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1: His Free Lunch
As by "Billy T"
3 March 1910

THREE YOUNG MEN FROM THE CITY were camping in the ti-tree. They had a
comfortable tent rigged, but were eating in the open. Their menu of cold
poultry, salad, cucumber sandwiches and tinned fruit, with sparkling hock and
ice, implied that they were campers-out of no ordinary resource.

The three were lunching luxuriously, sprawling in bathing trunks, in the
shade of a tent fly and a clump of scrub. The dimpled blue sea spread before
them, a stretch of white sand, dazzling under a noon-day sun of about 125
degrees, lay between.

The Odd Man Out came from the scrub a little higher up. He stood for a
moment, gazing at the happy party, and sighed with infinite pathos as Cutler
raised a goblet of beaded golden hock in which floated a small iceberg. He
groaned when Preston lifted the drumstick of a roast chicken in his fingers, and
bit it with the careless indifference of a well-fed man with an appetite
stimulated by sea bathing.

"Wow!" said the Odd Man to himself, with a great intake of breath.
"Sybarites! Voluptuous brutes! Gorbli, if | had one of those rich brown half-
ducklets, one goblet of that wine, and a junk of bread, I'd make a grace over it
that the archangels would rejoice at, and here is this bunch of graceless
plutocrats wolfing the lordly viands with no more reverence than as many hogs."

This fourth man was a little over middle height, thin, clean-shaven
(excepting for the fact that he had not shaven lately), and was dressed in black.
His black bell-topper seemed decidedly incongruous in the presence of the deep
blue sea and the white sweep of hot sand.

The Odd Man Out watched the luncheon party unobserved for quite three
minutes, deep in thought, sighing touchingly as Quinton dropped doubled
cucumber sandwiches into his capacious Scotch maw.

"I know now when Caledonia is stern and wild," mused the Odd Man, who
had caught a trace of Quinton's dialect; "it is at meals."

Suddenly the shabby stranger bucked up, he squared his shoulders, broke
cover, and walked jauntily across the sands, whistling a gay scrap from "La
Boheme." The three diners ceased eating, attracted by the well-known melody,
and watched the Odd Man's rather eccentric progress.

The man in black walked straight to the water's edge, carefully set his hat
aside, and then did the most absurd thing. He went down on his hands and
knees, and deliberately stood on his head in the sea.

The young fellows ceased eating— they gaped in wondering silence. The
Odd Man's head sank a little in the sand, the water was above his chin, his thin
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legs, clad in black lustre, pointed straight at the meridian. He remained so for
nearly a minute.

"Mad!" whispered Cutler. "By heaven, he'll drown!"

Quinton started to his feet.

But the Odd Man Out did not intend to finish an interesting and varied
career on his head. He presently came to his knees again, sluiced his hands,
then took a large coloured handkerchief from his pocket, and wiped both face
and hands; after which he washed the handkerchief in the sea, wrung it dry, and
flapped it in the air as he looked about for a suitable patch in the shade.

He chose one within a few feet of the campers, settled down comfortable,
without turning a elance in their direction, spread the handkerchief on the
ground, and taking out a small and very stale crust placed it in the middle of the
handkerchief. The table was spread, the Odd Man Out leaned back against the
ti-tree stems, and breaking a few crumbs from the crust began to eat.

At this juncture, his eyes fell on the young men.

"Ah," he said, "I beg your pardon, gentlemen. | had not noticed you. Do |
intrude?"

"Not at all," answered Preston with a grin.

"This is my daily habit," said the Odd Man Out: "A bath, a bit of bread."

"A bath!" said Quinton.

"Certainly. Ah, you noticed my methods. That is the sea bath in simplisimus.
You get all the tonic effects of the bath, and suffer none of its disadvantages."

"But what are its disadvantages?" asked Preston.

"Well, the trouble of disrobing, the danger of sharks."

All three spluttered with laughter, but the Odd Man Out was quite grave.

"And how do you explain the benefits of your system?" asked Cutler.

"Not my system, young sir," said the Odd Man. "It is the system of a greater
than |, the celebrated Daniei Emanuel Ash. But please observe. You go for a sea
bath to cool the blood and charge it with various stimulating elements derived
from the sea water. To do this you strip and plunge in, | merely stand on my
head in the water, the blood rushes to the head as a result of my inverted
position, and is thoroughly cooled; | reverse, and am bathed— a giant
refreshed."

"You are not mad, of course?" said Quinton, casually. "Not neeessarily. but
possibly," replied the Odd Man Out with a certain geniality. "So far | have not
been found out, at any rate."

"Would you care to partake?" asked Preston, offering a plate of sandwiches.

"You are very good." The Odd Man took three. "Perhaps you could drink a
glass of wine," suggested Cutler. "Shall we make the experiment? By all means."

The Odd Man Out joined them, sitting just beyond the circle, and accepted
the brimming goblet of sparkling hock. For a moment he gazed in adoring
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beatitude upon the lump of ice sleeping against the lip of the glass, then he
drank slowly in blissful enjoyment of the cool liquor.

"And you might tell us some more about your friend, Daniel Emanuel Ash,"
said Quinton. The campers were delighted with their find; the solitude and
monotony of that holiday life by the sea, although in touch with a splendidly-
equipped hotel a few miles off, had begun to tell on them. This eccentric was a
godsend.

"Did | say my friend Daniel E. Ash?" asked the stranger. "Alas, | fear Daniel is
not the type of man with whom one can associate who wears the cast-off
clothing of one of our foremost High Churchmen."

The Old Man touched his clerical vest. "No. Daniel is a man of superlative
talents, but not a good man. He is, | think, the leading opportunist of our day."

"Opportunist? A politician?"

"Precisely, but not a professing one. Daniel is not an M.L.A., but he could
give any of them points in opportunism."

"And how does he live?"

"By opportunism— by the ability to turn all opportunities to his advantage.
Let me give an instance in point. Meanwhile, yes, | may— eh— this sea bathing
does sharpen one's appetite."

"A little chicken? Certainly." Preston helped the Odd Man to half a chicken,
Quinton passed him a roll, Cutler refilled his glass. The Odd Man Out talked as
he ate, but gracefully, and his table manners were quite superior to a campers'
luncheon.

"Daniel E. Ash," he said, "is not a householder, he has not the vote, he
concerns himself little with forms of government, less with the frivolities of our
higher social life. He has no profession, and no income, but he lives."

"It sounds as if the celebrated Daniel Emanuel might be a tramp," said
Quinton.

"It does," answered the Odd Man cordially, "it dees, indeed. But for the
instance of Daniel's opportunism. This is an excellent wine. Australian, | believe.
Ah, Daniel agrees with me in the wisdom of encouraging Australian industries,
but it is not often he is in a position to extend encouragement beyond the
breweries. Thanks, just a little. Well, Daniel was thrown by chance into a locality
like this, and left to provide for himself. You would not think there was here any
scope for the higher opportunism. Let us see. Daniel discovered that one
charming villa was let furnished to a lady of perhaps fifty-six, who had a maid
and a boy-of-all-works. Mrs. Goldrick was a charming woman for her age, with a
pale face, soft greying hair, and nice grey eyes— a gentle soul. Daniel, who is a
man of keen observation, concluded that, she was a lady who would take delight
in good wcrks, and resolved to add to the pleasure of her seaside stay by giving
her enlarged opportunities of benefiting her kind.
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"Daniel Ash set fire to the scrub and dry grass within a few yards of Mrs.
Goldrick's fence, and heroically put it out again, getting himself a little singed in
the effort. In fact, he appeared before the lady as her preserver, with his clothes
still burning. Naturally, Daniel fed well that day.. and carried a fair monetary
reward away with him.

"Later, Daniel stole the lady's pet French poodle, and after a distracting fifty-
seven hours, in which the bereaved woman ranged the whole gamut of grief,
the celebrated opportunist restored the poor little animal, declaring that he had
rescued it from a prowling tinker. He had his reward.

"But a man leading the life D. E. Ash leads naturally meets vicissitudes. One
evening Daniel was knocked violently on the head with a soda water bottle by a
local publican, who could not appreciate his methods.

"Here was a fine opportunity for the display of artistic opportunism. How
could he turn that damaged head to his present advantage? It is the
quintessence of the gentle art of opportunism, gentlemen, to profit by our
misfortunes.

"After midnight Daniel Ash crept to the side window of Mrs. Goldrick's prettv
villa, and splintered the sash with small crowbar. Then he dropped the bar,
commenced yelling and cursing at the top of his voice, rushed furiously about
the pansy bed, and fell at the front gate in a state of deep, deliberate
unconsciousness, having carefully started his head wound bleeding before the
relapse.

