into a species of hap-hazard note-book— that is to say,
into a kind of literary arena for the conflicting guesses, riddles, and
personal squabbles of whole herds of exasperated commentators. These guesses,
etc., which passed under the name of annotations or emendations, were found so
completely to have enveloped, distorted, and overwhelmed the text, that the
author had to go about with a lantern to discover his own book. When discovered,
it was never worth the trouble of the search. After re-writing it throughout,
it was regarded as the bounden duty of the historian to set himself to work,
immediately, in correcting from his own private knowledge and experience, the
traditions of the day concerning the epoch at which he had originally lived.
Now this process of re-scription and personal rectification, pursued by various
individual sages, from time to time, had the effect of preventing our history
from degenerating into absolute fable."


"I beg your pardon,"
said Doctor Ponnonner at this point, laying his hand gently upon the arm of the
Egyptian— "I beg your pardon, sir, but may I presume to interrupt you for
one moment?"


"By all means, sir,"
replied the Count, drawing up.


"I merely wished to ask you
a question," said the Doctor. "You mentioned the historian's personal
correction of traditions respecting his own epoch. Pray, sir, upon an
average, what proportion of these Kabbala were usually found to be right?"


"The Kabbala, as you
properly term them, sir, were generally discovered to be precisely on a par
with the facts recorded in the un-re-written histories themselves;— that is to
say, not one individual iota of either, was ever known, under any
circumstances, to be not totally and radically wrong."


"But since it is quite
clear," resumed the Doctor, "that at least five thousand years have
elapsed since your entombment, I take it for granted that your histories at
that period, if not your traditions, were sufficiently explicit on that one
topic of universal interest, the Creation, which took place, as I presume you
are aware, only about ten centuries before."


"Sir!" said Count
Allamistakeo.


The Doctor repeated his remarks,
but it was only after much additional explanation, that the foreigner could be
made to comprehend them. The latter at length said, hesitatingly:


"The ideas you have
suggested are to me, I confess, utterly novel. During my time I never knew any
one to entertain so singular a fancy as that the universe (or this world if you
will have it so) ever had a beginning at all. I remember, once, and once only,
hearing something remotely hinted, by a man of many speculations, concerning
the origin of the human race; and by this individual the very word Adam,
(or Red Earth) which you make use of, was employed. He employed it, however, in
a generical sense, with reference to the spontaneous germination from rank soil
(just as a thousand of the lower genera of creatures are germinated)—
the spontaneous germination, I say, of five vast hordes of men, simultaneously
upspringing in five distinct and nearly equal divisions of the globe."


Here, in general, the company
shrugged their shoulders, and one or two of us touched our foreheads with a
very significant air. Mr. Silk Buckingham, first glancing slightly at the
occiput and then at the sinciput of Allamistakeo, spoke as follows:— 


"The long duration of human
life in your time, together with the occasional practice of passing it, as you
have explained, in instalments, must have had, indeed, a strong tendency to the
general development and conglomeration of knowledge. I presume, therefore, that
we are to attribute the marked inferiority of the old Egyptians in all
particulars of science, when compared with the moderns, and more especially
with the Yankees, altogether to the superior solidity of the Egyptian
skull."


"I confess again,"
replied the Count with much suavity, "that I am somewhat at a loss to
comprehend you; pray, to what particulars of science do you allude?"


Here our whole party, joining
voices, detailed, at great length, the assumptions of phrenology and the
marvels of animal magnetism.


Having heard us to an end, the
Count proceeded to relate a few anecdotes, which rendered it evident that
prototypes of Gall and Spurzheim had flourished and faded in Egypt so long ago
as to have been nearly forgotten, and that the manœuvres of Mesmer were really
very contemptible tricks when put in collation with the positive miracles of
the Theban savans, who created lice and a great many other similar
things.


I here asked the Count if his
people were able to calculate eclipses. He smiled rather contemptuously, and
said they were.


This put me a little out, but I
began to make other inquiries in regard to his astronomical knowledge, when a member
of the company, who had never as yet opened his mouth, whispered in my ear
that, for information on this head, I had better consult Ptolemy, (whoever
Ptolemy is) as well as one Plutarch de facie lunæ.


I then questioned the Mummy about
burning-glasses and lenses, and, in general, about the manufacture of glass;
but I had not made an end of my queries before the silent member again touched
me quietly on the elbow, and begged me for God's sake to take a peep at
Diodorus Siculus. As for the Count, he merely asked me, in the way of reply, if
we moderns possessed any such microscopes as would enable us to cut cameos in
the style of the Egyptians. While I was thinking how I should answer this
question, little Doctor Ponnonner committed himself in a very extraordinary
way.


"Look at our
architecture!" he exclaimed, greatly to the indignation of both the
travelers, who pinched him black and blue to no purpose.


"Look," he cried with
enthusiasm, "at the Bowling-Green Fountain in New York! or if this be too
vast a contemplation, regard for a moment the Capitol at Washington, D.
C.!"— and the good little medical man went on to detail very minutely the
proportions of the fabric to which he referred. He explained that the portico
alone was adorned with no less than four and twenty columns, five feet in
diameter, and ten feet apart.


The Count said that he regretted
not being able to remember, just at that moment, the precise dimensions of any
one of the principal buildings of the city of Aznac, whose foundations were
laid in the night of Time, but the ruins of which were still standing, at the
epoch of his entombment, in a vast plain of sand to the westward of Thebes. He
recollected, however, (talking of porticoes) that one affixed to an inferior
palace in a kind of suburb called Carnac, consisted of a hundred and forty-four
columns, thirty-seven feet each in circumference, and twenty-five feet apart.
The approach to this portico, from the Nile, was through an avenue two miles
long, composed of sphynxes, statues and obelisks, twenty, sixty, and a hundred
feet in height. The palace itself (as well as he could remember) was, in one
direction, two miles long, and might have been, altogether, about seven in
circuit. Its walls were richly painted all over, within and without, with
hieroglyphics. He would not pretend to assert that even fifty or sixty
of the Doctor's Capitols might have been built within these walls, but he was
by no means sure that two or three hundred of them might not have been squeezed
in with some trouble. That palace at Carnac was an insignificant little
building after all. He, (the Count) however, could not conscientiously refuse
to admit the ingenuity, magnificence, and superiority of the Fountain at the
Bowling-Green, as described by the Doctor. Nothing like it, he was forced to
allow, had ever been seen in Egypt or elsewhere.


I here asked the Count what he
had to say to our railroads.


"Nothing," he replied,
"in particular." They were rather slight, rather ill-conceived, and
clumsily put together. They could not be compared, of course, with the vast,
level, direct, iron-grooved causeways, upon which the Egyptians conveyed entire
temples and solid obelisks of a hundred and fifty feet in altitude.


I spoke of our gigantic
mechanical forces.


He agreed that we knew something
in that way, but inquired how I should have gone to work in getting up the
imposts on the lintels of even the little palace at Carnac.


This question I concluded not to
hear, and demanded if he had any idea of Artesian wells; but he simply raised
his eye-brows; while Mr. Gliddon winked at me very hard, and said, in a low
tone, that one had been recently discovered by the engineers employed to bore
for water in the Great Oasis.


I then mentioned our steel; but
the foreigner elevated his nose, and asked me if our steel could have executed
the sharp carved work seen on the obelisks, and which was wrought altogether by
edge-tools of copper.


This disconcerted us so greatly
that we thought it advisable to vary the attack to Metaphysics. We sent for a
copy of a book called the "Dial," and read out of it a chapter or two
about something which is not very clear, but which the Bostonians call the
Great Movement or Progress.


The Count merely said that Great
Movements were awfully common things in his day, and as for Progress it was at
one time quite a nuisance, but it never progressed.


We then spoke of the great beauty
and importance of Democracy, and were at much trouble in impressing the Count
with a due sense of the advantages we enjoyed in living where there was
suffrage ad libitum, and no king.


He listened with marked interest,
and in fact seemed not a little amused. When we had done, he said that, a great
while ago, there had occurred something of a very similar sort. Thirteen
Egyptian provinces determined all at once to be free, and so set a magnificent
example to the rest of mankind. They assembled their wise men, and concocted
the most ingenious constitution it is possible to conceive. For a while they
managed remarkably well; only their habit of bragging was prodigious. The thing
ended, however, in the consolidation of the thirteen states, with some fifteen
or twenty others, into the most odious and insupportable despotism that ever
was heard of upon the face of the Earth.


I asked what was the name of the
usurping tyrant.


As well as the Count could
recollect, it was Mob.


Not knowing what to say to this,
I raised my voice, and deplored the Egyptian ignorance of steam.


The Count looked at me with much astonishment,
but made no answer. The silent gentleman, however, gave me a violent nudge in
the ribs with his elbows— told me I had sufficiently exposed myself for once—
and demanded if I was really such a fool as not to know that the modern steam
engine is derived from the invention of Hero, through Solomon de Caus.


We were now in imminent danger of
being discomfited; but, as good luck would have it, Doctor Ponnonner, having
rallied, returned to our rescue, and inquired if the people of Egypt would
seriously pretend to rival the moderns in the all-important particular of
dress.


The Count, at this, glanced
downward to the straps of his pantaloons, and then, taking hold of the end of
one of his coat-tails, held it up close to his eyes for some minutes. Letting
it fall, at last, his mouth extended itself very gradually from ear to ear; but
I do not remember that he said anything in the way of reply.


Hereupon we recovered our
spirits, and the Doctor, approaching the mummy with great dignity, desired it
to say candidly, upon its honor as a gentleman, if the Egyptians had
comprehended, at any period, the manufacture of either Ponnonner's
lozenges, or Brandreth's pills.


We looked, with profound anxiety,
for an answer;— but in vain. It was not forthcoming. The Egyptian blushed and
hung down his head. Never was triumph more consummate; never was defeat borne
with so ill a grace. Indeed I could not endure the spectacle of the poor
Mummy's mortification. I reached my hat, bowed to him stiffly, and took leave.


Upon getting home I found it past
four o'clock, and went immediately to bed. It is now ten, a.m.  I
have been up since seven, penning these memoranda for the benefit of my family
and of mankind. The former I shall behold no more. My wife is a shrew. The
truth is, I am heartily sick of this life and of the nineteenth century in
general. I am convinced that everything is going wrong. Besides, I am anxious
to know who will be President in 2045. As soon, therefore, as I shave and
swallow a cup of coffee, I shall just step over to Ponnonner's and get embalmed
for a couple of hundred years.


_____________
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HE WAS a very good-looking chap— this Cannable who lived in the
civilised city of New Orleans. It is quite true that he came from an island in
the sea, but as that island is known to geographers, great and small, as
England, it is scarcely worth while to mention his migration as an achievement
of civilisation. Moreover, it was known that he had eaten of human flesh, but
it was not with the gusto of those ancient Fijis who banqueted on salubrious
sailors and munchable ministers whenever they had the simultaneous chance and
appetite.


He was one of three survivors of
the ill-fated Graceby polar expedition, and as such he had been obliged to
subsist for some days on whatsoever was set before him by the cook, a discreet
but overpowering person who certainly would have been the sole survivor if the
relief expedition had been delayed a few days longer. But that portion of Mr.
Cannable's history sounds much better in whispers and it does not look pretty
in print. He never repeated it of his own accord. The newspapers told it for
him when he was too weak and exhausted to deny or affirm.


His uncle, Sir John Bolingbroke,
sent him out from London soon after his return from the frozen North to
represent great financial interests on the Cotton Exchange at New Orleans. For
two years the young man stuck manfully to his post in the southern city, but it
was an irksome restraint to one whose heart was turbulent with the love of
travel and adventure. Just at the time when he was ready to resign his position
and hie himself into the jungles of the Amazon on an exploring expedition two
things happened, either of which was in itself sufficient to stay him for the
while. In the first place, his uncle died and left him two hundred thousand
pounds in good English money, and in the second place he met Agatha Holmes.


The two hundred thousand pounds,
it is but just to say, might not have kept him from the equator, but it is
doubtful if all, much less any specific portion of the globe, could have
induced him to leave Agatha Holmes. And so it was that Mr. James Cannable— for
short "Jimmy"— remained in New Orleans for many months, estimably
employed in the business of evolving a plan that might permit him to journey to
the world's end with two hundred thousand pounds in one hand and a certain
girl's future in the other.


The months and the plans were profitable,
it seems, for one splendid evening saw him at the altar-rail beside the fairest
girl in all the Southland, the queen of a thousand hearts. Agatha Holmes became
Mrs. Cannable, and thereby hangs a tale. It would appear, from all the current
but unpublished records of social Louisiana, that Agatha had gone about
shattering hearts in a most unintentional but effective fashion up to the time
Mr. Jimmy Cannable refused to be routed. Certainly it is no blot upon this fair
young coquette's fame to admit that she had plighted herself to at least four
ardent suitors in days gone by, and it was equally her own affair if she took
every woman's privilege of shifting her fancy before she was ready to marry.


Unluckily for Agatha, however,
she neglected to disengage herself properly from the most recent suitor next
before Mr. Cannable. So far as that worthy was concerned the engagement still
obtained, for he, poor chap, was down in Patagonia somewhere surveying for
railroads and did not have the slightest means of ascertaining her change of
affection. How was he to know that she had married Jimmy Cannable, and how was
he to know that she had forgotten his very existence without a single pang of
remorse? He only knew that he had starved himself to give her a diamond ring,
to say nothing of the wonderful old ruby heirloom that had been in the family
for centuries.


He told her at parting that no
power on earth could keep him from some day reclaiming the heirloom and with it
the hand of the girl who was to wear it all her life.