"Mrs. Goldrick, her maid and the boy-of-all-works, after spending some time
yelling fire, murder and thieves in unison, resolved to venture forth and examine
the prostrate form at the gate.

" 'Great heavens!' cried Mrs. Goldrick, 'it is our good angel.’

"They took Daniel up, and carried him in. They bathed and dressed his poor
head, they forced brandy between his lips. Here, gentlemen, | call your attention
to a marked success of opportunism. Daniel, who without it would have been
denied a cup of beer, with its kindly aid has Three Star of the 1894 vintage
forced upon him.

"Did he recover? Naturally, at a suitable time, and when the forcing process
had ceased. Of course, an opportunist deals little in crude truths. Daniel's story
was of an attempt by two large and exceedingly ferocious burglars to break into
the house, discovered by him, and prostrated single-handed, with inferential
valour of no ordinary description. The wound in the head was the result of a
blow from a jemrnv in the hands of the larger and fiercer marauder.

"Result— a fortnight's tender care at the hands of dear little Mrs. Goldrick,
her maid, and her boy-of-all-works; excellent feeding excellent drinking; new
linen; a change of raiment. In fact, Daniel might have been luxuriating in these
benefits yet had not a male relative of Mrs. Goldrick's, who came to investigate
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the burglary and interview the local constable, proved to he a gentleman to
whom Daniel had once hired out two horses for £2 cash to draw his disabled
motor back to the city, said horses being the property of an innocent
agriculturist then drinking in a wayside bar. "

"Daniel seized this opportunity to present himself as Mrs. Goldrick's
affianced husband, and suggested £5 and two days' start to avoid scandal.

"Daniel got £3, and a promise of studied silence on the part of the
opposition.

"There, gentlemen, are instances of the successes of that original genius,
Daniel Emanuel Ash."

"Well, Daniel's a fearful scamp," said Preston, "but an amusing devil at
second-hand."

"A scamp, of course," said the Odd Man Out. "The artist who sets out to
practise opportunism cannot pretend to uphold the popular virtues. He leaves
that to more vulgar rogues."

The Odd Man Out had lunched to his perfect satisfaction. He arose, and
flicked the crumbs from his clerical vest.

"Gentlemen," he said, "your luncheon was admirable, your courtesy
exquisite. | shall intrude no further."

"But, | say," cried Cutler, "you have not told us who you are."

"No?" said the Odd Man. "I'm sure | apologise. My card."

He passed a not too clean slip to Cutler, and turned and sauntered down the
sands, whistling "In Old Madrid" very sweetly.

Cutler looked at the end, gasped, and passed it to Preston.

"Well, I'm blowed!" said Preston.

Quinton looked at the card, and swore a soft oath. "It strikes me," he said,
"we are the victims of Daniel's opportunism."

The card was inscribed— "DANIEL EMANUEL ASH."




2: A Deal in Drygoods
(As by by "Billy T".)
10 March 1910

DANIEL ASH lay in the warm sand, a shrub of ti-tree his only cover, and slept
gently. A hot spell was on, and Melbourne had broken loose from its customary
respectability, thrown off raiment and restraint, and taken greedily to the sea.
But this spot was far from the heat-maddened crowd and the reeking city, and
the hour was late.

When Daniel Emanuel Ash curled down on the clean sand, the sweep of
white shore was free of people, the last ecstatic squeal of the last mixed bather
had passed into the night. D. E. Ash was alone; the solitary sea was before him, a
waste of ti-tree country at his back, to the right and left the barren sand, and a
thin moon over all.

Daniel was awakened by amorous voices, but he did not stir. A baritone was
pleading: "Do come in, Chris— do. It looks beautiful."

"I couldn't think of it," answered a low soprano. "l simply couldn't dream of
such a thing." But the soprano lacked conviction.

"But it must be lovely." murmured the baritone. "The sea seems to be
holding out white, cool arms to us. You will, won't you? You will come in?"

"Never. What would everybody say ?"

"Nobody will say anything, for the simple reason that nobody will know."

"The chauffeur?"

"The chauffeur, my darling, is as tight as a toad. His sympathies, | found, ran
to whisky, and | encouraged them. There is this virtue in the inebriated
chauffeur— that he sees little and recollects less. On an expedition like ours,
sweet, the chauffeur should be as blind as Love; | have contrived to make him
short-sighted at least, and as be has a bottle where he can put his lips to it when
he feels disposed, blindness may come in good time."

"And he will break our necks on the road home."

"No ; if he is thoroughly incapable we'll put him inside, and I'll run the old
jigger myself. You will come in? Think of it, a lovely bathe in the sweet, clean
waves here, with the sea all our own, and the still night over us. Do! Do!"

"I— I couldn't dream of it, Artie."

"I brought the costumes."

"You wretch ! You villain ! You took it for granted | would."

"I thought there was a two to one chance.”

"Well, | just shan't. Fancy old George hearing of it."

"There's as much chance of your old George hearing as there is of my little
Mary becoming aware. George is in the Red Sea, Mary is in Tasmania. You will
have a dip— just a little dip?"



"Did you bring the blue and white costume?"

"Yes. You look lovely in it. We can have the taxi for a bathing box. | first, then
you. You will. Of course you will— darling."

"I'm glad it's the blue and white costume."

THE OPPORTUNIST had not stirred. Early in the conversation he concluded
that Chris would do the thing she was quite determined not to do, and he had
given no further thought to that side of the problem; he concerned himself
merely with a plan of campaign whereby he might turn the situation in which
old George's Chris and little Mary's Artie were about to place themselves to his
best advantage.

Here an important proposition reached his trained ear: "But | have my
jewellery, and you your money."

"The water won't hurt your bangle and rings; my money is gold and silver, |
can keep it about me. Please— please say you will, sweetheart."

"Oh, very well, you wretch, but I'm awfully nervous."

The Odd Man Out remained curled down in the sand where the wisp of ti-
tree hid him, and stirred neither hand nor foot while sweet Christina and her
philanderer were preparing for the delicious adventure. He was thinking very
hard. Chris was keeping her bangles and rings on, Arthur was retaining his
money about his person— how then might a thoroughly dishonest but not
unkindly gentleman profit by the situation?

Daniel E. Ash was still running over the possibilities when the mixed bathing
party of two came from the ti-tree again, skipping across "the sands in infantile
glee— Chris in the blue and white costume, Artie in a Canadian fit-out that no
doubt held the gold and silver he had spoken of so lightly. Ah, if Artie had only
trusted the bacchanalian chauffeur, how easy it might have been for a needy
opportunist to help himself.

Daniel E. Ash was superior to the law. Necessity knows no law, and Daniel
was always in a state of necessity. Nevertheless, the Odd Man Out rarely
resorted to straight-out pilfering, never if the desired object could be gained by
strategy.

He reviewed the points to his advantage: Chris and Artie, sporting in the
brine; Chris, it would appear, the wife, of old George, Artie the legal lord of little
Mary; a drunken chauffeur; certain moneys and valuables, at present a in the
possession of the said Artie and Chris.

The Odd Man Out crept to the thicker ti-tree, and then went to view the taxi
and the man, in the machine.

The cab stood by the rough cart track through the scrub, about eighty yards
from the shore. When Daniel caught sight of him the chauffeur was pointing the
bottom of a black bottle at the majesty of the heavens. He sat in his place in the

10



taxi, and when he had drank he rested the bottle on his knee, and sat like an
Emperor fondling his sceptre.

The Odd Man Out remained in the shade of the tall, thick ti-tree, watching
the drinker with a speculative eye and brotherly interest. As Daniel watched the
chauffeur nodded, and presently his chin sank upon his tie, and he seemed to
sleep.

The watcher in the shadow heard the ecstatic squeals of Chris sporting in the
silver sea. He recollected that time was the essence of the contract. If he could
do nothing with two married bathers and a drunken chauffeur he must abandon
his faith in himself as a skilled opportunist. He manifested a close interest in
taxicabs, and a great curiosity concerning their structure and external and
internal embellishments.

This may have occupied him five minutes. At the expiration of five minutes
the chauffeur was awakened by a stern voice from the cab.

"Drive on!" said the exasperated voice. "Why the devil don't you drive on?"

A head appeared at the off-side window.

"You drunken idiot, do you mean to keep us here all night?" said the head.
The chauffeur almost fell from his seat. He busied himself with his machine for a
moment, and then lumbered into his place again.

As the taxi moved off Daniel Emanuel Ash slipped quietly out, and seated
himself by the roadway. A smile of great beatitude played about his mobile
mouth. He was thinking, perhaps, of the emotions of that chauffeur when he
drew up at some comfortable home in a swagger suburb by the distant city, and
found his fare inexplicably missing.