One day, out of the past and up
from the wilds, came the word that Harry Green was on his way home after an
absence of three years. Agatha Holmes had been Mrs. Cannable for three months
and she had forgotten young Mr. Green as completely as if he never had been a
part of her memory. A cablegram addressed to Agatha Holmes one day was
delivered to Agatha Cannable. It simply said: "Am coming back at last for
the ruby. Harry," and it was sent from London. She found herself wondering
what he was doing in England and how long it would be before he could reach New
Orleans, but it did not dawn upon her for three full days that he still
imagined himself to be her tardy but accepted fiance. Then in the fulness of
her joy she sat down and laughed over his amazement— perhaps his chagrin— when
he learned that she was another man's wife.


At first thought she decided to
tell Jimmy the news, permitting him to enjoy the fun as well, but the
discretion which shapes woman's ends forestalled the impulse. There was much she
could not explain in justice to herself, to say nothing of the other man who
had gone away with her in his heart. True, it may not have been difficult to
hold her immaculate in a heart surrounded by Patagonians, but there was
something disturbing in the fact that he had been constant, after all. She
recalled, with a slight shiver (which grew with time, by the way), that she had
sworn to kill herself rather than to marry any one but Harry Green. It also
came back to her memory that the hot-blooded Harry had promised faithfully,
though fiercely, that he would accomplish that end for her in case she violated
her oath.


It is sufficient to say that she
was the most wretched young woman in New Orleans by the time Harry Green landed
in New York. He telegraphed to her, announcing his arrival and his hasty
departure for the Southern metropolis. Somehow the slip of paper read like a
death-warrant to her peace of mind.


"How annoying it is to have
an old affair revived like this," she wailed to herself. "Why
couldn't he, too, have married some one else? How, in Heaven's name, will it
end?" She thought of a thousand subterfuges through which she might avoid
seeing him, but put them all aside with the recollection of his indomitable
will. He would see her sooner or later; the inevitable could not be avoided.


She finally took to her bed with
daily headaches, distractedly but stealthily studying a railroad time-table.


"He's leaving New York by
this time. Good Heaven, he'll be in Mobile by one o'clock tomorrow, Pass Christian
a few minutes later— oh, dear, I wonder if he will be terribly violent! Jimmy
is noticing, too. He says I'm ill. He wants to take me to California, but I
don't dare— I don't dare! Harry Green would be sure to follow. I know him— oh,
how well I know him! He would—"


A servant came in to announce
that Miss Carrithers was down stairs.


"Ask her to come up,"
sighed Agatha. "I'll tell her myself that I don't want to see her, but it
won't mean anything to Betty. She'll stay all morning."


"Yes, ma'am," agreed
the maid as she hurried away. A moment later Miss Carrithers fairly bounded
into the darkened bed-chamber, her face full of excitement.


"Have you heard?" she
gasped, dropping upon the side of the bed. "Harry Green's coming home.
He's in New York now. Joe Pierce had a telegram."


"Yes, I know," said
Agatha drearily.


"Have you heard from him—
you?" demanded Miss Betty in amazement— and some little concern.


"Of course, Betty; why
shouldn't I?" irritably.


"Oh, I suppose it's all
right," said the other dubiously. "I was only thinking of the— of the
old days."


"Betty," said Mrs.
Cannable, sitting up suddenly and grasping her friend's hand, "I'm the
most wretched creature on earth. I don't know what I'm to do."


"Is it about— about Harry
Green?" "Yes. You see, dear, he— he doesn't know I'm married."


"Goodness, Agatha! You don't
mean he— he still thinks you are engaged to marry him?"


"That's just it, Betty. I
didn't tell him— in fact, I had forgotten all about him, away down there in
Patagonia, wherever it is. He—"


"And, oh, he was so terribly
in love with you— and you with him, too!"


"No, no; don't say that. It
was so foolish. Besides, he's been gone nearly three years. How could he expect
me to wait all that time? I haven't had a letter from him for more than a year.
I counted it up today."


"Does Jimmy Cannable know
about— him?"


"I don't know and I'm afraid
to ask."


"Harry's a frightfully
determined person," mused Betty Carrithers reflectively.


"He swore I should be his
wife if we waited a thousand years."


"That's the one thing in
your favour. When they swear such things as that they can't possibly mean all
they say," said Miss Betty sagely. She was the prettiest and most popular
girl in town, but she was a wise body for all that. Her trim little figure was
surcharged with a magnetism that thrilled one to the very core; her brown eyes
danced ruthlessly through one's most stubborn defences; her smile and her frown
were the thermometers by which masculine emotions could be gauged at a glance.
"It will be rather difficult to face him, won't it?"


"Betty, it's simply
impossible! Think of Harry Green waiting all these years, believing in me, as
constant as the sun— and then to find I've married some one else. You know I
love Jimmy Cannable with all my heart. I can't bear the thought of what might
happen if he and Harry quarrelled about— about those old days."


"Don't cry— don't be a
goose! It's the commonest thing in the world. Every girl has had dozens of
affairs."


"I know, but not just like
this one. My husband wants to take me to California. I wish— oh, how I wish I
could go! But Harry would follow — I know he'll be merciless."


Miss Carrithers was thoughtful
for several minutes, paying slight heed to the doleful sobs from the bed.


"I'll tell you what,
Agatha," she said at last; "I believe this affair can be managed
easily enough if you will just leave town."


"Oh, Betty!" sitting up
and looking at her friend hopefully.


"Of course, I never had a
chance at Harry Green. You monopolised him. I liked him immensely— from a
distance. You go away, and let me explain the situation to him."


It was the straw that the
drowning person grasps, and Mrs. Cannable clutched it with a shriek of delight.
She poured her story into the ears of her too loyal friend, who smiled
confidently in response to her apprehensions.


Miss Carrithers did not exchange
confidences, however; she merely gave promises to do her best. She was shrewd
enough to know that if she confessed to Agatha that she had cared for Harry
Green— from a distance— that capricious and perverse young person would have
declined to retire from the field of strife. After all, Betty admitted to
herself, it was not wholly a service of sacrifice she was granting her friend.
There was something of a selfish motive in her loyalty.


"I'll love you forever if
you will explain everything and send him away," said Agatha in the end.


"At least, I shall explain
everything," agreed Betty complacently. Agatha blushed consciously as she
drew a small diamond from among those on her fingers.


"I didn't know his address,
so you see I couldn't send it back to him," she explained. "And,
Betty, if you'll hand me my jewel box I'll ask you to return that— er— you
remember my old ruby pendant!"


"Was— that— did he give it
to you?"


"Yes. You don't know how I
hate to give it up. Isn't it beautiful?" She reluctantly let the ruby slip
from her fingers into those of her friend.


"Perfectly gorgeous,"
said Betty, fastening it about her neck and surveying herself in the cheval
glass. "I'd give anything if it belonged to me."


"Now, excuse me a minute,
dear. I'll telephone to Jimmy and tell him we'll start for California tonight.
Harry gets here tomorrow at 4:45 on the limited."


"You can be well out of the
way by that time," said pretty Miss Carrithers with a smile.


"And now, Betty, you will
send him back to Patagonia, won't you?"


"I'll keep him away from
California, my dear, that's all."


Miss Carrithers sat in her
carriage outside the railroad station, waiting for the train that was to bring
Harry Green into New Orleans. Outwardly she was cool, placid; inwardly she was
a fever of emotions. He had telegraphed the time of his arrival to Agatha;
Betty received and read the message. Mr. and Mrs. Cannable were miles westward,
hurrying to California. It was one thing to say she would take certain
responsibilities off the hands of the bride; it was altogether another
proposition to sit there and wait for the man she had admired for four or five
years with a constancy that surprised even herself. Her reflections at this
specific hour were scarcely definable. Chief among them was a doubt— this
doubt: Would Harry Green remember her? It seemed such an absurd doubt that she
laughed at it— and yet cultivated it with distracting persistency.


The train was ten minutes late. A
newsboy had made two trips to the train-board in quest of information. When the
big locomotive finally thundered and hissed its way to a stand-still near the
gates, Canal Street seemed to have become a maze of indefinite avenues, so
dizzy had she grown of a sudden. Her eyes searched the throng that swept
through the .gates; at last she saw him approaching.


She had expected a tired, worn
man, unfashionably dressed, eager-eyed and wistful. Instead, the tall fellow
who came forth was attired in the most modern English garments; he was brown,
fresh-faced, keen-eyed and prosperous looking. The same old Harry Green grown
stronger, handsomer, more polished. His black eyes were sweeping the street
anxiously as if in search of some one. He did not see Betty Carrithers, and her
heart sank.


Behind him stalked two gigantic
negroes. They were the centre of all observation. People stared at the blacks
who carried Harry Green's bags as if they were looking upon creatures just out
of an Arabian Night's tale. Nearly seven feet tall and of Herculean proportions
were these giants. It is no wonder that the crowd gaped and felt something like
awe mingling with curiosity.


Mr. Green, erstwhile Patagonian
surveyor, started at the sound of a soft voice close at hand, a voice in which
grateful surprise was uppermost.


"Why, Harry Green! How do
you do!" He turned and beheld Miss Carrithers. She was leaning forward in
her carriage, her little gloved hand extended toward him impulsively. She was
amazed to see a look of relief flash in his eyes. His smile was broad and
wholesome as he gripped the little hand in a mighty brown one.


"Betty Carrithers!" he
exclaimed. "Now, this is like home! By George, you haven't changed a
bit."


"Don't you think so!"
She flushed. "It's been several years, you know. A woman can change
terribly in—"


"Ah, but you've just changed
into a woman."


"And what a man you've grown
to be," admiringly.


"I hope so. Patagonia would
make a man of any one. Are you expecting some one?"


"I was; but I see every one
has come out. Won't you let me take you up town? Goodness, who are those awful
giants that stand over there all the time like guards?"


"They're from Patagonia.
Call them anything you like; they don't understand English. They are my men of
all work. Thanks, I will ride up with you. Tell him to stop at the St.
Charles." Then he turned and spoke to the giants, who solemnly nodded
their heads and climbed into a cab close by. Green seated himself beside Miss
Carrithers. There was a hunted look in his eyes and a nervous tremor in his
voice. "A sort of bodyguard, as it were, Betty. By the way, you haven't
seen Agatha Holmes, have you? I telegraphed to her."


Miss Carrithers had braced
herself for this question and she also had prepared an answer. She could not
look at his face, however, despite her determination.


"Agatha Holmes! Is it
possible you haven't heard? Don't you know that — that she is married?"


She knew in her heart it was a
cruel blow, but it was the best way, after all. Instinctively she felt that he
had ceased breathing, that his body was stiffening under the shock, that his
eyes were staring at her unbelievingly. Imagine her surprise, even
consternation, when, after a breathless moment, his tremendous sigh of relief
was followed by the most cheerful of remarks.


"Good Lord!" he fairly
gasped, "that simplifies matters!"


She turned like a flash and found
his face radiant with joy. It was hard for her to believe her own senses. He
actually was rejoicing; she had expected him to groan with despair. It is no
wonder that her plan of action was demolished on the instant; it is not
surprising that every vestige of resourcefulness was swept away by this amazing
reverse. She stared at him so pathetically, so helplessly, that he laughed
aloud.


"I know what you're
thinking," he said, and there was no mistaking the lightness of his heart.
"I don't blame you for being shocked if you thought I had come back to
such a fate as you evidently pictured. Betty, by Jove, you'll never know how
happy you've made me!"


"I— I am surprised. Agatha told
me that you— you—"


"And she's really married?
Never mind what she told you. It doesn't matter now. Is she happy?"


"She adores her husband—
young Jimmy Cannable. You know him. She will be crazy with joy, Harry, when she
finds out that you, too, are happy. She was half mad with remorse and all that.
It will—"


"Heavens, Betty, I thought I
was the remorseful one. By George, I love you for telling me this!"


A shocking suspicion hurtled
through her brain.


"You mean, there is— another
woman?" she said with a brave effort. She even smiled accusingly.


"Some day I'll tell you all
about it," he said evasively. "I— I suppose it would be all right for
me to go round and call on Agatha this evening."


"She is not in town.
California," said Betty.


"Great Scott! In California?"
The dismay in his face was even greater than the relief of the moment before.


"Not exactly. She's on her
way."


"By George, I wonder if I
can catch her by wire? I must— I really must see her." He was so agitated
that she observed beads of perspiration starting on his brow. She was mystified
beyond description. Was he, after all, she found herself wondering, playing a
part? Was it in his crafty heart to follow and kill Agatha Holmes!"


"Oh, no,— you can't do
that," she protested quickly. "Won't you— come out to dinner
tonight?" she added somewhat confusedly. "We can talk over old
times."


"Thanks, Betty, but I
can't." At the same time he glanced uneasily at a cab which drove along
close behind them.


"You were going to call upon
Agatha," she pouted.


"But not at
dinner-time," he said, mopping his brow. "I'll come up about nine, if
I may."


He came at nine, a trifle out of
breath and uneasy in his manner. The great Green ruby hung from the chain that
encircled Betty's slim, pretty neck. Its soft red eye glowed like a coal
against the white skin, but if she thought to surprise him with it, she was to
be disappointed. He did not look at it.


She did not know at the time that
a giant Patagonian stood beneath the gas lamp at the corner above the
Carrithers mansion in St. Charles Avenue. His gaunt, dark face was turned
toward her doorway and his fierce eyes seemed to bore holes through the solid
oak.


"I can't stay very
late," he said almost as he responded to the greeting. "Confounded
business engagement. Where is Agatha to stay in California?"


"I don't know. It wasn't
decided. Perhaps they'll go to Japan."


"Good Lord!"


"You seem terribly
interested, for a man who doesn't care," she said.


"I should say I am
interested— but not in the way you think." After a moment's reflection, as
he stood looking down upon her, he went on excitedly, "I'll tell you
something, Betty. You're a good sort, and you can keep a secret as long as any
woman— which isn't long, of course. But it will be long enough for me to get
out of town first. I must go to California tomorrow. Wait! Don't look like
that! I'm not going to annoy Agatha. She'll understand when she hears what I
have to say. Have you ever noticed the ruby pendant that she wears— or wore,
perhaps?"


"The big one she called her
'coal of fire' because it burned her conscience so terribly? Yes."


"Well, I gave it to her.
I've just got to have it back. That's the whole story. That's what I'm here
for. That's why that awful black devil is standing out there on the corner. See
him? Under the gas lamp?" He drew the curtains aside and she peeped out.
"He's waiting for me."


"What does it mean?"
she cried, with a nameless dread creeping over her.


"He is there in the interest
of my father-in-law," said Mr. Green.


"You— your
father-in-law?" she gasped, staring at him wildly.


"Yes— my wife's
father," he said somewhat plaintively. He sat down near her, a nervous
unsettled look in his eyes. She felt her heart turn cold; something seemed to
be tightening about her throat. The light of hope that had been fanning began
to flicker its way to extinction.


"You are married?" came
from her stiff lips.


"Yes," he replied
doggedly. "A year ago, Betty. I— I did not write to Agatha about it because
I— I hoped that she'd never know how false I was to my promise. But, she's done
the same thing; that takes a terrible load off my mind. I feared that I might
find her waiting, you know. It would have been hard to break it to her, don't
you see?"


To his amazement, she laughed
shrilly, almost hysterically. In the flash of a moment's time, her feeling
toward Harry Green began to undergo a change. It was not due to the realisation
that she had lost all hope of having him for her own; it was, instead, the
discovery that her small girlish love for him had been the most trivial of
infatuations and not real passion. She laughed because she had pitied Agatha
and Green and herself; she laughed, moreover, in memory of her deliberate
eagerness to assume Agatha's burdens for purely selfish reasons.


"I know it's amusing to
you," he agreed with a wry smile. "Everything amused you, as I
remember, Betty. Do you remember that night in Condit's conservatory when you
and I were hiding from—"


"Don't, please!" she
objected, catching her breath painfully. "I was a foolish girl then,
Harry. But tell me all about your— your wife. I am crazy to know."


He looked involuntarily toward
the window before replying; she observed the hunted look in his eyes and
wondered.


"There isn't much to tell.
She lives in Patagonia," he said, somewhat sullenly. Then he glanced at
his watch.


"What! Is she a— a
native?" she cried.


"She was born there, but—
Good Lord, you don't think she's black?"


"Or even a giantess,"
she smiled.


"She's white, of course, and
she's no bigger than you, Betty. She isn't as pretty, I'll have to say that.
But let's talk about something else. How am I to catch Agatha? It's imperative.
'Gad, it's life or death, Betty."


"What do you mean?" she
asked, startled.


He swallowed painfully two or
three times as he scraped the edge of the rug with his foot, looking down all
the while.


"Well, you see, it's this
way. I've married into a rather queer family. My— my wife's most damnably
jealous."


"That isn't very queer, is
it?"


"She has a queer way of
being jealous, that's all. Somehow she's got it into her head that there's
another woman up here in North America."


"Oh, I begin to see. And, of
course, there isn't?"


"Certainly not. I love my
wife."


"Good for you, Harry. I
didn't think it of you," she said with a smile which he did not
understand.


"Oh, I say, Betty, you are
making fun of me."


"On the contrary, I'm just
beginning to treat you seriously."


"I suppose I owe some sort
of an explanation in connection with my remark about jealousy. It's due my
wife."


"May I ask where she is at
present?"


"She's on the range in
Patagonia. I— I couldn't bring her here, you know. Betty, I want you to help me
with Agatha. She's got that ruby and I simply have to get it back again. I'll
tell you all about— about my marriage. Perhaps you'll understand. You see, I
meant to be true to Agatha. But it was so cursed lonesome down there— worse
than Siberia or mid-ocean. We were surveying near the west coast— rotten
country—  and I met her at her father's place. You see, they raise cattle
and all that sort of thing there. Her old man— I should say Mr. Grimes— is the
cattle king of Patagonia. He's worth a couple of millions easy. Well, to make a
long story short, we all fell in love with Pansy— the whole engineering corps—
and I won out. She's the only child and she's motherless. The old man idolises
her. She's fairly good-looking and—  well, she's being educated by private
tutors from Buenos Aires. I'm not a cad to tell you. She's pure gold in spite
of her environment."


"No doubt, if she's
surrounded by millions."


"Don't be sarcastic. Some
day she'll come in for the old man's money. She'll be educated by that time and
as good as anybody. Then we'll come back to the States and she'll— well, you'll
see. The only trouble is that she thinks there's a woman up here that I loved
before I loved her. One day, shortly after we were married, she found a
photograph of Agatha which I'd always carried around in my trunk. It was the
picture in which she wore the Green ruby. Don't you remember it? "Well,
you can't imagine how she carried on. She acted like a sav— but I won't say it.
She has had no advantages— yet, and she's a bit untrained in the ways of the
world. Of course, she hated Agatha's face because it was beautiful. She complained
to the old man. The worst of it all is that I had already shown her a picture
of the ruby, taken from that eastern magazine, and she recognised it as the one
on Agatha's neck. "Well, you should have heard the old— my father-in-law!
Phew!"


"What did he say?"
asked Betty, pitying him.


"I can't repeat it. He went
on at a fearful rate about fellows of my stripe having wives in other parts of
the world, and he was in a condition to commit murder before he got through. It
all ended with a monstrous demand from my wife. She commanded me to produce the
pendant. By George, Betty, I was in a frightful mess!


"I could only say it was in
New Orleans. The old man looked holes through me and said he'd give me four
months in which to produce it. Anything that Pansy demanded he'd see that she
got it, if he had to shoot his way to it. You ought to see him! And,
incidentally, she can shoot like Buffalo Bill herself. She shot a gaucho
through the neck half a mile away."


"A gaucho?"


"Yes— a cowherder. Hang it, everybody
carries a gun down there. Now you know why I'm here. The old man said if I
didn't bring that ruby to my wife in a given time he'd find me and shoot me
full of holes. She loves me, but she said she'd do the same thing. I've just
got to have that ruby. They mean it."


"You poor boy," said
Betty scornfully. "And I was feeling so sorry for you because of
Agatha."


"It's no joke, Betty. These
big blacks are my servants for appearance's sake only. They are in reality my
keepers. The old man sent them along to see that I did come back, one way or
another. They'd just as soon throttle me as eat."


"It would be easy to lose
them up here, I should say."


"Well, I reckon you don't
know a Patagonian. They can scent like a bloodhound and they never give up.
Those fellows are here to attend to me, and they'll do it, never fear. Either
one of them could thrash half the police in New Orleans. They are terrible!
There's no escape from them. I'd thought of something desperate but— but Grimes
himself is to be reckoned with. Sometimes I— I almost wish I hadn't won
out."


"But think of the
millions."


"The only thing I can think
of, Betty, is that miserable ruby. I've got to recover it and sail for South
America inside of ten days. And she's in California! Did you ever hear of such
luck?"


Betty Carrithers walked over and
looked from the window. The giant black was still under the street lamp and she
could not repress a shudder as she glanced from time to time to the man on the
couch. A feeling of pity arose in her breast. Harry Green was unworthy, after
all. He was not what he had seemed to be to her in those days of her teens. He
was no longer an idol; her worshipful hours were ended. Instead, he was a weak,
cringing being in the guise of a strong attractive man; he had been even more
false than Agatha, and he had not the excuse of love to offer in extenuation.
Pity and loathing fought for supremacy. Something was shattered, and she felt
lonely yet relieved. Strangely, she seemed content in the discovery.


He was leaning forward, staring
blankly at the rug, when she turned to resume her seat. A haggard face was
raised to hers and his hand trembled as he jerked out his watch for the fourth
time since entering the room.


"I'm a bit nervous,"
said he. "Time flies."


"Do you remember the fairy
princesses of your childhood books?" she asked suddenly. "What would
you say if one should quickly appear in real life?"


"What do you mean?"


"Outside stands the terrible
ogre, ready to eat you up. Permit me to appear before you as the fairy princess.
I can save you from death. My only regret is that I can not provide you with an
enchanted tapestry, to waft you back to your lady love in the beautiful land of
Patagonia. Here, behold! I restore to you the wonderful ruby!"


She unclasped the chain and dropped
the great jewel into his shaking hand. He turned deathly white and then leaped
up with a shout of incredulous joy. A hundred questions flew to his lips,
faster than she could answer. She allowed him to babble on disjointedly for
some time.


"Isn't it sufficient that I
restore it to you? Why ask questions? It was my commission to do this thing.
I'll confess it hasn't happened just as I anticipated, but what of that?
Doubtless you recall this ring also. I think it signified an engagement. Take
it. There may come a day when it will be ornamental as well as useful to your
wife." He accepted the solitaire which she drew from her finger. His face
was a study.


"Betty," he said,
puzzled and helpless, "it— it isn't possible that it was you instead of
Agatha that I gave these things to? I had typhoid fever down there. There are a
lot of things I don't remember since then. It wasn't you, of course."


She laughed in his perplexed
face— a good-humoured, buoyant laugh.


"If you can't remember,
Harry, I shan't enlighten you. You have the ruby, isn't that enough?"


Ten minutes later he said
good-bye to her and sallied forth into the night. She stood in the window and
watched the huge sentinel stride off behind him like a gaunt shadow which could
not be shaken off. That figure and another like it were to cling to his heels
until he came to his journey's end. She smiled and shook her head pityingly as
Harry Green passed out of her life at the corner below.


In her own room shortly afterward
she took an old photograph from a drawer, looked at it a moment with a smile on
her lips, and then tore it into many pieces.


"The strangest part of it is
that I don't seem to mind," she said to herself, and that night she slept
peacefully.


_____________________
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In the heyday of both British
steam railways, and of the ficitional British amateur detectives, a railway
detective was inevitable. Meet Thorpe Hazell.


 


THORPE
HAZELL was dining at his club. They were accustomed to his
eccentricities there, and hardly a member had looked up from his newspaper when
he had divested himself of his coat, and gravely gone through his
"digestive exercises" in a convenient corner before proceeding to the
dining-room. Here preparation had been made, for he had told the head-waiter he
was coming. A table was reserved, and on it stood a carafe of milk, a little
loaf of brown bread, and a dish of his favourite biscuits. A bowl— he never
would use a soup-plate— of lentil soup was soon put before him, and he
commenced his meal.


"Hullo, Hazell," said a
voice presently, as the speaker clapped him on the shoulders, "don't you
overfeed yourself, old chap!"


"Oh, it's you, is it,
Masters?" exclaimed Hazell, as he looked up. "I thought you were out
of town."


"So I was till half-an-hour
ago. I've just come up by the West-Northern, and I'm frantically hungry.
Thought I'd come round for a meal at once before going to my chambers."


Hazell motioned him to take a
seat at his table. The waiter came up and presented the menu. Hazell listened
while his friend ordered dinner. Then he said:


"Oxtail soup is very
heating. Whiting is a fish that ought to be cooked within two hours of catching.
Curry is deadly for the liver. How you can digest Welsh rarebit is more than I
can imagine, and alcohol in any form has been proved by the leading doctors to
be a poison."


Frank Masters laughed heartily.


"Your life must be a misery
to you, Hazell!"


"Not at all. I never suffer
from indigestion."


"Neither do I."


"Not now, perhaps, but your
old age will be a misery to you."


"How do you know yours
won't, too? You haven't put that to the test with your system yet!"


Hazell shook his head sadly as
the other fell to on his soup. There were few converts to be made at the club.


"Did you have a good run up
to town?" asked Hazell presently.


"Capital."


"Where did you come
from?"


"Redminster."


"Ah, you took the express
arriving in town at 7.28?"


"Yes, Mr. Bradshaw!"


"Mr. Bradshaw" was
Thorpe Hazell's nickname at the club, and he rather rejoiced in it than
otherwise. No man ever, attempted the fag of looking at a railway guide when
Hazell was near at hand.


"Was it in to time?"


"To the minute."


"Generally is. Did you notice
whether a compound drew it?"


"What?"


"A compound
locomotive."


"My dear fellow, I haven't
the slightest idea what you mean. As long as I get to my journey's end I don't
worry about the engine. Jolly good train, that express. No stop at all except at
Wisden Junction, and I can't see the necessity for that."


"They take tickets
there," replied Hazell.


"I know. But why the johnny
can't collect 'em on the train instead of only just looking at 'em is one of
those railway mysteries that you know more about than I do."


"They could collect them on
the train, of course," replied Hazell, "or even at Redminster. But
there's another reason why the train stops at Wisden— in case there are any
passengers for South London."


"Then why do they disturb
you on the train, and make you hunt in all your pockets just to see your
ticket?"


"They don't," said
Hazell, in blunt contradiction, as he helped himself liberally to boiled rice—
for his second course had just arrived.


"But I tell you they
do," replied his friend.


"Oh, well," said
Hazell, "it must be something new. I travelled by that train a fortnight
ago, and they didn't do it then. Oh— what an ass I am! Of course, I know what
it was. A ticket inspector must have been on the train. The railway companies
are not so foolish as you think, Masters, and they often catch fellows in that
way."