Daniel waited for quite half-an-hour before the bathers emerged from the ti-
tree into the moonlit roadway. He heard Chris's scream of mortal terror, he saw
Artie's gymnastics, at first of amazement, subsequently suggesting the violent
ending of a boozy chauffeur at the hands of an outraged client.

Then Daniel Ash began to whistle. He whistled a beautiful little Arcadian
fragment "Tannhauser," and his piping was almost perfection. Jauntily he
sauntered down the track towards the bathers, swinging a ti-tree twig, wearing
his forlorn bell-topper with quite an air, his composite suit, dominated by
abandoned dinner jacket, looking quite presentable in the kindly moonlight.

Chris squealed, and fled for cover, but Artie stood his ground.

"Excuse me," said the young man, "but have you seen a taxicab
hereabouts?"

Daniel Ash paused— he gave the matter due thought. "Not within twenty
minutes," he said. "One passed me on the road about two miles back heading
for Melbourne, and exceeding the speed limit. The driver, | imagine, was an
inebriate. He was whooping like a fiend."
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"I told you— | told you!" wailed the soprano from the shadows. "Great
heavens, what shall we do?"

"Hush !" ejaculated Artie. He addressed the Opportunist.

"I'm afraid we are in a predicament, me and— eh— my wife. We were in
bathing, and that infernal, drunken brute has gone off and left us."

"There is an hotel about seven miles off, across those paddocks," said Daniel
lightly. "You might—"

"But our clothes are in the taxi!"

"Dear me, that is very distressing."

The soprano began to weep. "You, | suppose, could not help us?" ventured
Artie.

"Well, I an afraid it is scarcely within my power. | am not, as you may
imagine, a well-to-do man."

"We will pay you." "We will pay you well," gasped the soprano.

"Oh, very well, sir. At least Artie will."

Daniel thought the matter over.

"I could show you the way to the hotel | spoke of," he said. "It is a long walk,
and the way is rough; but once there you might telephone or telegraph your
friends in Melbourne."

"But," wailed the soprano, "I have, nothing to wear!"

"I— eh— could lend the lady some— eh— trifle of mine," said Daniel Ash
diffidently.

"l am afraid it won't do— it won't do at all," said Artie.

Daniel, who had surmised as much, sighed gently. "In truth, sir," he said,
"and to be candid with you, | am a gentleman in reduced circumstances. | trust
you will respect my confidence."

"Oh, certainly, certainly."

"And the lady." He addressed the darkness.

"I have the— the great sympathy with— eh— with those in distress,"
murmured the soprano.

"Well, I am living not very far from here with my poor wife. The home is very
humble."

"We don't mind that, | assure you," said Artie eagerly.

"Alas, | cannot offer you the shelter of a roof. We are camping in the ti-tree.
But | have a "spare suit"; my wife has a few clothes. They are our best, the little
that remains to us of our vanished affluence."

"You will place us under a deathless obligation."

"The clothing is excellent. You would not be ashamed to appear in it, sir. We
have kept it sedulously in case we might, be called upon to show ourselves in
the presence of old friends— that is, old associates, for a fallen man, sir, has no
friends."
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"Oh, bring them, for God's sake!"

"I regret, sir, | cannot follow my natural inclination and give you the clothes,
but if you will buy them—"

"I will— 1 will. Name your own price."

"Eh— cash, sir ? You will excuse my seeming lack of confidence, but we are
strangers, and | am offering my all."

"Yes. cash. | have money with me."

"Shall we say ten pounds?"

"I have nine pounds and a little silver. | will give you the nine pounds for
enough to cover us decently."

"It is a bargain. You may have to wait some twenty minutes or so."

Daniel Ash went up the track. Half a mile off he met a drunken chauffeur
making wild inquiries of the unresponsive night concerning two lost customers
in bathing costumes. This man Mr. Ash carefully directed down a side track. A
few minutes later he returned to the miserable pair in the ti-tree. He carried a
large bundle under each arm. The bundles were tied with hayband. He shook
both loose in the moonlight, showing a full outfit for a man and a woman.

"It is a pleasure to be of service to you, sir," he said, "and you, madame, and
| deeply regret that circumstances may make it appear mercenary."

"Don't apologise," said the soprano. "We are very, very grateful."

Artie paid over the money.

"I will leave you to make your toilet," said the Odd Man Out. "l think you will
find the suit an excellent fit, sir."

Blithely whistling the quaint, Arcadian air from "Tannhauser," Daniel
Emanuel Ash drifted off into the scrub, and the night engulfed him.

He was quite right. Artie did find the suit a good fit, but that was not
remarkable, seeing that it was his own, the identical suit that he had left in the
taxicab. Nor was it extraordinary that the outfit supplied to Chris was entirely
satisfactory in every respect, since it was hers, and had been made for her.

The opportunist had carefully removed the clothes from the taxi in the first
place, and had cunningly re-sold them to their unfortunate owners.
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3: Elsa the Unhappy
24 March 1910

DANIEL EMANUEL ASH did not beg; mendicancy was beneath his dignity, but he
was not above certain little devices for extorting a humble modicum of the
surplus of the well-to-do. For instance, the Ash Gas Brake (Patent applied for),
was half of an ordinary hairpin (with the bend gilded to lend an air of originality
and add a certain pretentiousness to the article, sold very well among frugal
housewives in middle-class suburbs. The idea imparted was that the D. E A. Gas
Brake (none other Genuine) when inserted points down in an ordinary burner
saved eighty percent of the gas usually burned in an evening.

This was perfectly true, but Daniel forgot to mention incidentally that it
practically extinguished the flame. He left intelligent housekeepers to find that
out for themselves.

The Ash Gas Brake (price sixpence) was eloquently praised by its talented
inventor at the side door of the superb home of Oliver Nunn Esq. Daniel had
found that a bitter antipathy to gas bills was not peculiar to the lower middle
classes— the affluent exhibit an identical prejudice.

The Odd Man Out discovered here an original mistake; he had neglected to
look up a list of shareholders in the Metropolitan Gas Co. This was unfortunate,
shareholders in the Metropolitan Gas Co. having an inveterate contempt for
undue frugality in gas consumption. Mr. Oliver Nunn was a large holder of gas
scrip. He offered to kick Daniel Emanuel Ash and his miraculous Gas Brake (all
rights reserved) all the way to the front gate for the modest sum of 0 pence.

"Not at all, sir," said Daniel blandly. "I'll not trouble you. Perhaps | can sell
you a seed of the Mighty Purple Atoll? You place this bulb in water, and in five
days the Atoll has grown to a height of 3ft. and burst into a flame of purple
glory; price, sixpence."

Daniel offered the bulb of the Mighty Purple Atoll, made by dipping a small
potato into a weak rubber solution (imitators will be prosecuted).

"If you don't leave my grounds, I'll bring the dog to you," said Mr. Nunn
severely.

"Do | understand, sir, that you are weary of my society?" asked Daniel with
great sweetness.

Mr. Nunn slammed the door in his face, and politely raising his long-service
bell-topper to the whole building Daniel turned and walked down the path.

At the front left-hand corner of the house he stopped abruptly, and stood,
looking at a small object on the gravel walk. A tightly folded note had been
dropped at his feet from the end of the balcony above.

Daniel Ash, Opportunist, picked up the note, and sauntered to the gate.
There he stopped, and facing the building opened and read the note.
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Dear friend, whoever you may be, will you help a woman in distress? | am kept a prisoner
in my own room by my wicked uncle. Assist me to escape, and you will earn the undying
gratitude of one who knows how to be generous. To-night, an hour after midnight. Cry like a
cat.

Elsa the Unhappy.

Daniel looked up at the windows and a white hand fluttered between the
curtains on the extreme left. The inventor of the celebrated Gas Brake placed his
right hand the letter over his heart, and bowed. Mr. Ash retired to consider the
situation.

Here was one of the most promising opportunities of the Odd Man's long
and varied career, and the most picturesque adventure in. an adventurous life-
in fact, the life of an adventurer.

Daniel Emanuel Ash had a touch of the romantic in his composition. True, he
did not as a rule permit it to interfere with business, but if the business in hand
happened to savour of romance, so much the better. He allowed himself a
moment to think of "Elsa the Unhappy" as a sweet, pale, pure maiden, ruthlessly
bound by a vindictive uncle, bent upon appropriating her enormous wealth, and
of himself as the gallant knight, minus the shining armour, going desperately to
the rescue, ,and then he turned to the business aspects of the proposition. "

"Elsa the Unhappy," hinted at largesse; she spoke of herself as one knowing
how to be generous— a very proper sentiment, Daniel thought. Oliver Nunn,
Esq., was certainly rich, the house had a prosperous air; why should not Elsa be
rich also? It looked a good thing.