The conversation took a general
turn, and, after a bit, Hazell finished his meal and said good-night to his
friend, with another gentle remonstrance against the savoury he was enjoying.


The next morning he had scarcely
finished breakfast at his flat when there came a ring, and he heard his servant
show someone into his study. The next moment he was looking at a visiting card.


"Miss St. John
Mallaby."


When he went into the study he
found himself confronted by a remarkably pretty young lady, whose face,
however, was wearing a very anxious expression.


"I hope you don't mind my
coming here, Mr. Hazell," she began, "but I think you've met my
brother."


"Do sit down," he
answered, "yes, of course I have."


"He told me about you, and
what a clever railway detective you are, and I've come to you. I thought you
might advise me." Hazell smiled.


"I'm afraid I have a
reputation that I don't deserve," he said. "I'm scarcely a railway
detective, as you put it."


"Oh, but you will
help me— please!" said the girl earnestly.


"Of course, I'll do anything
I can for you, Miss Mallaby. But tell me what it's about?"


"I don't want anyone to
know— I mean I want you to promise you won't tell anyone. I'm in great trouble.
I've done something awfully wrong, and it's like a judgment on me."


"My dear young lady,"
replied Hazell gravely, "before you make a confidant of me are you sure
that it is wise to do so?"


"Oh, yes— yes— yes. Because
you may be able to help me. Please let me tell you."


"Very well, then," said
Hazell encouragingly.


"Well, I've lost a diamond
necklace!" she blurted out.


Hazell nodded and waited.


"I ought not to have worn it
all," she went on, "and that's the terrible part of it. It belongs to
my aunt. I'm staying at her house in town. You see it's going to be mine one
day— she has promised to give it to me when I come of age, and that's why I
borrowed it."


"Suppose," said Hazell
kindly, "you begin at the beginning and try to tell me exactly what has
happened?"


"Yes, I will, as well as I
can. My mother and I came up last week to stay with aunt for the season. It was
then that she showed me the necklace. I'd often heard about it, for it's been
in the family a long time. Well, last Monday aunt had to go away unexpectedly,
owing to her brother being taken ill. She left her keys in charge of mother. On
Tuesday I was to go down to Appledon to Sir Roland Hartingford's. His daughter,
who is a great friend of mine, came of age that day, and there was a ball at
the house. Just before I started, the idea suddenly struck me that I would
dearly love to wear the necklace at the dance. I know it was awfully wrong of
me, but the temptation was a strong one, and I found myself saying that if aunt
had been at home she would have lent me the diamonds. And then I yielded and
took them."


"How did you get them?"


"It was very simple. I had
to borrow my mother's keys for something, and she gave me her chatelaine. In it
were the other keys. Almost before I realised what I had done, I had gone into
my aunt's room and unlocked the safe which is fixed there. The necklace was in
a small leather case. I took it out, locked up the safe again, and gave my
mother back the keys."


"Did you tell her what you
had done?"


"No. She does not know even
yet."


"Where did you put the
necklace?"


"In my dressing-case, which
contains my own jewellery and which never leaves me when I travel. Well, I went
down to Appledon with my maid and wore the diamonds at the ball. It was on the
return journey— yesterday— that I lost them."


"In the train?"


"Yes. That's why I came to
you, Mr. Hazell. At least, I think it must have been in the train— and
yet— I hardly know what to say. It is all so terrible."


"Well, you must try to tell
me."


The girl thought for a moment.


"Appledon is on a branch
line," she said, "and you join the main line at Redminster."


"Quite so," said Hazell
indulgently.


"It must have happened in
the main line train, because after we had got in I wanted something from my
case and unlocked it. The necklace was there then; I'm positive of that."


"What train was it?"


"The 5.40 express from
Redminster. I was travelling with my maid in a first-class compartment. It was
a corridor train."


"Was anyone else in the
carriage with you?"


The girl hesitated and blushed
slightly. Then she said:


"One of the guests at
Appledon— Mr. Kestron was coming up to town by the same train, and he travelled
with me."


"The Honourable George
Kestron?"


"Yes."


"I know him slightly,"
replied Hazell, remembering that a rumour was abroad to the effect that this
same Kestron was rather hard up— had borrowed money, so it was said.


Miss Mallaby noticed a certain
tone in Hazell's voice as he replied.


"No— no!" she
exclaimed, "I can't suspect him."


"Had you, then?" asked
Hazell.


"The thought would
come into my head. It was partly for that reason that I did not go to the
police. Oh, Mr. Hazell, I don't know what to think."


"Well, go on with your
story, please. Perhaps you will tell me how you were seated in the
carriage?"


She explained that she was at
first seated in the corner next to the corridor with her back to the engine,
and Kestron was opposite. Her maid was on her left by the window, with the
dressing-case, covered over by a rug, between them. After a while, Kestron had
suggested changing places, as she had said something about travelling with her
back to the engine. She was careful to move the dressing-case over to her side.
Afterwards Kestron had changed his place again and had sat next to her until
Wisden Junction was reached— the dressing-case being between them.


"Have you known Mr. Kestron
long?" asked Hazell.


"I had only met him a few
times before the ball. We danced a good deal together that night, but I had not
known him very long— that was why I asked my maid to stay in the
compartment."


"How came he to travel with
you?"


"He had asked me the night
before what train I was going by."


"I see. Well, when did you
miss the necklace?"


She told him it was after the train
had left Wisden Junction. She put her hand into the outside pocket of the case,
where she kept her purse, and discovered, to her horror, that a long slit had
been cut through the inner side. She unlocked the case, and the necklace was
missing. Kestron had got out at Wisden, having to take a train from there on
business before he went home that night.


"Do you know his
address?" asked Hazell.


"Lancaster Crescent— number
eight, I think."


Having discovered the loss of the
jewels, she was terribly upset, and even asked her maid if she had taken them.
The latter was indignant, and wanted to be searched on the spot. They looked
everywhere in the compartment. It was still broad daylight, and she was certain
that neither of them had left the compartment between Redminster and Wisden.


"Did anyone else come
in?"


"No— even the
ticket-collector only opened the door, and stood half outside when he asked to
see our tickets."


Hazell suddenly remembered that
the friend with whom he had been dining on the previous evening had travelled
by the same train. He thought for a minute, and then asked her to tell him how
the three were seated when the ticket-collector came, and who gave him the
tickets.


"Mr. Kestron was next to me—
it was after he had changed places the second time. I handed his ticket to the
man, who glanced at it and returned it. My maid had both our tickets— she
always sees to that— and she showed them to him."


"But as she was near the
window, how did she do it?"


"Why," exclaimed the
girl rather petulantly, "she naturally moved across to him."


"I see," said Hazell
thoughtfully. "The corridor, of course, was on the left as you
faced the engine. Can you remember whether the ticket-collector came from the
front or back of the train, and whereabouts your carriage was in the
train?"


"About the middle. The
collector came from the front, but he had passed along the corridor just
before."


"Only just
before?"


"Yes."


"Ah! Well, I think you've
told me all I want to know. It's a troublesome case. By the way, what happened
when you arrived at the terminus?"


"My aunt's brougham was
there to meet me, and the footman got my luggage from the van. My maid and I
went straight to the brougham. I was foolish, perhaps, but I didn't tell anyone
what had happened. I dreaded the police knowing. I felt like a thief myself.
And— and—"


"You suspected Mr. Kestron,
I suppose?"


Her eyes fell before his gaze,
and she nodded slowly.


"I don't wonder," said
Hazell.


"But— but— do you think he
took it, Mr. Hazell? I don't know what to do about it— and my aunt comes home
this evening. I shall have to tell her. If— if— he took it, are you going to
try to find out?"


"I shall have to keep you in
suspense for a little while, Miss Mallaby," said Thorpe Hazell. "I
want you to go straight home and say nothing about this visit. Please give me
your address, and I will call as soon as possible— to-day, I expect. I can't
promise anything, but there is just a chance of getting on the track."


She thanked him. He put on his
hat and saw her to the door, where her taxi was waiting. Then he hailed another
and directed the driver to take him quickly to the terminus of the
West-Northern Railway.


"Wait," he said as he
got out. "I shall want you again directly."


He made his way to the office of
the traffic-manager, whom he knew.


"I want some
information," he said. "Will you tell me if there was a
ticket-collector or inspector on the 5.40 p.m. express from Redminster last
evening?"


"Another mystery?"
asked the official.


"Yes— but the chances are
against a solution, I'm afraid."


The manager rang for a clerk and
gave some orders. In ten minutes' time the report was brought in. No ticket
inspector or collector had been on the train.


"That settles it,"
cried Hazell. "I'd advise you to look after your old uniforms, Mr. Street.
Good-morning."


His next move was to drive to
Frank Masters, whom he found busy with a pile of briefs in front of him.


"Sorry to disturb you,"
said Hazell, "but the matter is of importance. It's about your railway
journey last night. That ticket-collecting incident is the clue to a mystery.
Can you remember what the fellow was like?"


"Yes. A man with a black
beard and moustache, and rather a gruff voice."


"After he'd looked at your
ticket did he go back along the corridor?"


"No. He passed first, and
asked for tickets Coming back."


"From the front of the
train— yes, I know. Now, whereabouts in the carriage were you— which
compartment were you in, I mean?"


"The last but two— a
first-class."


"Last but two from the
engine?"


"Yes."


"H'm. I wish I knew about
those two compartments behind you."


"I can tell you."


"Good!" ejaculated
Hazell. "How?"


"There was a fellow in my
compartment who lit an Egyptian cigarette. I can't stand the smell of 'em, so I
went out."


"After the tickets were
looked at?"


"Yes— some ten minutes
later— just before we got to Wisden. The next compartment was evidently
reserved for ladies, so I avoided it; the last was a second class, but I didn't
mind that. There was only one man in it."


"Oh, that's grand,"
cried Hazell, with great glee. "I'll have a drink on the strength of
it." And he pulled out his milk flask.


"What was he like?" he
went on.


"A clean-shaven fellow, with
the exception of slight whiskers. He was reading a paper when I went in."


"That's the man I
want," said Hazell. "You see, I happen to know that the doors at the
ends of the coaches on this train were locked, the key being with the guard. So
it was impossible that anyone could get through to the next coach. If only I
could find out where that man is now!"


Masters wheeled round his chair
suddenly.


"Will you tell me why you
want to know?" he asked.


"I can't, my dear
chap."


"Will you assure me, then,
that no harm will come of it if I can give you a clue?"


"On the other hand, you will
be doing a very great service in the cause of justice."


"Very well, then. I took a
taxi straight to the club when I arrived at the terminus. And I happened to
notice that my travelling companion took the next on the rank. He had a large
Gladstone and a smaller bag with him."


"That settles it. I'm
off," exclaimed Hazell.


In half an hour's time he was
back at the terminus, in consultation with the cab inspector, who keeps watch
at the station gates.


"I want the number and
destination of the taxi that followed immediately after the one bound for the Avenue
Club last evening— from the 7.35 from Redminster."


He knew, of course, that every
cabman has to shout out his destination to the inspector as he passes the
little office at the gate. The man consulted his book.


"Number 28,533. Destination,
Eight, Lancaster Crescent."


Thorpe Hazell stood as one
stunned.


"Kestron's address!" he
muttered to himself. "The girl must have been right, after all. It's
pretty bad!"


"I think you'll find the
taxi on the rank now, sir," went on the inspector.


It was there, and in answer to
his inquiries the driver informed Hazell that the address was quite correct,
and that his fare had certainly gone in at number eight.


"I'm sorry for her,"
said Hazell to himself, as he told his own cabman to drive him there; "but
at least I can try to bluff him. Still, it's very strange. There's a hitch in
my reasoning somewhere. Except, of course, this man must have been his tool. I
can't make it out."


He rang the bell of number eight,
and a servant opened the door.


"Is Mr. Kestron in?"


"No, sir; he went out half
an hour ago."


Thorpe Hazell paused, then he
said:


"Ah, he has returned from
the country, then?"


"Yes, sir. He came back late
last night."


"About eight?"


"No, sir; not till after
ten."


"Oh," said Hazell
nonchalantly, "I thought he returned by the train arriving at about
half-past seven and drove straight home."


"No, sir; the valet came
back with the luggage then, but Mr. Kestron arrived later."


Instantly the solution flashed
across his mind. Producing half-a-sovereign, he said to the girl: "I want
to see his valet."


The girl looked at him
doubtfully, and hesitated.


"I am a friend of your
master," said Hazell quietly.


Then the bribe acted. In a couple
of minutes the valet came into the room where Hazell had been shown. Without a
word the latter walked to the door and locked it. Then he turned upon the man.


"Do you find
ticket-collecting a paying business?" he asked.


The other turned very pale.


"I don't understand,"
he said.


"I can prove that you were
amusing yourself asking for tickets on the express from Redminster last night.
I have all the details."


The man was thoroughly taken
aback. At first he denied everything, but something in Hazell's quiet manner
was too much for him.


"Well," he said
sullenly, "and if I was? It was a harmless enough joke. You're from the
railway company, I suppose?"


Hazell ignored the question.


"I want that diamond
necklace that was handed to you by Miss Mallaby's maid," he said,
"sharp!"


The man gave a bound forward.


"It was a clever scheme you both
hatched out at Appledon— no!" he cried, "I know exactly what
happened. If you attempt any nonsense you're done for, my man." Then he
went on to explain that if the necklace were restored quietly nothing more
would be said.


"Not for your sake, you know,"
he added grimly, "but because it's best to hush it up. If you refuse, I'll
open the window and tell my cabman to fetch the police. These are my
conditions. You give me the necklace, and clear out of here before your master
returns. For I fancy he'll know about this one of these days."


"Who are you?" blurted
out the man.


"My name's Thorpe Hazell— if
that's any use to you, and this isn't the first little affair of the railway
I've solved."


"I've heard of you,"
said the valet. "Were you on the train?"


"No. Now then— that
necklace, please."


"I'll— I'll go and get
it."


"Then I'll come with
you."


He looked at Hazell for a moment,
then, putting his hand in the inner pocket of his coat he drew out a small
case, and handed it over to Hazell with a curse. The latter opened it, and saw
the diamonds were intact.


"Thanks," he said.
"I've two questions to ask you— out of mere curiosity. Why did you trouble
to ask for tickets in every compartment of that carriage?"


"I thought it might allay
suspicion if the alarm were given before the end of the journey. The other
passengers would—"


"Oh, it is very weak!"
interrupted Hazell. "How should you have changed into uniform if there had
been anyone else in your compartment?"


"There was the
lavatory."


"I see. Good-morning. You
may think yourself very lucky, my friend."


In an hour's time the necklace
was in the hands of Miss St. John Mallaby, who was profuse in her expressions
of relief and gratitude.


"And you are sure
that—"


"That Mr. Kestron had
nothing to do with it? Absolutely. Now, please ring for your maid."


The latter came in. Hazell held
the necklace in his hands.


"Your mistress thinks you
had better take yourself off at once," he said. "Mr. Kestron's valet
is also out of a situation. Did you use your scissors or a knife to slit open
that dressing-case under cover of the rug?"


She stood for half-a-minute
gasping for breath. Then she left the room without a word.


"It has been an interesting
case, Miss Mallaby," remarked Hazell, "and I am glad to think that
the last of my little investigations of railway mysteries has cleared a good
man of suspicion and ended happily."


_____________________
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1:  How Trees are Felled in China


 


A HALF-MILE north from Jo. Dunfer's, on the road from
Hutton's to Mexican Hill, the highway dips into a sunless ravine which opens
out on either hand in a half-confidential manner, as if it had a secret to
impart at some more convenient season. I never used to ride through it without
looking first to the one side and then to the other, to see if the time had
arrived for the revelation. If I saw nothing— and I never did see anything—
there was no feeling of disappointment, for I knew the disclosure was merely
withheld temporarily for some good reason which I had no right to question.
That I should one day be taken into full confidence I no more doubted than I
doubted the existence of Jo. Dunfer himself, through whose premises the ravine
ran.


It was said that Jo. had once
undertaken to erect a cabin in some remote part of it, but for some reason had
abandoned the enterprise and constructed his present hermaphrodite habitation,
half residence and half groggery, at the roadside, upon an extreme corner of
his estate; as far away as possible, as if on purpose to show how radically he
had changed his mind.


This Jo. Dunfer— or, as he was
familiarly known in the neighborhood, Whisky Jo.— was a very important
personage in those parts. He was apparently about forty years of age, a long,
shock-headed fellow, with a corded face, a gnarled arm and a knotty hand like a
bunch of prison-keys. He was a hairy man, with a stoop in his walk, like that
of one who is about to spring upon something and rend it.


Next to the peculiarity to which
he owed his local appellation, Mr. Dunfer's most obvious characteristic was a
deep-seated antipathy to the Chinese. I saw him once in a towering rage because
one of his herdsmen had permitted a travel-heated Asian to slake his thirst at
the horse-trough in front of the saloon end of Jo.'s establishment. I ventured
faintly to remonstrate with Jo. for his unchristian spirit, but he merely
explained that there was nothing about Chinamen in the New Testament,
and strode away to wreak his displeasure upon his dog, which also, I suppose,
the inspired scribes had overlooked.


Some days afterward, finding him
sitting alone in his barroom, I cautiously approached the subject, when,
greatly to my relief, the habitual austerity of his expression visibly softened
into something that I took for condescension.


"You young Easterners,"
he said, "are a mile-and-a-half too good for this country, and you don't
catch on to our play. People who don't know a Chileno from a Kanaka can afford
to hang out liberal ideas about Chinese immigration, but a fellow that has to
fight for his bone with a lot of mongrel coolies hasn't any time for
foolishness."


This long consumer, who had
probably never done an honest day's-work in his life, sprung the lid of a
Chinese tobacco-box and with thumb and forefinger forked out a wad like a small
haycock. Holding this reinforcement within supporting distance he fired away
with renewed confidence.


"They're a flight of
devouring locusts, and they're going for everything green in this God blest land,
if you want to know."


Here he pushed his reserve into
the breach and when his gabble-gear was again disengaged resumed his uplifting
discourse.


"I had one of them on this
ranch five years ago, and I'll tell you about it, so that you can see the nub
of this whole question. I didn't pan out particularly well those days— drank
more whisky than was prescribed for me and didn't seem to care for my duty as a
patriotic American citizen; so I took that pagan in, as a kind of cook. But
when I got religion over at the Hill and they talked of running me for the
Legislature it was given to me to see the light. But what was I to do? If I
gave him the go somebody else would take him, and mightn't treat him white. What
was I to do? What would any good Christian do, especially one new to the
trade and full to the neck with the brotherhood of Man and the fatherhood of
God?"


Jo. paused for a reply, with an
expression of unstable satisfaction, as of one who has solved a problem by a
distrusted method. Presently he rose and swallowed a glass of whisky from a
full bottle on the counter, then resumed his story.


"Besides, he didn't count
for much— didn't know anything and gave himself airs. They all do that. I said
him nay, but he muled it through on that line while he lasted; but after
turning the other cheek seventy and seven times I doctored the dice so that he
didn't last forever. And I'm almighty glad I had the sand to do it.


Jo.'s gladness, which somehow did
not impress me, was duly and ostentatiously celebrated at the bottle.


"About five years ago I
started in to stick up a shack. That was before this one was built, and I put
it in another place. I set Ah Wee and a little cuss named Gopher to cutting the
timber. Of course I didn't expect Ah Wee to help much, for he had a face like a
day in June and big black eyes— I guess maybe they were the damn'dest eyes in
this neck o' woods."


While delivering this trenchant
thrust at common sense Mr. Dunfer absently regarded a knot-hole in the thin
board partition separating the bar from the living-room, as if that were one of
the eyes whose size and color had incapacitated his servant for good service.


"Now you Eastern galoots
won't believe anything against the yellow devils," he suddenly flamed out
with an appearance of earnestness not altogether convincing, "but I tell
you that Chink was the perversest scoundrel outside San Francisco. The
miserable pigtail Mongolian went to hewing away at the saplings all round the
stems, like a worm o' the dust gnawing a radish. I pointed out his error as
patiently as I knew how, and showed him how to cut them on two sides, so as to
make them fall right; but no sooner would I turn my back on him, like
this"— and he turned it on me, amplifying the illustration by taking some
more liquor—"than he was at it again. It was just this way: while I looked
at him, so"— regarding me rather unsteadily and with evident
complexity of vision—"he was all right; but when I looked away, so"—
taking a long pull at the bottle—"he defied me. Then I'd gaze at him
reproachfully, so, and butter wouldn't have melted in his mouth."


Doubtless Mr. Dunfer honestly
intended the look that he fixed upon me to be merely reproachful, but it was
singularly fit to arouse the gravest apprehension in any unarmed person
incurring it; and as I had lost all interest in his pointless and interminable
narrative, I rose to go. Before I had fairly risen, he had again turned to the
counter, and with a barely audible "so," had emptied the bottle at a
gulp.


Heavens! what a yell! It was like
a Titan in his last, strong agony. Jo. staggered back after emitting it, as a
cannon recoils from its own thunder, and then dropped into his chair, as if he
had been "knocked in the head" like a beef— his eyes drawn sidewise
toward the wall, with a stare of terror. Looking in the same direction, I saw
that the knot-hole in the wall had indeed become a human eye— a full, black
eye, that glared into my own with an entire lack of expression more awful than
the most devilish glitter. I think I must have covered my face with my hands to
shut out the horrible illusion, if such it was, and Jo.'s little white
man-of-all-work coming into the room broke the spell, and I walked out of the
house with a sort of dazed fear that delirium tremens might be infectious. My
horse was hitched at the watering-trough, and untying him I mounted and gave
him his head, too much troubled in mind to note whither he took me.


I did not know what to think of
all this, and like every one who does not know what to think I thought a great
deal, and to little purpose. The only reflection that seemed at all
satisfactory, was, that on the morrow I should be some miles away, with a
strong probability of never returning.


A sudden coolness brought me out
of my abstraction, and looking up I found myself entering the deep shadows of
the ravine. The day was stifling; and this transition from the pitiless,
visible heat of the parched fields to the cool gloom, heavy with pungency of
cedars and vocal with twittering of the birds that had been driven to its leafy
asylum, was exquisitely refreshing. I looked for my mystery, as usual, but not
finding the ravine in a communicative mood, dismounted, led my sweating animal
into the undergrowth, tied him securely to a tree and sat down upon a rock to
meditate.


I began bravely by analyzing my
pet superstition about the place. Having resolved it into its constituent
elements I arranged them in convenient troops and squadrons, and collecting all
the forces of my logic bore down upon them from impregnable premises with the
thunder of irresistible conclusions and a great noise of chariots and general
intellectual shouting. Then, when my big mental guns had overturned all
opposition, and were growling almost inaudibly away on the horizon of pure
speculation, the routed enemy straggled in upon their rear, massed silently
into a solid phalanx, and captured me, bag and baggage. An indefinable dread
came upon me. I rose to shake it off, and began threading the narrow dell by an
old, grass-grown cow-path that seemed to flow along the bottom, as a substitute
for the brook that Nature had neglected to provide.


The trees among which the path
straggled were ordinary, well-behaved plants, a trifle perverted as to trunk
and eccentric as to bough, but with nothing unearthly in their general aspect.
A few loose bowlders, which had detached themselves from the sides of the
depression to set up an independent existence at the bottom, had dammed up the
pathway, here and there, but their stony repose had nothing in it of the
stillness of death. There was a kind of death-chamber hush in the valley, it is
true, and a mysterious whisper above: the wind was just fingering the tops of
the trees— that was all.


I had not thought of connecting
Jo. Dunfer's drunken narrative with what I now sought, and only when I came
into a clear space and stumbled over the level trunks of some small trees did I
have the revelation. This was the site of the abandoned "shack." The
discovery was verified by noting that some of the rotting stumps were hacked
all round, in a most unwoodmanlike way, while others were cut straight across,
and the butt ends of the corresponding trunks had the blunt wedge-form given by
the axe of a master.


The opening among the trees was
not more than thirty paces across. At one side was a little knoll— a natural
hillock, bare of shrubbery but covered with wild grass, and on this, standing
out of the grass, the headstone of a grave!


I do not remember that I felt
anything like surprise at this discovery. I viewed that lonely grave with something
of the feeling that Columbus must have had when he saw the hills and headlands
of the new world. Before approaching it I leisurely completed my survey of the
surroundings. I was even guilty of the affectation of winding my watch at that
unusual hour, and with needless care and deliberation. Then I approached my
mystery.


The grave— a rather short one—
was in somewhat better repair than was consistent with its obvious age and
isolation, and my eyes, I dare say, widened a trifle at a clump of unmistakable
garden flowers showing evidence of recent watering. The stone had clearly
enough done duty once as a doorstep. In its front was carved, or rather dug, an
inscription. It read thus:


 


AH WEE— CHINAMAN.


Age unknown.


Worked for Jo. Dunfer.


 


This monument is erected by him to keep the Chink's
memory green. Likewise as a warning to Celestials not to take on airs. Devil
take 'em! She Was a Good Egg.


 


I cannot adequately relate my
astonishment at this uncommon inscription! The meagre but sufficient identification
of the deceased; the impudent candor of confession; the brutal anathema; the
ludicrous change of sex and sentiment— all marked this record as the work of
one who must have been at least as much demented as bereaved. I felt that any
further disclosure would be a paltry anti-climax, and with an unconscious
regard for dramatic effect turned squarely about and walked away. Nor did I
return to that part of the county for four years.


 


2: Who Drives Sane Oxen Should
Himself Be Sane


 


"GEE-UP, there, old Fuddy–Duddy!"


This unique adjuration came from
the lips of a queer little man perched upon a wagonful of firewood, behind a
brace of oxen that were hauling it easily along with a simulation of mighty
effort which had evidently not imposed on their lord and master. As that
gentleman happened at the moment to be staring me squarely in the face as I
stood by the roadside it was not altogether clear whether he was addressing me
or his beasts; nor could I say if they were named Fuddy and Duddy and were both
subjects of the imperative verb "to gee-up." Anyhow the command
produced no effect on us, and the queer little man removed his eyes from mine
long enough to spear Fuddy and Duddy alternately with a long pole, remarking,
quietly but with feeling: "Dern your skin," as if they enjoyed that
integument in common. Observing that my request for a ride took no attention,
and finding myself falling slowly astern, I placed one foot upon the inner
circumference of a hind wheel and was slowly elevated to the level of the hub,
whence I boarded the concern, sans ceremonie, and scrambling forward seated
myself beside the driver— who took no notice of me until he had administered
another indiscriminate castigation to his cattle, accompanied with the advice
to "buckle down, you derned Incapable!" Then, the master of the
outfit (or rather the former master, for I could not suppress a whimsical
feeling that the entire establishment was my lawful prize) trained his big,
black eyes upon me with an expression strangely, and somewhat unpleasantly,
familiar, laid down his rod— which neither blossomed nor turned into a serpent,
as I half expected— folded his arms, and gravely demanded, "W'at did you
do to W'isky?"