Daniel Ash turned cautiously to the other side. If he went prowling about the
premises after twelve at night he might get two years for being on Oliver Nunn's
property with illegal intent. If he were caught climbing the balcony it might
mean five years for attempted burglary. But there was the letter. True, that was
something of a safeguard, and surely Elsa the Unhappy would not desert her
brave knight in his hour of extremity.

Having weighed the pros and cons most, judiciously, at half-an-hour after
midnight Daniel Emanuel Ash, Opportunist, stood under the balcony of Oliver
Nunn's palatial home, at the extreme left of the building, where the shadows fell
and the ivy was thickest, and uttered the plaintive call of an amorous he cat.

Silence. Stillness.

Daniel repeated the call, infusing just a little passion into it, thrilled by the
mystery of his fine enterprise. A long low, affectionate call came from a distant
house-top, and the Odd Man Out tried again.

"Hist!"

The voice was from the balcony. Daniel discovered a dark shape above.

"Is't Elsa the Unhappy?" whispered the Odd Man.
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"Yes. Yes. You have come to help me?"

"I'm thy true knight."

"The gardener's ladder is between the hedge and the wall at the end of the
path, Be wary."

Daniel Ash found the ladder, set it carefully against the wall, where the ivy
helped to mask it, and deliberately mounted. He stepped on to the balcony, and
confronted Elsa the Unhappy. He wore his over-worked bell-topper, and his
inherited dinner jacket, and his too brief black linen trousers, and was not
precisely Sir Launcelot.

Neither was Elsa the Unhappy exactly what fond fancy had pictured her. He
had thought of her as fair and fragile, with a pale, wan face, and large, dark,
pathetic eyes; he found her rather plumper than was advisable in a young
person who meditated escaping durance vile per ladder.

"Brave, brave heart!" murmured Elsa the Unhappy. "But, hush, not here. We
may be observed." She seized the Odd Man, and landed him through the French
window with a yank that might through have a discommoded a working bullock.

"For a weary fragment hapless Elsa has the pull," mused Daniel.

The room was dimly lighted, and now the Odd Man discovered Elsa the
Unhappy to be a buxom damsel of perhaps nineteen, ruddy cheeked and with a
nose the tip tilt of which murdered romance; but Daniel strove to retain the
atmosphere.

"What wouldst with me, fair Elsa?" he said.

"You will get me away from this awful place."

Daniel cast an eye around the beautifully furnished apartment.

"I' am thine to death," he, said.

"Oh, you are brave and good!" murmured Elsa. "I know you are good and
brave; you will not leave me to his mercy?"

"The knave's name? He shall deal with me; he shall deal with Daniel Emanuel
Ash."

"He is my uncle and my guardian: he means to keep me here, a wretched
prisoner."

"Over my dead body, by heaven!"

"Ah, that is noble of you," said Elsa ecstatically. Daniel Scattered a seeing orb
over Elsa's library as the Unhappy talked, and he understood. The library was
scattered over the furniture, and was of a highly sentimental character. The Odd
Man comprehended the source of much of Elsa's woe.

"My wicked uncle wants me to marry someone | do not love, someone |
hate, and loathe, and despise, and scorn, and abominate."

Daniel raised a soothing hand. "That is enough for him," he said.

"He won't let me marry the man | love beyond everything on earth."
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"Ah-to-h " Daniel Ash's chin fell upon his chest, he passed a finger over his
tear-dimmed eye, and assumed an appropriately despondent attitude.

"Thou lovest another," he murmured.

"So handsome, so tall, so beautiful, so good!" said the enraptured Elsa.

Daniel took her hand, and pressed it sympathetically. "In short," he said
thickly, "a bonzer?"

If Daniel was to get nothing else out of this enterprise, he was determined
that it should afford him due entertainment.

"He is honourable, and true, and beautiful; but my wicked uncle chased him
with a stick."

"Ah, gar-rd!" said Daniel; "and he so young and fair. Did— did he strike him,
girl?"

"He caught him just as he was getting through the gate, and hit him on his
poor finger," moaned Elsa the Unhappy.

Daniel pulled himself together; he took her hand firmly this time.

"For that Oliver Nunn shall die," he said.

"Oh, no, no," cried Elsa in alarm; "not die. | don't wish to have any real
killing. I only want to escape, just to show him how determined | am."

The Odd Man had noted that the doors were unlocked.

"Why not have gone downstairs, and left the building?" he said.

"But that would not be escaping," said Elsa. "That would be merely walking
out. That would never do. | must escape by night, mysteriously. He must think |
have gone far away forever. | want him to think I've gone far away for ever, for
several hours at least."

" 'Tis well."

"And you will aid me?'

"What wouldst, fair maid?"

"To escape down the ladder, and have you take me to some place where |
shall be safe. My wicked uncle will think | have eloped with Henry; then he will
know what a determined, iron-willed woman | am where my love is concerned."

"Elsa the Unhappy, | am thy true knight. Whither thou goest, | go. But have
you nought to carry off— jewels, money, silken garments?"

"Would it be advisable?"

" 'Tis always done, unhappy lady. If you remove nothing the bold, bad baron
will imagine you are merely enjoying an early morning walk."

"Yes, yes; | shall take what | have. Wait here and watch."

"Fear not, fair Elsa. | am true to death."

"Oh, thanks awfully."

Elsa the Unhappy took the lamp, and went into an adjoining room. In her
absence, to while away the time, Daniel selected a few objects he had had
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admired, and put them in his pocket as mementoes of one of the finest
opportunities that had ever fallen to his lot.

Presently the girl returned with a smart, half-grown grip-sack in her right
hand. Gallantly Daniel Ash possessed himself of it.

"It seems me well to do Oliver Nunn in the eye a good one," he said. "He is a
bad man, and has incurred my displeasure. Out upon him!"

"Should | escape in a hat, or bareheaded?" asked Lisa artlessly.

"Bareheaded, sweet lady, with the hair flowing free. 'Tis the wont. | have
beheld the pictures."

"Oh very well." Elsa tore out a few hairpins and let her brown hair fall down.

"Like that?

" 'Tis according to stipulations. Come."

Carrying the grip-sack, Daniel Ash stole out to the balcony. Elsa followed
him. Daniel strode over the rail on to the ladder, and went quietly to earth.

"Hist!" he said warningly. Presently he added: "Tarry a while, lady, methinks
some varlet appproacheth. A moment, | will hide the ladder."

He carried the ladder very cautiously back to its refuge between the hedge
and the brick wall, and, then, taking the half-grown grip-sack, he crept along the
hedge, turned to the right, found the centre gate, and stepped out on the
highway. Here he paused a moment to raise his hat graciously to the dark figure
on the balcony.

Daniel Emanuel Ash, Opportunist. walked jauntily towards the river. Every
now and again he gave the grip-sack a shake for the metallic jingle of it was
music in his ears He thought no more of Elsa the Unhappy waiting in vain on the
cold balcony. As he walked he whistled "The Lost Chord" with uncommon skill
and deep feeling. An opportunity had come, and Daniel had grasped it.
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4: Daniel as a Hero
31 March 1910

THE ODD MAN SAT by the bank of the river on a warm, clear morning. in early
autumn. It was a retired place, far from the haunts of men. The scene was
sylvan, and the. weather the best product of the time and place, and no time
and no place produces so rare a day as a Melbourne morning in early autumn.

The Odd Man was sheltered by a veteran gum, whose gnarled limbs
overhung the river, and whose branches dipped with the grace of willows.
Daniel occupied himself whistling "The Lost Chord." He whistled it softly, with
much feeling, and in a most musicianly manner.

The whistling ceased suddenly, and was presently resumed in a still lower
key. Mr. Ash had discovered an intruder upon his demesne. At a distance of
about 140 yards, a short, stoutish person in a bell-topper was stripping in the
sun. This stretch of river was retired and well sheltered, but the district was not
sufficiently secluded to justify a short, stout, respectable gentleman in bathing
in the open.

The man on the bank stripped to shirt and bell-topper, and Daniel Emanuel
Ash ceased whistling his tender air, and permitted himself a raffish grin.

A short, stout gentleman does not look his best denuded of everything but
his shirt and bell-topper, and this particular rotund and abbreviated citizen
occupied an eminence on the bank that threw his quaint, podgy figure into
strong relief against the soft blue of the sky.

Daniel the Opportunist was interested: he leaned back against the tree and
watched and waited. Here, possibly, was an opportunity, and Daniel E. Ash was
trained to seize all opportunities, and make the most of them. He was in dire
need of an opportunity; in fact, having eaten nothing to-day and drunk only a
little clean water, a beverage repugnant to an educated palate.