My natural reply would have been
that I drank it, but there was something about the query that suggested a
hidden significance, and something about the man that did not invite a shallow
jest. And so, having no other answer ready, I merely held my tongue, but felt
as if I were resting under an imputation of guilt, and that my silence was
being construed into a confession.


Just then a cold shadow fell upon
my cheek, and caused me to look up. We were descending into my ravine! I cannot
describe the sensation that came upon me: I had not seen it since it unbosomed
itself four years before, and now I felt like one to whom a friend has made
some sorrowing confession of crime long past, and who has basely deserted him
in consequence. The old memories of Jo. Dunfer, his fragmentary revelation, and
the unsatisfying explanatory note by the headstone, came back with singular
distinctness. I wondered what had become of Jo., and— I turned sharply round
and asked my prisoner. He was intently watching his cattle, and without
withdrawing his eyes replied:


"Gee-up, old Terrapin! He
lies aside of Ah Wee up the gulch. Like to see it? They always come back to the
spot— I've been expectin' you. H-woa!"


At the enunciation of the
aspirate, Fuddy–Duddy, the incapable terrapin, came to a dead halt, and before
the vowel had died away up the ravine had folded up all his eight legs and lain
down in the dusty road, regardless of the effect upon his derned skin. The
queer little man slid off his seat to the ground and started up the dell
without deigning to look back to see if I was following. But I was.


It was about the same season of
the year, and at near the same hour of the day, of my last visit. The jays
clamored loudly, and the trees whispered darkly, as before; and I somehow
traced in the two sounds a fanciful analogy to the open boastfulness of Mr. Jo.
Dunfer's mouth and the mysterious reticence of his manner, and to the mingled
hardihood and tenderness of his sole literary production— the epitaph. All
things in the valley seemed unchanged, excepting the cow-path, which was almost
wholly overgrown with weeds. When we came out into the "clearing,"
however, there was change enough. Among the stumps and trunks of the fallen
saplings, those that had been hacked "China fashion" were no longer
distinguishable from those that were cut "'Melican way." It was as if
the Old–World barbarism and the New–World civilization had reconciled their
differences by the arbitration of an impartial decay— as is the way of
civilizations. The knoll was there, but the Hunnish brambles had overrun and
all but obliterated its effete grasses; and the patrician garden-violet had
capitulated to his plebeian brother— perhaps had merely reverted to his
original type. Another grave— a long, robust mound— had been made beside the
first, which seemed to shrink from the comparison; and in the shadow of a new
headstone the old one lay prostrate, with its marvelous inscription illegible
by accumulation of leaves and soil. In point of literary merit the new was
inferior to the old— was even repulsive in its terse and savage jocularity:


 


JO. DUNFER.


DONE FOR.


 


I turned from it with
indifference, and brushing away the leaves from the tablet of the dead pagan
restored to light the mocking words which, fresh from their long neglect,
seemed to have a certain pathos. My guide, too, appeared to take on an added
seriousness as he read it, and I fancied that I could detect beneath his
whimsical manner something of manliness, almost of dignity. But while I looked
at him his former aspect, so subtly inhuman, so tantalizingly familiar, crept
back into his big eyes, repellant and attractive. I resolved to make an end of
the mystery if possible.


"My friend," I said,
pointing to the smaller grave, "did Jo. Dunfer murder that Chinaman?"


He was leaning against a tree and
looking across the open space into the top of another, or into the blue sky
beyond. He neither withdrew his eyes, nor altered his posture as he slowly
replied:


"No, sir; he justifiably
homicided him."


"Then he really did kill
him."


"Kill 'im? I should say he did,
rather. Doesn't everybody know that? Didn't he stan' up before the coroner's
jury and confess it? And didn't they find a verdict of 'Came to 'is death by a
wholesome Christian sentiment workin' in the Caucasian breast'? An' didn't the
church at the Hill turn W'isky down for it? And didn't the sovereign people
elect him Justice of the Peace to get even on the gospelers? I don't know where
you were brought up."


"But did Jo. do that because
the Chinaman did not, or would n'ot, learn to cut down trees like a white
man?"


"Sure!— it stan's so on the
record, which makes it true an' legal. My knowin' better doesn't make any
difference with legal truth; it wasn't my funeral and I wasn't invited to
deliver an oration. But the fact is, W'isky was jealous o' me"— and
the little wretch actually swelled out like a turkeycock and made a pretense of
adjusting an imaginary neck-tie, noting the effect in the palm of his hand,
held up before him to represent a mirror.


"Jealous of you!"
I repeated with ill-mannered astonishment.


"That's what I said. Why
not?— don't I look all right?"


He assumed a mocking attitude of
studied grace, and twitched the wrinkles out of his threadbare waistcoat. Then,
suddenly dropping his voice to a low pitch of singular sweetness, he continued:


"W'isky thought a lot o'
that Chink; nobody but me knew how 'e doted on 'im. Couldn't bear 'im out of
'is sight, the derned protoplasm! And w'en 'e came down to this clear-in' one
day an' found him an' me neglectin' our work— him asleep an' me grapplin a tarantula
out of 'is sleeve— W'isky laid hold of my axe and let us have it, good an'
hard! I dodged just then, for the spider bit me, but Ah Wee got it bad in the
side an' tumbled about like anything. W'isky was just weigh-in' me out one w'en
'e saw the spider fastened on my finger; then 'e knew he'd made a jack ass of
'imself. He threw away the axe and got down on 'is knees alongside of Ah Wee,
who gave a last little kick and opened 'is eyes— he had eyes like mine— an'
puttin' up 'is hands drew down W'isky's ugly head and held it there w'ile 'e
stayed. That wasn't long, for a tremblin' ran through 'im and 'e gave a bit of
a moan an' beat the game."


During the progress of the story
the narrator had become transfigured. The comic, or rather, the sardonic element
was all out of him, and as he painted that strange scene it was with difficulty
that I kept my composure. And this consummate actor had somehow so managed me
that the sympathy due to his dramatis persone was given to himself. I stepped
forward to grasp his hand, when suddenly a broad grin danced across his face
and with a light, mocking laugh he continued:


"W'en W'isky got 'is nut out
o' that 'e was a sight to see! All his fine clothes— he dressed mighty blindin'
those days— were spoiled everlastin'! 'Is hair was towsled and his face— what I
could see of it— was whiter than the ace of lilies. 'E stared once at me, and
looked away as if I didn't count; an' then there were shootin' pains chasin'
one another from my bitten finger into my head, and it was Gopher to the dark.
That's why I wasn't at the inquest."


"But why did you hold your
tongue afterward?" I asked.


"It's that kind of
tongue," he replied, and not another word would he say about it.


"After that W'isky took to
drinkin' harder an' harder, and was rabider an' rabider anti-coolie, but I
don't think 'e was ever particularly glad that 'e dispelled Ah Wee. He didn't
put on so much dog about it w'en we were alone as w'en he had the ear of a
derned Spectacular Extravaganza like you. 'E put up that headstone and gouged
the inscription accordin' to his varyin' moods. It took 'im three weeks,
workin' between drinks. I gouged his in one day."


"When did Jo. die?" I
asked rather absently. The answer took my breath:


"Pretty soon after I looked
at him through that knot-hole, w'en you had put something in his w'isky, you
derned Borgia!"


Recovering somewhat from my
surprise at this astounding charge, I was half-minded to throttle the audacious
accuser, but was restrained by a sudden conviction that came to me in the light
of a revelation. I fixed a grave look upon him and asked, as calmly as I could:
"And when did you go luny?"


"Nine years ago!" he
shrieked, throwing out his clenched hands—"nine years ago, w'en that big
brute killed the woman who loved him better than she did me!— me who had
followed 'er from San Francisco, where 'e won 'er at draw poker!— me who had
watched over 'er for years w'en the scoundrel she belonged to was ashamed to
acknowledge 'er and treat 'er white!— me who for her sake kept 'is cussed secret
till it ate 'im up!— me who w'en you poisoned the beast fulfilled 'is last
request to lay 'im alongside 'er and give 'im a stone to the head of 'im! And
I've never since seen 'er grave till now, for I didn't want to meet 'im
here."


"Meet him? Why, Gopher, my
poor fellow, he is dead!"


"That's why I'm afraid of
'im."


I followed the little wretch back
to his wagon and wrung his hand at parting. It was now nightfall, and as I
stood there at the roadside in the deepening gloom, watching the blank outlines
of the receding wagon, a sound was borne to me on the evening wind— a sound as
of a series of vigorous thumps— and a voice came out of the night:


"Gee-up, there, you derned
old Geranium."


_______________________
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TWENTY-EIGHT
YEARS AGO, I went to spend the summer at an old Dutch villa which then lifted
its head from the wild country that, in present days, has been tamed down into
a site for a Crystal Palace. Madison Square was then a wilderness of fields and
scrub oak, here and there diversified with tall and stately elms. Worthy
citizens who could afford two establishments rusticated in the groves that then
flourished where ranks of brown-stone porticos now form the landscape; and the
locality of Fortieth Street, where my summer palace stood, was justly looked
upon as at an enterprising distance from the city.


I had an imperious
desire to live in this house ever since I can remember. I had often seen it
when a boy, and its cool verandas and quaint garden seemed, whenever I passed,
to attract me irresistibly. In after years, when I grew up to man's estate, I
was not sorry, therefore, when one summer, fatigued with the labors of my
business, I beheld a notice in the papers intimating that it was to be let
furnished. I hastened to my dear friend, Jaspar Joye, painted the delights of
this rural retreat in the most glowing colors, easily obtained his assent to
share the enjoyments and the expense with me, and a month afterward we were
taking our ease in this new paradise.


Independent of
early associations, other interests attached me to this house. It was somewhat
historical, and had given shelter to George Washington on the occasion of one
of his visits to the city. Furthermore, I knew the descendants of the family to
whom it had originally belonged. Their history was strange and mournful, and it
seemed to me as if their individuality was somehow shared by the edifice. It
had been built by a Mr. Van Koeren, a gentleman of Holland, the younger son of
a rich mercantile firm at the Hague, who had emigrated to this country in order
to establish a branch of his father's business in New York, which even then
gave indications of the prosperity it has since reached with such marvellous
rapidity. He had brought with him a fair young Belgian wife; a loving girl, if
I may believe her portrait, with soft brown eyes, chestnut hair, and a deep,
placid contentment spreading over her fresh and innocent features. Her son,
Alain Van Koeren, had her picture an old miniature in a red gold frame as well
as that of his father, and in truth, when looking on the two, one could not
conceive a greater contrast than must have existed between husband and wife.
Mr. Van Koeren must have been a man of terrible will and gloomy temperament.
His face in the picture is dark and austere, his eyes deep-sunken, and burning
as if with a slow, inward fire. The lips are thin and compressed, with much
determination of purpose; and his chin, boldly salient, is brimful of power and
resolution. When first I saw those two pictures I sighed inwardly and thought,
"Poor child! you must often have sighed for the sunny meadows of Brussels,
in the long, gloomy nights spent in the company of that terrible man!"


I was not far
wrong, as I afterward discovered. Mr. and Mrs. Van Koeren were very unhappy.
Jealousy was his monomania, and he had scarcely been married before his
girl-wife began to feel the oppression of a gloomy and ceaseless tyranny. Every
man under fifty, whose hair was not white and whose form was erect, was an
object of suspicion to this Dutch Bluebeard. Not that he was vulgarly jealous.
He did not frown at his wife before strangers, or attack her with reproaches in
the midst of her festivities. He was too well-bred a man to bare his private
woes to the world. But at night, when the guests had departed and the dull
light of the quaint old Flemish lamps but half illuminated the nuptial chamber,
then it was that with monotonous invective Mr. Van Koeren crushed his wife. And
Marie, weeping and silent, would sit on the edge of the bed listening to the
cold, trenchant irony of her husband, who, pacing up and down the room, would
now and then stop in his walk to gaze with his burning eyes upon the pallid
face of his victim. Even the evidences that Marie gave of becoming a mother did
not check him. He saw in that coming event, which most husbands anticipate with
mingled joy and fear, only an approaching incarnation of his dishonor. He
watched with a horrible refinement of suspicion for the arrival of that being
in whose features he madly believed he should but too surely trace the
evidences of his wife's crime.