The stout man arranged his clothes in an orderly heap, and placed his nice
bell-topper on top, where it shone like a star. For a moment he stood, with his
chin upon his ample breast, looking at the river, and then he plunged in.

It was in the mind of D. E. Ash to investigate the bunch of clothing on the
river brim, on the off chance of being able to shake some loose change out of
the pockets. Executing a smart detour, he came within a few feet of the
garments, still screened from view by the saplings.

Daniel scattered an eye over the river. Its surface was clear. The short, stout
man had disappeared. The Opportunist ran to the water's edge. A few yards off
a bald head bobbed up out of the water, two wild eyes stared at the sky, two
wilder hands clutched at it, an open mouth received about two quarts of river
water, and then the bald head disappeared again. It was an urgent case;
obviously the short, stout gentleman was drowning. There was no time to weigh
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and deliberate; Daniel kicked off his old shoes, doffed his dinner jacket and his
ancient hat, and took to the water like a duck.

Daniel judged his position carefully. and turning in the water slid under with
the grace and precision of a seal. He was under fully a minute and a quarter. The
bald head was first to reappear; Daniel's own black crown, looking sleek from
the wash, followed instantly.

Daniel pushed the obese figure before him to a shelving bank, and, then, in
the most casual manner, dragged his man up on to the grass, and spread him in
the sun.

The stout man lay still.

"He looks deader than | should care to look," mused Mr. Ash, "But," he
added aloud, "my dear sir, this will never do. | have no particular use for dead
men. Come, bestir yourself."

The Opportunist set to work systematically. He bestrode the "apparently
drowned," and began to manipulate his fat sides. He turned him on his face, and
resumed operations on his fat back.

"Ah," said the Odd Man Out; "we begin to drain."

The subject was certainly draining. Water ran from him very freely. When
satisfied that his patient held no more of the river than he could conveniently
accommodate, Daniel turned him on his back again, and endeavoured to restore
regular breathing. The effort was successful.

Presently the man drew breath, and in a few minutes he seemed to be quite
out of danger. The hero now turned his attention to the bundle of clothes. From
the breast pocket of a coat he drew a pocket-book, on the back of which he
found in gilt letters :

JOHN TURVEY.
'The Willows.'

Daniel knew "The Willows"; it was a large red building with a tiled roof,
about a quarter of a mile nearer the township, a house like a stack of bricks with
Queen Anne embellishments.

The Odd Man set off at once. He found two gentlemen and a lady playing
tennis at "The Willows." He explained, and waited for manifestations of dire
concern.

"Why, it must be Mr. Turvey," said the lady, tapping a ball gently.

"How tiresome," said the nearer gentleman.

"Did you pull him out?" asked the other gentleman.

"I did," Daniel replied. "I hope you don't mind?"

"You're a d——d busybody!" said the gentleman.
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It was not easy to disconcert Daniel Emanuel Ash, but for a moment he was
flabbergasted.

"Well," he murmured; "what am | to do with him?"

"You might push him in again," said the gentleman.

Daniel grinned widely. "l am prepared to consider an offer," he said.

Obviously there was no vast amount of natural love and affection for Mr.
Turvey going to waste at "The Willows," but presently Mr. Queen, the taller of
the tennis players, agreed reluctantly to get Gumbol, the stable hand, to harness
the horse in the trap, and lend a hand in bringing the unfortunate, short, stout,
water-logged citizen up from the river.

Daniel assisted very energetically. Mr. Turvey was lifted into the trap,
Gumbol drove, Mr. Queen held Mr. Turvey, and no further attention was given
to the Odd Man Out. He followed the trap.

At "the Willows" the gate was shut in his face.

"Good day to you," said Queen.

Daniel sat down on the stone step before the garden gate, and considered
the situation.

After half-an-hour he climbed the locked gate, and knocked at the front
door. An elderly lady with a stern brow opened the door, and looked Daniel over
sharply.

"Well?" she said.

"I wish to see Mr. Turvey."

"Can't!" said the woman.

"Excuse me, but | must. | am the man who saved his life."

"More shame to you."

"Possibly, ma'am, but | am not in the habit of saving gentlemen's lives for
charity. | expect a fee."

"A fee!" said the woman, and her stony sternness relaxed into almost a
smile. "A fee from Turvey?"

"Certainly, and some small compensation for damages received. | can
dispense with the adulation which rightfully belongs to the hero in such cases,
and | do not burn for the Royal Humane Society's medal, but a new suit and a
few pounds would be only a reasonable reward of valour."

"See here, my man, | am Turvey's own sister," said the "woman, shaking an
iron forefinger against the tip of Daniel Ash's nose, "and | wouldn't give you
tuppence if you were starving."

Then she slammed the door.

"Good old Turvey," murmured Daniel. "Why didn't | hold him under, and
claim the reward?"
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Daniel Emanuel Ash did not leave the grounds; he found a comfortable spot
in the garden on the shady side of the house, and sat down. Here he was found
by Gumbol, the rouseabout.

"Ello! 'Ello!" said Gumbol. "Whatcher doin' 'ere?"

"Waiting for my reward— the reward of valour, honest fellow," replied the
Odd Man Out.

Gumbol grinned. "Reward!" he said. "l like that!" Then he laughed.

"Mr. Turvey's friends and relations do not seem inclined to squander untold
gold upon the brave preserver," said Daniel. "Mr. Turvey himself may be more
generous."

Gumbol exploded. "l like yer chawnce," he said.

"Nevertheless, | shall insist on an interview with Mr. Turvey. "He's a-bed."

"A bedside sitting will suit me."

"Look 'ere, cobber," said Gumbol confidentially, "l wouldn't advise yeh t' go
on with this. Turvey wouldn't part a bloomin' trey bit, he's the meanest an'
miserablist ole cow on earth. He's got plenty, but, gorblime—" Gumbol broke
off. "See here, only lars' Sundee he follered a little kiddy a mile t' pinch the
penny she was goin' t' put in the plate. His people here would give a tanner t'
have him in heaven or helsewhere."

"Gumbol." said Daniel, "will you present my card to Mr. Turvey, and say. his
preserver desires a few moments' conversation re a matter of some importance
to both of us?"

Gumbol took the card. He returned in three minutes.

"He sez blow yer," said Gumbol.

Daniel Ash resumed his seat. He remained there all day. Nobody attempted
to interfere with him; but whenever another person arrived at "The Willows," he
or she was brought into the garden, and allowed to look at the Opportunist. All
these people seemed to find the situation very amusing. None of them was
disposed to give Daniel the smallest credit for his gallantry.

Still the Odd Man Out remained. He was very hungry, and the smell of
dinner almost drove him wild; but faith in his ability to draw something from this
despicable Turvey kept him strong in his resolution.

His opportunity came when the family were all at dinner. Climbing hastily
through a window, Daniel crept upstairs. He peeped into seven bedrooms. Mr.
Turvey was in the seventh, tucked in bed, with a glass on a chair at his hand.

"Who are you?" said Turvey sourly.

"I'm the ridiculous person who dragged you from the river this morning."

Daniel replied. "Then, how the devil dared you?" cried Turvey, sitting up
abruptly; "and what the devil do you mean by it?"

"I did it in response to humane promptings."

22



"D——n your promptings !" Daniel looked calmly upon Turvey. "Let us
consider this in a business light," he said. "I have saved your life— | am out of
pocket by it."

"You won't get a penny from me," said Turvey energetically. "Not a penny."

"I am out of pocket," resumed Daniel. "I have spoilt my best trousers, and
shall be at some expense for cough medicine." Here the Opportunist barked
appealingly.

"I don't care if you cough your infernal head off."

"But, ay dear sir, this is most unusual. Consider— | have got wet in your
interests, thoroughly wet. | am not in the habit of getting wet."

"Nobody asked you."

"You were drowning. You had been under some time."

Turvey leaned over, and smote on the chair fiercely.

"Why can't people mind their own dashed affairs?" he yelled.

"I put myself to a good deal of trouble restoring animation. | am a man with
strong natural antipathies— | hate trouble. A few pounds "

"Not a copper. Not a stiver." Turvey grew almost apoplectic. "Gumbol!" he
squealed. "Gumbol, put this fellow out!"

"Mr. Turvey," said Daniel, in a propitiatory tone, "let me plead with you. I'll
not talk of my courage, of my carelessness for my own safety in seeking to save
a fellow creature—"

"Curse your courage!" cried Turvey. "See here."

He took a letter from under his pillow, and thrust it on Daniel.