Whether it was that
these ceaseless attacks wore out her strength, or that Providence wished to add
another chastening misery to her burden of woe, I dare not speculate; but it is
certain that one luckless night Mr. Van Koeren learned with fury that he had
become a father two months before the allotted time. During his first paroxysm
of rage, on the receipt of intelligence which seemed to confirm all his
previous suspicions, it was, I believe, with difficulty that he was prevented
from slaying both the innocent causes of his resentment. The caution of his
race and the presence of the physicians induced him, however, to put a curb
upon his furious will until reflection suggested quite as criminal, if not as
dangerous, a vengeance. As soon as his poor wife had recovered from her
illness, unnaturally prolonged by the delicacy of constitution induced by
previous mental suffering, she was astonished to find, instead of increasing
his persecutions, that her husband had changed his tactics and treated her with
studied neglect. He rarely spoke to her except on occasions when the decencies
of society demanded that he should address her. He avoided her presence, and no
longer inhabited the same apartments. He seemed, in short, to strive as much as
possible to forget her existence. But if she did not suffer from personal
ill-treatment it was because a punishment more acute was in store for her. If
Mr. Van Koeren had chosen to affect to consider her beneath his vengeance, it
was because his hate had taken another direction, and seemed to have derived
increased intensity from the alteration. It was upon the unhappy boy, the cause
of all this misery, that the father lavished a terrible hatred. Mr. Van Koeren
seemed determined, that, if this child sprang from other loins than his, the
mournful destiny which he forced upon him should amply avenge his own existence
and the infidelity of his mother. While the child was an infant his plan seemed
to have been formed. Ignorance and neglect were the two deadly influences with
which he sought to assassinate the moral nature of this boy; and his terrible
campaign against the virtue of his own son was, as he grew up, carried into
execution with the most consummate generalship. He gave him money, but debarred
him from education. He allowed him liberty of action, but withheld advice. It
was in vain that his mother, who foresaw the frightful consequences of such a
training, sought in secret by every means in her power to nullify her husband's
attempts. She strove in vain to seduce her son into an ambition to be educated.
She beheld with horror all her agonized efforts frustrated, and saw her son and
only child becoming, even in his youth, a drunkard and a libertine. In the end
it proved too much for her strength; she sickened, and went home to her sunny
Belgian plains. There she lingered for a few months in a calm but rapid decay,
whose calmness was broken but by the one grief; until one autumn day, when the
leaves were falling from the limes, she made a little prayer for her son to the
good God, and died. Vain orison! Spendthrift, gamester, libertine, and drunkard
by turns, Alain Van Koeren's earthly destiny was unchangeable. The father, who
should have been his guide, looked on each fresh depravity of his son's with a
species of grim delight. Even the death of his wronged wife had no effect upon
his fatal purpose. He still permitted the young man to run blindly to
destruction by the course into which he himself had led him.


As years rolled by,
and Mr. Van Koeren himself approached to that time of life when he might soon
expect to follow his persecuted wife, he relieved himself of the hateful
presence of his son altogether. Even the link of a systematic vengeance, which
had hitherto united them, was severed, and Alain was cast adrift without either
money or principle. The occasion of this final separation between father and
son was the marriage of the latter with a girl of humble, though honest
extraction. This was a good excuse for the remorseless Van Koeren, so he
availed himself of it by turning his son out of doors.


 


FROM that time
forth they never met. Alain lived a life of meagre dissipation, and soon died,
leaving behind him one child, a daughter. By a coincidence natural enough, Mr.
Van Koeren's death followed his son's almost immediately. He died as he had
lived, sternly. But those who were around his couch in his last moments
mentioned some singular facts connected with the manner of his death. A few
moments before he expired, he raised himself in the bed, and seemed as if
conversing with some person invisible to the spectators. His lips moved as if
in speech, and immediately afterward he sank back, bathed in a flood of tears.
"Wrong! wrong!" he was heard to mutter, feebly; then he implored
passionately the forgiveness of some one who, he said, was present. The death
struggle ensued almost immediately, and in the midst of his agony he seemed
wrestling for speech. All that could be heard, however, were a few broken
words. "I was wrong. My— unfounded—  For God's sake look in—
 You will find—" Having uttered these fragmentary sentences, he
seemed to feel that the power of speech had passed away forever. He fixed his
eyes piteously on those around him, and, with a great sigh of grief, expired. I
gathered these facts from his granddaughter and Alain's daughter, Alice Van
Koeren, who had been summoned by some friend to her grandfather's dying couch
when it was too late. It was the first time she had seen him, and then she saw
him die.


The results of Mr.
Van Koeren's death were a nine days' wonder to all the merchants in New York.
Beyond a small sum in the bank, and the house in which he lived, which was
mortgaged for its full value, Mr. Van Koeren had died a pauper! To those who
knew him and knew his affairs, this seemed inexplicable. Five or six years
before his death he had retired from business with a fortune of several hundred
thousand dollars. He had lived quietly since then, was known not to have
speculated, and could not have gambled. The question then was, where had his
wealth vanished to. Search was made in every secretary, in every bureau, for
some document which might throw a light on the mysterious disposition that he
had made of his property. None was found. Neither will, nor certificates of
stock, nor title deeds, nor bank accounts, were anywhere discernible. Inquiries
were made at the offices of companies in which Mr. Van Koeren was known to be
largely interested; he had sold out his stock years ago. Real estate that had
been believed to be his was found on investigation to have passed into other
hands. There could be no doubt that for some years past Mr. Van Koeren had been
steadily converting all his property into money, and what he had done with that
money no one knew. Alice Van Koeren and her mother, who at the old gentleman's
death were at first looked on as millionnaires, discovered, when all was over,
that they were no better off than before. It was evident that the old man,
determined that one whom, though bearing his name, he believed not to be of his
blood, should never inherit his wealth or any share of it, had made away with
his fortune before his death, a posthumous vengeance which was the only one by
which the laws of the State of New York relative to inheritance could be
successfully evaded.


I took a peculiar
interest in the case, and even helped to make some researches for the lost
property, not so much, I confess, from a spirit of general philanthropy, as
from certain feelings which I experienced toward Alice Van Koeren, the heir to
this invisible estate. I had long known both her and her mother, when they were
living in honest poverty and earning a scanty subsistence by their own labor;
Mrs. Van Koeren working as an embroideress, and Alice turning to account, as a
preparatory governess, the education which her good mother, spite of her
limited means, had bestowed on her.


In a few words,
then, I loved Alice Van Koeren, and was determined to make her my wife as soon
as my means would allow me to support a fitting establishment. My passion had
never been declared. I was content for the time with the secret consciousness
of my own love, and the no less grateful certainty that Alice returned it, all
unuttered as it was. I had, therefore, a double interest in passing the summer
at the old Dutch villa, for I felt it to be connected somehow with Alice, and I
could not forget the singular desire to iuhabit it which I had so often
experienced as a boy.


It was a lovely day
in June when Jasper Joye and myself took up our abode in our new residence; and
as we smoked our cigars on the piazza in the evening we felt for the first time
the unalloyed pleasure with which a townsman breathes the puie air of the
country.


The house and
grounds had a quaint sort of beauty that to me was eminently pleasing.
Landscape gardening, in the modern acceptation of the term, was then almost unknown
in this country, and the "laying out" of the garden that surrounded
our new home would doubtless have shocked Mr. London, the late Mr. Downing, or
Sir Thomas Dick Lauder. It was formal and artificial to the last degree. The
beds were cut into long parallelograms, rigid and severe of aspect, and edged
with prim rows of stiff dwarf box. The walks, of course, crossed always at
right angles, and the laurel and cypress trees that grew here and there were
clipped into cones, and spheres, and rhomboids. It is true that, at the time my
friend and I hired the house, years of neglect had restored to this formal
garden somewhat of the raggedness of nature. The box edgings were rank and
wild. The clipped trees, forgetful of geometric propriety, flourished into unauthorized
boughs and rebel offshoots. The walks were green with moss, and the beds of
Dutch tulips, which had been planted in the shape of certain gorgeous birds,
whose colors were represented by masses of blossoms, each of a single hue, had
transgressed their limits, and the purple of a parrot's wings might have been
seen running recklessly into the crimson of his head; while, as bulbs, however
well-bred, will create other bulbs, the flower-birds of this queer old Dutch
garden became in time abominably distorted in shape; flamingoes with humps,
golden pheasants with legs preternaturally elongated, macaws afflicted with
hydrocephalus, each species of deformity being proportioned to the rapidity
with which the roots had spread in some particular direction. Still, this
strange mixture of raggedness and formality, this conglomerate of nature and
art, had its charms. It was pleasant to watch the struggle, as it were, between
the opposing elements, and to see nature triumphing by degrees in every
direction.


The house itself
was pleasant and commodious. Rooms that, though not lofty, were spacious; wide
windows, and cool piazzas extending over the four sides of the building; and a
collection of antique carved furniture, some of which, from its elaborateness,
might well have come from the chisel of Master Grinling Gibbons. There was a
mantel-piece in the dining-room, with which I remember being very much struck
when first I came to take possession. It was a singular and fantastical piece
of carving. It was a perfect tropical garden, menagerie, and aviary, in one.
Birds, beasts, and flowers were sculptured on the wood with exquisite
correctness of detail, and painted with the hues of nature. The Dutch taste for
color was here fully gratified. Parrots, love-birds, scarlet lories, blue-faced
baboons, crocodiles, passion-flowers, tigers, Egyptian lilies, and Brazilian
butterflies, were all mixed in gorgeous confusion. The artist, whoever he was,
must have been an admirable naturalist, for the ease and freedom of his carving
were only equalled by the wonderful accuracy with which the different animals
were represented. Altogether it was one of those oddities of Dutch conception,
whose strangeness was in this instance redeemed by the excellence of the
execution.


Such was the establishment
that Jasper Joye and myself were to inhabit for the summer months.


"What a
strange thing it was," said Jasper, as we lounged on the piazza together
the night of our arrival, "that old Van Koeren's property should never
have turned up!"


"It is a
question with some people whether he had any at his death," I answered.


"Pshaw!
everyone knows that he did not or could not have lost that with which he
retired from business."


"It is
strange," said I, thoughtfully; "yet every possible search has been made
for documents that might throw light on the mystery. I have myself sought in
every quarter for traces of this lost wealth, but in vain."


"Perhaps he
buried it," suggested Jasper, laughing. "If so, we may find it here
in a hole one fine morning."


"I think it
much more likely that he destroyed it," I replied. "You know he never
could be got to believe that Alain Van Koeren was his son, and I believe him
quite capable of having flung all his money into the sea in order to prevent
those whom he considered not of his blood inheriting it, which they must have
done under our laws."


"I am sorry
that Alice did not become an heiress, both for your sake and hers. She is a
charming girl."


Jasper, from whom I
concealed nothing, knew of my love.


"As to
that," I answered, "it is little matter. I shall in a year or two be
independent enough to marry, and can afford to let Mr. Van Koeren's cherished
gold sleep wherever he has concealed it."


"Well, I'm off
to bed," said Jasper, yawning. "This country air makes one sleepy early.
Be on the lookout for trap-doors and all that sort of thing, old fellow. Who
knows but the old chap's dollars will turn up. Good night!"


"Good night,
Jasper!"


So we parted for the
night. He to his room, which lay on the west side of the building; I to mine on
the east, situated at the end of a long corridor and exactly opposite to
Jasper's.


The night was very
still and warm. The clearness with which I heard the song of the katydid and
the croak of the bull-frog seemed to make the silence more distinct. The air
was dense and breathless, and, although longing to throw wide my windows, I
dared not; for, outside, the ominous trumpetings of an army of mosquitoes
sounded threateningly.


I tossed on my bed
oppressed with the heat; kicked the sheets into every spot where they ought not
to be; turned my pillow every two minutes in the hope of finding a cool side;
in short, did everything that a man does when he lies awake on a very hot night
and cannot open his window.


Suddenly, in the
midst of my miseries, and when I had made up my mind to fling open the casement
in spite of the legion of mosquitoes that I knew were hungrily waiting outside,
I felt a continuous stream of cold air blowing upon my face. Luxurious as the
sensation was, I could not help starting as I felt it. Where could this draught
come from ] The door was closed; so were the windows. It did not come from the
direction of the fireplace, and, even if it did, the air without was too still
to produce so strong a current. I rose in my bed and gazed round the room, the
whole of which, though only lit by a dim twilight, was still sufficiently
visible. I thought at first it was a trick of Jasper's, who might have provided
himself with a bellows or a long tube; but a careful investigation of the
apartment convinced me that no one was present. Besides, I had locked the door,
and it was not likely that any one had been concealed in the room before I
entered it. It was exceedingly strange; but still the draught of cool wind blew
on my face and chest, every now and then changing its direction, sometimes on
one side, sometimes on the other. I am not constitutionally nervous, and had
been too long accustomed to reflect on philosophical subjects to become the
prey of fear in the presence of mysterious phenomena. I had devoted much time
to the investigation of what are popularly called supernatural matters, by
those who have not reflected or examined sufficiently to discover that none of
these apparent miracles are supernatural, but all, however singular, directly
dependent on certain natural laws. I became speedily convinced, therefore, as I
sat up in my bed peering into the dim recesses of my chamber, that this
mysterious wind was the effect or forerunner of a supernatural visitation, and
I mentally determined to investigate it, as it developed itself, with a
philosophical calmness.


"Is anyone in
this room?" I asked, as distinctly as I could. No reply; while the cool
wind still swept over my cheek. I knew, in the case of Elizabeth Eslinger, who
was visited by an apparition while in the Weinsberg jail, and whose singular
and apparently authentic experiences were made the subject of a book by Dr.
Kerner, that the manifestation of the spirit was invariably accompanied by such
a breezy sensation as I now experienced. I therefore gathered my will, as it
were, into a focus, and endeavored, as much as lay in my power, to put myself en rapport with the disembodied spirit, if
such there were, knowing that on such conditions alone would it be enabled to
manifest itself to me.


Presently it seemed
as if a luminous cloud was gathering in one corner of the room, a sort of dim
phosphoric vapor, shadowy and ill-defined. It changed its position frequently,
sometimes coming nearer and at others retreating to the furthest end of the
room. As it grew intenser and more radiant, I observed a sickening and
corpse-like odor diffuse itself through the chamber, and, despite my anxiety to
witness this phenomenon undisturbed, I could with difficulty conquer a feeling
of faintness which oppressed me.


The luminous cloud
now began to grow brighter and brighter as I gazed. The horrible odor of which
I have spoken did not cease to oppress me, and gradually I could discover
certain lines making themselves visible in the midst of this lambent radiance.
These lines took the form of a human figure, a tall man, clothed in a long
dressing-robe, with a pale countenance, burning eyes, and a very bold and
prominent chin. At a glance I recognized the original of the picture of old Van
Koeren that I had seen with Alice. My interest was now aroused to the highest
point; I felt that I stood face to face with a spirit, and doubted not that I
should learn the fate of the old man's mysteriously concealed wealth.


The spirit
presented a very strange appearance. He himself was not luminous, except some
tongues of fire that seemed to proceed from the tips of his fingers, but was
compleiely surrounded by a thin gauze of light, so to speak, through which his
outlines were visible. His head was bare, and his white hair fell in huge
masses around his stern, saturnine face. As he moved on the floor, I distinctly
heard a strange crackling sound, such as one hears when a substance has been
overcharged with electricity. But the circumstance that seemed to me most
incomprehensible connected with the apparition was that Yan Koeren held in both
hands a curiously painted flower-pot, out of which sprang a number of the most
beautiful tulips in full blossom. He seemed very uneasy and agitated, and moved
about the room as if in pain, frequently bending over the pot of tulips as if
to inhale their odor, then holding it out to me, seemingly in the hope of
attracting my attention to it. I was, I confess, very much puzzled. I knew that
Mr. Van Koeren had in his lifetime devoted much of his leisure to the
cultivation of flowers, importing from Holland the most expensive and rarest
bulbs; but how this innocent fancy could trouble him after death I could not
imagine. I felt assured, however, that some important reason lay at the bottom
of this spectral eccentricity, and determined to fathom it if I could.


"What brings
you here?" I asked audibly; directing mentally, however, at the same time,
the question to the spirit with all the power of my will. He did not seem to
hear me, but still kept moving uneasily about, with the crackling noise I have
mentioned, and holding the pot of tulips toward me.


"It is
evident," I said to myself, "that I am not sufficiently in accord
with this spirit for him to make himself understood by speech. He has,
therefore, recourse to symbols. The pot of tulips is a symbol. But of
what?"


While reflecting on
these things, I continued to gaze upon the spirit. While observing him
attentively, he approached my bedside by a rapid movement, and laid one hand on
my arm. The touch was icy cold, and pained me at the moment. Next morning my
arm was swollen, and marked with a round blue spot. Then, passing to my
bedroom-door, the spirit opened it and went out, shutting it behind him.
Catching for a moment at the idea that I was the dupe of a trick, I jumped out
of bed and ran to the door. It was locked with the key on the inside, and a
brass safety-bolt, which lay above the lock, shot safely home. All was as I had
left it on going to bed. Yet I declare most solemnly, that, as the ghost made
his exit, I not only saw the door open, but I
saw the corridor outside, and distinctly observed a large picture of William of
Orange that hung just opposite to my room. This to me was the most
curious portion of the phenomena I had witnessed. Either the door had been
opened by the ghost, and the resistance of physical obstacles overcome in some
amazing manner, because in this case the bolts must have been replaced when the
ghost was outside the door, or he must have had a sufficient magnetic accord
with my mind to impress upon it the belief that the door was opened, and also
to conjure up in my brain the vision of the corridor and the picture, features
that I should have seen if the door had been opened by any ordinary physical
agency.


The next morning at
breakfast I suppose my manner must have betrayed me, for Jasper said to me,
after staring at me for some time, "Why, Harry Escott, what's the matter
with you? You look as if you had seen a ghost!"


"So I have,
Jasper."


Jasper, of course,
burst into laughter, and said he'd shave my head and give me a shower-bath.


"Well, you may
laugh," I answered; "but you shall see it tonight, Jasper."


He became serious
in a moment, I suppose there was something earnest in my manner that convinced
him that my words were not idle, and asked me to explain. I described ray
interview as accurately as I could.


"How did you
know that it was old Van Koeren?" he asked.


"Because I
have seen his picture a hundred times with Alice," I answered, "and
this apparition was as like it as it was possible for a ghost to be like a
miniature."


"You must not
think I'm laughing at you, Harry," he continued, "but I wish you
would answer this. We have all heard of ghosts, ghosts of men, women, children,
dogs, horses, in fact every living animal; but hang me if ever I heard of the
ghost of a flower-pot before."


"My dear
Jasper, you would have heard of such things if you had studied such branches of
learning. All the phenomena I witnessed last night are supportable by
well-authenticated facts. The cool wind has attended the appearance of more
than one ghost, and Baron Reichenbach asserts that his patients, who you know
are for the most part sensitive to apparitions, invariably feel this wind when
a magnet is brought close to their bodies. With regard to the flower-pot about
which you make so merry, it is to me the least wonderful portion of the
apparition. When a ghost is unable to find a person of sufficient receptivity,
in order to communicate with him by speech it is obliged to have recourse to
symbols to express its wishes. These it either creates by some mysterious power
out of the surrounding atmosphere, or it impresses, by magnetic force on the
mind of the person it visits, the form of the symbol it is anxious to have
represented. There is an instance mentioned by Jung Stilling of a student at
Brunswick, who appeared to a professor of his college, with a picture in his
hands, which picture had a hole in it that the ghost thrust his head through.
For a long time this symbol was a mystery; but the student was persevering, and
appeared every night with his head through the picture, until at last it was
discovered that, before he died, he had got some painted slides for a magic
lantern from a shopkeeper in the town, which had not been paid for at his
death; and when the debt had been discharged, he and his picture vanished
forevermore. Now here was a symbol distinctly bearing on the question at issue.
This poor student could find no better way of expressing his uneasiness at the
debt for the painted slides than by thrusting his head through a picture. How
he conjured up the picture I cannot pretend to explain, but that it was used as
a symbol is evident."


"Then you
think the flower-pot of old Van Koeren is a symbol?"


"Most
assuredly, the pot of tulips he held was intended to express that which he
could not speak. I think it must have had some reference to his missing
property, and it is our business to discover in what manner."


"Let us go and
dig up all the tulip beds," said Jasper, "who knows but he may have
buried his money in one of them?"


I grieve to say
that I assented to Jasper's proposition, and on that eventful day every tulip
in that quaint old garden was ruthlessly uprooted. The gorgeous macaws, and
ragged parrots, and long-legged pheasants, so cunningly formed by those
brilliant flowers, were that day exterminated. Jasper and I had a regular battue amidst this floral preserve, and many
a splendid bird fell before our unerring spades. We, however, dug in vain. No
secret coffer turned up out of the deep mould of the flower-beds. We evidently
were not on the right scent. Our researches for that day terminated, and Jasper
and myself waited impatiently for the night.


It was arranged
that Jasper should sleep in my room. I had a bed rigged up for him near my own,
and I was to have the additional assistance of his senses in the investigation
of the phenomena that we so confidently expected to appear.


The night came. We
retired to our respective couches, after carefully bolting the doors, and
subjecting the entire apartment to the strictest scrutiny, rendering it totally
impossible that a secret entrance should exist unknown to us. We then put out
the lights, and awaited the apparition.


We did not remain
in suspense long. About twenty minutes after we retired to bed, Jasper called
out:


"Harry, I feel
the cool wind!"


"So do
I," I answered, for at that moment a light breeze seemed to play across my
temples.


"Look, look,
Harry!" continued Jasper in a tone of painful eagerness, "I see a
light there in the corner!"


It was the phantom.
As before, the luminous cloud appeared to gather in the room, growing more and
more intense each minute. Presently the dark lines mapped themselves out, as it
were, in the midst of this pale, radiant vapor, and there stood Mr. Van Koeren,
ghastly and mournful as ever, with the pot of tulips in his hands.


"Do you see
it?" I asked Jasper.


"My God!
yes," said Jasper, in a low voice. "How terrible he looks!"


"Can you speak
to me, tonight?" I said, addressing the apparition, and again
concentrating my will upon my question. "If so, unburden yourself. We will
assist you, if we can."


There was no reply.
The ghost preserved the same sad, impassive countenance; he had heard me not.
He seemed in great distress on this occasion, moving up and down, and holding
out the pot of tulips imploringly toward me, each motion of his being
accompanied by the crackling noise and the corpse-like odor. I felt sorely
troubled myself to see this poor spirit torn by an endless grief, so anxious to
communicate to me what lay on his soul, and yet debarred by some occult power
from the privilege.


"Why,
Harry," cried Jasper after a silence, during which we both watched the
motions of the ghost intently, "why, Harry, my boy, there are two of them!"


Astonished by his
words, I looked around, and became immediately aware of the presence of a
second luminous cloud, in the midst of which I could distinctly trace the
figure of a pale but lovely woman. I needed no second glance to assure me that
it was the unfortunate wife of Van Koeren.


"It is his
wife, Jasper," I replied. "I recognize her, as I have recognized her
husband, by the portrait."


"How sad she
looks!" exclaimed Jasper in a low voice.


She did indeed look
sad. Her face, pale and mournful, did not, however, seem convulsed with sorrow,
as was her husband's. She seemed to be oppressed with a calm grief, and gazed
with a look of interest that was painful in its intensity, on Van Koeren. It struck
me, from his air, that, though she saw him, he did not see her. His whole
attention was concentrated on the pot of tulips, while Mrs. Van Koeren, who
floated at an elevation of about three feet from the floor, and thus overtopped
her husband, seemed equally absorbed in the contemplation of his slightest
movement. Occasionally she would turn her eyes on me, as if to call my
attention to her companion, and then, returning, gaze on him with a sad,
womanly, half-eager smile, that to me was inexpressibly mournful.


There was something
exceedingly touching in this strange sight; these two spirits so near, yet so
distant. The sinful husband torn with grief and weighed down with some terrible
secret, and so blinded by the grossness of his being as to be unable to see the
wife-angel who was watching over him; while she, forgetting all her wrongs, and
attracted to earth by perhaps the same human sympathies, watched from a greater
spiritual height, and with a tender interest, the struggles of her suffering
spouse.


"By
Jove!" exclaimed Jasper, jumping from his bed, "I know what it means
now."


"What does it
mean?" I asked, as eager to know as he was to communicate.


"Well, that
flower-pot that the old chap is holding, Jasper, I grieve to say, was rather
profane.


"Well, what of
that flower-pot?"


"Observe the
pattern. It has two handles made of red snakes, whose tails twist round the top
and form a rim. It contains tulips of three colors, yellow, red, and
purple."


"I see all
that as well as you do. Let us have the solution."


"Well, Harry,
my boy! don't you remember that there is just such a flower-pot, tulips, snakes
and all, carved on the queer old painted mantel-piece in the dining-room?"


"So there
is!" and a gleam of hope shot across my brain, and my heart beat quicker.


"Now as sure
as you are alive, Harry, the old fellow has concealed something important
behind that mantel-piece."


"Jasper, if
ever I am Emperor of France, I will make you chief of police; your inductive
reasoning is magnificent."


Actuated by the
same impulse, and without another word, we both sprang out of bed and lit a
candle. The apparitions, if they remained, were no longer visible in the light.
Hastily throwing on some clothes, we rushed down stairs to the dining-room,
determined to have the old mantel-piece down without loss of time. We had
scarce entered the room when we felt the cool wind blowing on our faces.


"Jasper,"
said I, "they are here!"


"Well,"
answered Jasper, "that only confirms my suspicions that we are on the
right track this time. Let us go to work. See! here's the pot of tulips."


This pot of tulips
occupied the center of the mantelpiece and served as a nucleus round which all
the fantastic animals sculptured elsewhere might be said to gather. It was
carved on a species of raised shield, or boss, of wood, that projected some
inches beyond the plane of the remainder of the mantel-piece. The pot itself
was painted a brick color. The snakes were of bronze color, gilt, and the
tulips yellow, red, and purple were painted after nature with the most
exquisite accuracy.


For some time
Jasper and myself tugged away at this projection without any avail. We were
convinced that it was a movable panel of some kind, but yet were totally unable
to move it. Suddenly it struck me that we had not yet twisted it. I immediately
proceeded to apply all my strength, and after a few seconds of vigorous
exertion I had the satisfaction of finding it move slowly round. After giving
it half a dozen turns, to my astonishment the long upper panel of the
mantel-piece fell out toward us, apparently on concealed hinges, after the
manner of the portion of escritoires that is used as a writing-table. Within
were several square cavities sunk in the wall, and lined with wood. In one of
these was a bundle of papers.


We seized these
papers with avidity, and hastily glanced over them. They proved to be documents
vouching for property to the amount of several hundred thousand dollars,
invested in the name of Mr. Van Koeren in a certain firm at Bremen, who, no
doubt, thought by this time that the money would remain unclaimed forever. The
desires of these poor troubled spirits were accomplished. Justice to the child
had been given through the instrumentality of the erring father.


The formulas
necessary to prove Alice and her mother sole heirs to Mr. Van Koeren's estate
were briefly gone through, and the poor governess passed suddenly from the task
of teaching stupid children to the envied position of a great heiress. I had
ample reason afterward for thinking that her heart did not change with her
fortunes.


That Mr. Van Koeren
became aware of his wife's innocence, just before he died, I have no doubt. How
this was manifested I cannot of course say, but I think it highly probably that
his poor wife herself was enabled at the critical moment of dissolution, when
the link that binds body and soul together is attenuated to the last thread, to
put herself en rapport with her
unhappy husband. Hence his sudden starting up in his bed, his apparent
conversation with some invisible being, and his fragmentary disclosures, too
broken, however, to be comprehended.


The question of
apparitions has been so often discussed that I feel no inclination to enter
here upon the truth or fallacy of the ghostly theory. I myself believe in
ghosts. Alice my wife believes in them firmly; and if it suited me to do so I
could overwhelm you with a scientific theory of my own on the subject,
reconciling ghosts and natural phenomena.


 


End
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