"Read it," he said. "You see, it is an intimation of my intention to commit
suicide. It was in my coat pocket. That wretch downstairs, my own sister, mind
you, has raised my board. Do you understand— raised my board half-a-crown a
week? | meant to commit suicide. | did it to spite my family. | did it because they
mean to bring me to ruin with their extortion, and but for you it would have
been all over. Get out of my sight, you interfering blackguard!"

Daniel scarcely heard, he was looking hard at the letter in his hand. A soft
smile dawned about his mobile mouth. He turned abruptly, and went
downstairs. He walked into the dining room. Mrs. Queen— the stern lady— and
about a dozen others were at dinner. Mr. Queen, son of the house, jumped up.
The others turned in their chairs in amazement.

"What the d—" began Queen.

Daniel doffed his battered hat. "I merely wish to say | have come from an
interview with Mr. Turvey " he said sweetly. "He has given me a letter in which
he admits that this morning's affair in the river was a deliberate attempt at
suicide. Suicide, as you know, ladies and gentlemen, is an offence. It is my
bounden duty to give this document into the hands of the police. Good
evening."

23



"Stop! Stop a moment!" cried young Queen. "What do you want?"

Daniel smiled insinuatingly. "I have not dined to-day."

"Go into the kitchen. They will give you a meal."

"Thank you, | prefer this." Daniel indicated a seat at the foot of the table.
Queen looked at his mother for confirmation.

"Oh, very well !" he said. Daniel sat down.

"After dinner," he said, "we may consider the intrinsic value of this
document to Mr. Turvey's loving relations. Police court affairs, especially where
the evidence is so— shall we say— extraordinary and so wildly diverting, are
always distressing to people of our high social standing— what?"

Daniel Emanuel Ash had an excellent dinner, to which he drank a delicious
dry wine, and when he walked jauntily from "The Willows" that night he
whistled a joyous scrap of Mendelssohn, and jingled ten new sovereigns, five in
each pocket, so distributed to preserve his balance, as he brightly remarked on
leaving the Queens's.
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5: The Injured Husband
7 April 1910

"THE MAN WHO SLEEPS OUT at those fashionable holiday resorts hears things,"
said Daniel Ash. "l invariably repair to one or the other of several select watering
places during the Ides of March, and in the glad Yuletide, and | make a practice
of open-air sleeping, gentlemen."

The Odd Man Out was addressing a few professional friends: Nicky the Kid,
an ingenious gentleman living on several harmless impositions of his own
invention; Tummy the Toad, an author, writer of agreeable begging letters; and
the Honourable Mickie, a native of Burgaree, who subsisted fairly well by
appealing to the sympathies of the upper middle classes as the dilapidated and
unhappy son of an Irish duke.

Daniel did not often associate with people in his own walk of life, but chance
and a billy of beer had drawn them together, and it was his duty to entertain the
guests, so he prattled on:

"A few weeks ago | was at Waterport. Do you know Waterport? A really
delightful spot for a lazy day and a tired night or two. The sea is easy and
accessible if you are disposed to mixed bathe, and the clothes of careless
bathers lie about in heaps, if your intentions are dishonourable.

"Waterport is exclusive; it has not yet been discovered by the canaille. |
dislike the rabble, it has nothing in its clothes worth mentioning, and offers no
field for the exercise of that delicate wit with which we are especially gifted.

"At Waterport there is a large fashionable hotel, where the elite pay
excessive prices for the services of a waiter who looks like a German
ambassador, and where gentlemen of means reside incognito with a wife who
isn't.

"You will understand that a retired spot favoured by the eminently
respectable and the respectably eminent in their giddier moments is likely to be
a productive field for a working opportunist.

"I have a special boudoir at the Waterport Hotel, between the north wall of
the extensive gardens and a very excellent box hedge. | have occupied this for a
fortnight three seasons running, and have no occasion to regret it. The guests at
the Waterport Hotel might not be disposed to say the same if they knew what
hit them; but, you understand, it is my custom not to intrude my personality in
my work further than is absolutely essential to the grasping of a suitable
opportunity.

"What | purpose is to tell you of a piquant incident that came under my
notice while | occupied my cosy corner behind that trim box hedge one night
early in the month.
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"THE NIGHT was waxing late, and | had despaired of hearing something that
might be to my advantage, as the breezy agony advertisement puts it. when a
tall couple came drifting through the starlit night, and nestled down on one of
those old art benches manufactured of gnarled firewood and skeleton elbows,
that lend a rococo air and an Antoine Watteau picturesqueness to your rural
inn.

"He was young and fair, and led a busy life working a single-barrelled
eyeglass into his left eye for the pleasure of having it slide out again. She was
neither so young nor so fair, nor had she been to the trouble and expense of
neglecting her education at Oxford.

"She, | gathered in the course of a heart-to-heart chat on the ti-tree settee,
had been up and down the world a bit, and had looked upon the same with a
bold, bad, discerning eye.

"There was light enough from a wan moon, that looked as if it were
recovering from a nine days' drunk on a diet of sardine oil and Epsom salts, to
show me that, the dame had a fine figure and a bold Graeco-Roman profile. She
opened the argument.

"'George, it is for you | tremble.' She paused and trembled to the great
detriment of the outdoor sofa of old bones on which they were reposing.

"'I' thay, Beth, ole gel, don't you go and fwet yourthself on my account, desh
it all,’ said George nobly. 'l kin teck keyah of meself."

"George, by the way, was built on the lines of the weeping willow. He looked
as if he might have been all right in three two-minute rounds with a gnat, but a
ten-second tussle with a mosquito would have unmanned him. His face was like
the countenance of a sheep after that sensitive animal has been in the soup, and
his upper lip was inadequate to disguise those large, oblong teeth, which
Continental caricaturists have made the most distinguishing feature of our old
nobility. But it was plain that George had money; he fairly chinked with it; when
he moved sovereigns seemed to ripple up and down his spine, which was
knobbly like that of a dinosaur or a horned toad. He had rings on his fingers, and
lumps of diamonds glittered on his lingerie.

"'Oh, I know you are brave, dear,' said Bess in thrilling King's Theatre-
actscents, 'but resistance would be useless— he is big and strong, cruel and
vindictive. He carries a knife up his sleeve, and has two hip-pockets full of
revolvers. | am afraid he would keel.'

"George ran a wary eve over the surrounding landscape, and seemed a bit
perturbed. 'Wh-wh-what a boundah!' he said. 'The f'lah ought to be locked up.
What! Be god, he's only fit for one of those jolly asylums.'

"'I never know when he may appear. He watches me as a cat watches a
mouse.'
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"George was growing cold. "Desh it, Beth, you didn't tell me this befoah, you
know.'

"'l was afraid of losing you, dear one.' Here Bess draped herself up and
down George's dress shirt, and flattened a tear upon his swan-like neck, while
George again examined the landscape in quest of the enemy.

"'l thought the beggah was in Bwisbane, sellin' his billy pans and things?'

" 'He left for Brisbane, but, you know, | cannot trust him. He has deceived
me before, he may deceive me again. He said he was going away. but it would
not surprise me if the faithless wretch were to appear here at any moment.'

" 'Bia Jove, th-that would be a bub-bally ungentlemanly twick.'

"'And if he did, it would be difficult to convince him that our being here
under the same name and occupying the same rooms was only an extraordinary
coincidence.’

"'At any wate, it would occasion arguments, and | hate arguments, they
disawange a fellah's collahs. Mettah of fact, old gel, this business gets wather
whisky— what?"

" 'But you love me, don't you George? You face it for my sake?'

"George peeked the lady. 'Thet's all wight, he said. 'Yoah a wippin' gel, Beth;
but, hang it, don't let's hev a mess. Hate a mess— it wuffles one.'

"Bess embraced her George, and pushed an ardent kiss against his sloping
brow. 'If he should find us, darling,' she murmured, promise me one thing?'

"'Anythink in weason. Wh-what is it?"

"'That you won't fight him.'

"George stiffened. 'You know, fellah must pwotect himself— pwotection
first law of natyah. If he stwuck me | know I'd be rude to him.'

"'Oh, promise me, promise me you will not fight. He has a brutal temper.
There might be murder.'

"George jumped up, but Bess pulled him down on the seat beside her. 'Devil
take it,' said George, 'what's the bally law up to that it let's a boundah like that
wun round distwessing people. He ought to be seen to. If he comes interferin'
with me, I'll have him seen to— | will. I'll have him seen to.'

" 'But you won't resist him, George; promise this for my sake? If you crossed
him and were killed, | should never forgive myself. | should be unhappy for
weeks and weeks.'

"'Would you, deah? That's dooced kind of you.'

"'You won't fight with him— you won't resist him. Promise me?"

"'But what's a fellah to do, desh it?"

"'You must give way to him. You are rich— buy him off.’

" 'That ain't half a bad ideah, old gel."

"'He's a mercenary brute, | know he would take money. You have always
plenty about you. Give him what he asks. Do this if you love me. | could never
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bear the disgrace of exposure, and | tremble to think he may be watching us at
any time— he may be here.'

"George sprang up again.

"'Heah?' he cried as he subsided. 'Heah? This is getting devilish unpleasant.
Have you seen him?"

"'I've seen someone like him— just caught a fleeting glimpse of a back like
his among the newcomers. It is that that has unstrung me so. It was this evening
after dinner. | did not like to tell you.'

"George sat with his hands plunged in his pockets, and his long, lean legs
poked out before him rigidly. 'What's to be done?' he gasped.

" '"We must be careful. I'll go back to the hotel, and see if the coast is clear. If
he is really among the new guests I'll drop my handkerchief.'

"'Oh, by Jove, I've haff a mind to wun foah it.'

"'And leave me, George; desert the woman who loved and trusted you?'

"'No, no. I'll see you all wight, Beth.'

"She kissed him again. 'Follow me in a few minutes,' she said, 'and, oh, be
careful, my darling.'

"She went, and her darling sat as she had left him, stiff as a poker, his small,
empty head almost buried in his collar.

"It seemed to me that this was the critical moment, the cue for the injured
husband. If the whole situation had not been worked with an eye to the sudden
apparition of an infuriated spouse, with a gun in either hand, and a righteous
but savage demand for monetary consolation, Daniel Emanuel Ash had mistaken
the symptoms.

"True to the traditions, one half-minute later a dark figure crawled from the
box hedge a little lower down, stole behind George, and the hapless capitalist
awoke to a realisation of the true horror of his position, when a strong hand
gripped his collar, and a revolver was pressed behind his capacious ear.

"'So, | have you at last!' hissed the newcomer. 'By G—d, | don't know why |
don't kill you— why | don't blow your infernal brains about the garden!'

"'Desh it all, I sav, don't be widiculous! Don't do that!' squeaked George
through the very small opening left in his air passage.

"'Don't do that,' said the dark figure in a low, dreadful, resolute voice; 'and
why not? Why should | spare the betrayer of my home, the wrecker of my
happiness? You see, | know all. That was my wife who left you a moment ago. |
have witnesses here behind the hedge, and if | killed you mow, you damned
scamp, no jury would convict me.’

"'Help!' piped George.

"'Help!' The dark figure laughed a hard, rasping laugh. 'So be it. Let the
people come. Let them gaze upon the villain who has blighted my life. I'll not kill
you, but you shall pay for this, pay heavily, if there is any justice in Australia.’
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"'Now youah talkin' business, don't you know,' said George feebly. 'How
much?"

"How much? You are even a bigger scoundrel than | thought you. Do you
think to get off cheaply? Don't dream it. For to-night I'll take thirty pounds— to-
morrow I'll talk business. Only that | need the money | might kill you after all.'

"Very tremulously George went through his pockets. 'Two tennahs and three
sovereigns.' he said, 'That's all | hev above me.'

"The dark figure seized the money, and pocketed it. 'l'll see you in the
morning,' he said; 'to-night you will be wise if you keep a still tongue.’

"The dark figure turned abruptly, and walked down the poplar avenue
leading to the side gate. Out in the open he struck off along the sea shore,
throwing aside the twisted scrap of ti-tree that had served him as a revolver. He
walked seven miles, and then slept under a rock. In the morning he reached
Bays End and took a steamer for town."

"DID YOU FOLLOW the bloke?" asked Tummy.

"Follow whom?"

"Why, the injured husband."

"Bless your innocent heart, Tummy, / was the injured husband!"

Tummy the Toad gasped in respectful admiration of a master craftsman.

"What," he said, "you took the chances, pretended t' be the husband they'd
been chattin' about, an' did poor Georgie for twenty-three lovely golden Jimmy-
o'-Goblins ?"

"Precisely," said Daniel Emanuel Ash; "I seized the opportunity. | would have
loved to study the situation if the real husband tackled George later; but, as |
have said, | cannot afford to obtrude my personality. Gentlemen, another
drink."
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6: Daniel Buries a Dear Relation.
13 April 1910

DANIEL EMANUEL ASH sauntered down the suburban street swinging a cane. He
sported something the manner of a gentleman of independent means out taking
the air. True, on closer inspection the spotted dinner jacket that looked, as if it
might have served long and faithfully on the back of a seedy waiter in a cheap
restaurant, the slack black linen trousers and the third-hand bell-topper did not
heighten the impression, but D. E. Ash never permitted mere externals to
disturb his natural jauntiness of manner. He swung his cane— which was really
nothing more expensive than the handle of a dismantled umbrella— with a finer
flourish, and whistled like a bird. He was whistling "The Spring Song."

Really, the Odd Man Out had more poignant excuse for an air of dejection
than a poor coat and a battered hat might afford; he was actually hungry and
extremely thirsty. Opportunities had not been cropping up lately, and as he
sauntered now in the pleasant, tree-lined little street, making flute-like music,
Daniel had a wary eye swinging on its pivot, seeking the last chance.

Across the way, standing in front of an unpretentious seven-roomed villa
were a hearse, a mourning-coach, a dusty buggy and a shabby cab, with a
shabby grey horse sleeping in a semi-kneeling attitude. Daniel ceased whistling,
he dropped his cane into a tree-guard, his face fell into an expression
becomingly lugubrious, and with hands clasped before him, and head bowed; he
crossed the road, passed through the gate, up the short garden path, and
entered the house of mourning.

The Opportunist was bent upon working a simple, disingenuous bluff. He
knew that as a rule at lower middle-class suburban funerals there are
refreshments; he sought merely to obtain the simple necessities, a little whisky,
a trifle of bread and cheese. Almost anyone may butt in at a burying. Daniel had
proved this on many occasions. Nobody can say for certain whether a casual
dropper-in is justified in following deceased to his place of interment, least of all
deceased. A funeral is safe; Daniel knew it.

A few solemn, silent men were standing in the hallway. Mr. Ash passed
through these, looking suitably downcast, but quite confident. An air of
confidence is the first essential in an adventure of this kind. In what might have
been the dining room, a long, black coffin stood on trestles. Here were a few
more disconsolate men, a stout middle-aged woman in extemporised mourning,
and two officials of the funeral. Daniel was properly grateful for the dim,
religious light. The undertaker's apprentice was about to nail down the lid;
Daniel advanced in an attitude of patient sadness, put the assistant undertaker
gently but firmly aside, reverently moved the lid, and stood bent, his hands
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joined before him in a characteristic clerical attitude, and gazed on the face of
the dead.

For a minute Daniel gazed -in silence, his face was composed, hut, oh, so
sad. Then he heaved a great sigh. "Ah-h-h!" The Odd Man's breast heaved; with
a long forefinger he softly put aside a tear. He shook his head, and sighed again.

"Poor, poor old Alby!" he said. He raised his eyes, and looked mournfully on
the company. "You know, | always called him Alby," he sighed. In point of fact,
Daniel had seen the name "Albert Benton" inscribed on the coffin-plate, he had
never seen deceased in his life before.

The man in the coffin was a profusely-whiskered person of perhaps sixty,
with a hard, dour face that Death had failed to soften.

Daniel Ash bowed his head, and resumed his pathetic contemplation of the
late-lamented. Presently he flicked aside another tear.

"In the midst of life we are in death," he murmured. Then, turning resolutely
from the saddening spectacle, he said: "Please resume your melancholy office.
Don't mind me."

The undertakers put the lid in place, and presently Daniel raised his head to
run a prospecting eye over the apartment. He encountered the stern eye of the
stout woman in extemporised mourning.

"Alas!" said Mr. Ash to his inmost soul, "here's where you encounter
ignominious failure, Daniel, dear."

The stout woman moved nearer.

"So you've turned up?" she said in a low, sullen voice.

Daniel held himself hard down, sighed profoundly, and said: "Yes, indeed,
madam. Was it not to be expected on such a melancholy occasion?"

"Oh, stow it!" growled the stout lady.

The Opportunist raised a deprecatory two fingers.

"My dear lady," he murmured; "at so mournful a function."

"Bosh!" said the stout female.

"Oh, very well; anything to please a lady. Have it your own way. But if poor
Alby were alive—"

"He'd kick you neck and crop into the road, and you know it."

The stout lady withdrew suddenly, and the tired voice of the undertaker's
confidential clerk was at Daniel's elbow.

"Your 'at, sir?" he said.

"Ah, certainly, my dear fellow,"' answered Daniel, "and put plenty on, will
you? Plenty of crepe is rather becoming, | fancy."

"Specially to a 'at like this." The adolescent undertaker winked. "Old gel
wasn't expectin' you t' turn up, | reckon," he said.

"No, William, no," answered Daniel, quite in his own manner. "Can you tell
me, William, is there a counter lunch?"
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"Nex' room, sir, 'n' whisky on the sideboard."

In the next room Daniel Emanuel Ash found most of the mourners. They
were very active. Daniel joined the busy throng. He rescued a whisky bottle from
the clutches of a cabman, who had already celebrated the event too
numerously, and helped himself to a copious refresher. There were cake, bread
and cheese and sandwiches on a sideboard. Daniel took sandwiches. He took a
good many in the course of the following three minutes. In a position such as
that in which he found himself time is victuals. Having taken the raw edge off his
leonine appetite, while in the adjoining room the undertakers put the lid on the
late Albert Benton, and gaily hammered him down.

Daniel turned his attention to the company. He recognised the type. Most of
those present were funeral smoodgers, old age pensioners and elderly
unemployed, whose favourite pastime was attending funerals for the sake of
the spiritual consolation.

"Did you know our dear departed long?" asked Daniel, addressing a very
small man busy biting holes in half-a-pound of cheese. The man grunted,
disgusted at being interrupted in a congenial task.

" 'Bout five year," he said.

"Ah-h," sighed the Odd Man; "he was a good fellow, was old Alby, in spite of
everything."

"Oh, was he?" growled the cheese mite. "That's more 'n anybody else ever
thought. Why, he druv away all old Annie's other boarders. He was the
infernallest, meanest, worst-tempered old devil that ever-lived."

"Mean, was he?"

"Was he? That's why I'm takin' it out of his cheese 'n' whisky now. | boarded
‘ere till he 'ounded me out."

"And what of old Annie?"

"Mrs. Spagg. That's the fat lady. She's bin his 'ousekeeper for years."

At this point the stout female in extemporised mourning entered the room,
and cast a disgusted glance upon its occupants.

"Makin' yourself at home?" she said, addressing Daniel with extreme
disdain. Daniel Ash had resumed his mournfulness.

"Merely drinking my respects to the dead, Annie," he said in soft, sad tones.

"Annie! Annie! Don't you dare call me Annie! If it wasn't for what's in the.
next room I'd teach you for calling me Annie."

Mrs. Spagg had gone suddenly pale with anger. She shook a large, horny,
hard-working fist under Daniel's nose."

"Mrs. Spagg! Mrs. Spagg!" muttered the Odd Man in keen reproach.

"Oh, | know what you are. Ain't | ben told agin 'n' agin about you? Don't try
to bamboozle me."

"Hush, Mrs. Spagg. Hush, | pray. This, remember, is a house of mourning."
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Daniel's manner was most impressive; it overawed the stout lady ; she
backed to the door.

"Run the blessed funeral yourself," she said. Mrs. Spagg flounced down the
passage, out into the street, climbed into the mourning coach, and slammed the
door after her.

Daniel Ash was puzzled; he had been puzzled all along. For whom did Mrs.
Spagg mistake him? Was it advisable to linger, or see the matter through? His
intention on entering was merely to satisfy the natural cravings of a man who
had not eaten for eighteen hours, and then to depart, but the developments
hinted at larger possibilities.

"I'll see it through," said the Opportunist.

The undertaker approached him.

"We are ready, sir," he said. "There's the matter of the pall-bearers. Mr.
Willet is willing to retire in your favour if you, as chief mourner, so desire."

"Not at all," said Daniel. "Mr. Willet was a dear friend of Alby's. | could not
dream of depriving him."

In fact, the deceased was rather bulky, and Daniel Emanuel had no ambition
to shine as a heavy-weight lifter. The coffin was carried out, and Daniel
followed, carrying his hat, with its long crepe weepers, in his hand, his head
bowed humbly.

"Wish | knew who the devil I'm supposed to be, and where I'm supposed to
come in," was what possessed the mind of the chief mourner.

Daniel entered the mourning-coach, and sat facing Mrs. Annie Spagg, who
from her dark corner glowered upon him with a cold, malignant eye. Two others
joined them, three more climbed into the dusty buggy, and the funeral moved
from the late residence of deceased, leaving three mourners in heated
disputation with the boozy cabman.

Before the cortege turned the next corner the cabby and a fat mourner were
fighting wildly in the dust by the roadside.

Daniel was not much disturbed by Annie's accusing eye. He had had a fair
allowance of whisky and sandwiches, enough for a menagerie lion, and was
feeling fit. It did occur to him that possibly the woman recognised him as an
impostor, but he did not worry over it.

The drive to the cemetery was a long one. It was Daniel suggested a halt by
the way for refreshments.

"I am sure old Alby would have desired it," he said, "and if Mrs. Spagg will be
so good as to advance a trifle—"

Daniel was rather surprised to see Annie open her purse. He had not
expected it to be so easy. She offered half-a-sovereign.

"There," she snapped, "not a penny more."
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The funeral drew up by the roadside, while Daniel led the mourners into an
adjacent bar.

"But the deceased," murmured the undertaker, with professional propriety.

"Alby can wait," said Daniel Ash. "He has plenty of time, and nothing to do.
In my turn | shall be glad to have my friends delay the planting in the same way.
The grave is not so pleasant a thing that it is any compliment to a man to rush
him into it. Fill up! Let the worms wait."

They spent the ten shillings, and then the funeral moved again.

ALBERT WAS laid in his last resting-place, the last shovelful of dirt was
thrown on the mound, and Daniel found the bitter eye of Annie upon him again.

"Of course you're comin' back," she said. "You'll want to settle up."

"You are very kind," replied Daniel. He followed her into the mourning-
coach, and all the way home Mrs. Spagg faced him with a jaundiced eye. Daniel
discoursed airily enough, with now and then a sigh out of respect for the late
Albert, but each sigh drew something like a snort of derision from Annie. At the
house Daniel found himself in the dining-room, alone with Mrs. Spagg. That lady
threw off her bonnet and confronted him.

Daniel was silent and expectant. For a minute neither spoke.

"Well?" snorted Mrs. Spagg.

"My dear madam," murmured the Odd Man.

"How much?" Daniel started; a great hope sprang up within him. This was
wholly unexpected.

"How much?" he said. A touch or reproach came into his tone. "And poor
Alby only just laid in his grave!"

"How much?" snorted Annie, "How much will you take to clear out, and have
done with it. "I'll give you ten pounds."

"Ten pounds! Mrs. Spagg, you insult my intelligence."

"Twelve pounds, then. Not a penny more. It isn't worth it."

"Fifteen, Mrs. Spagg. My dear Annie— fifteen!"

"I'll see you hanged first. | s'pose you think old Benton was a millionaire.
Twelve, or take what you can get."

"I am not a hard man, Annie. I'll take the twelve."

"And you won't bother me any further?"

"I'll swear you won't see my face again if | can help it."

Within a few minutes the Odd Man Out left Mrs. Spagg's house the richer by
twelve pounds. He left walking jauntily, whistling "The Holy City" in a chastened
undertone. Once clear of the house he walked more quickly.

"What the deuce does it mean?" Daniel asked himself. "Who am |, and why
this good, gracious twelve quid?"
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Three hundred yards from the gate he was stopped by a perspiring stranger,
a stout, grey-whiskered block of a man, who said:

"Hi, you, can you tell me where a Mrs. Spagg lives here about?"

Daniel looked into the hard, sour face in front of him, and thought of the
other hard face he had seen in the coffin. The two were wonderfully alike.

"Mrs. Spagg," said the Odd Man, as if searching his mind. "Old Albert
Benton's housekeeper, you mean?"

"Yes. | suppose | am too late for the funeral. | only saw the advertisement .
an hour ago."

"Excuse me, a relative of deceased?"

"Brother! Brother Joseph."

"I am sorry, but the funeral is over."

"That is no great matter. My brother was not a pauper. There's business, sir,
business!"

Daniel Emanuel Ash directed deceased's brother far wrong for his own ends,
and took the first train to town.

"I see light," mused Mr. Ash. "l was taken to be Brother Joseph, and brothers
Albert and Joseph were strangers yet— enemies, evidently. And there's no will."

Daniel chinked the sovereigns in his pocket, and chortled. "Dear, dear me,
old Annie thinks she has squared brother Joe for a paltry twelve quid. Won't
there be a choir practice at No. 11 Pate-street at the forthcoming meeting of
Annie and Joseph!"

35



7: The Hapless Bard
21 April 1910

DANIEL EMANUEL ASH had received reliable information, through a gifted
literary friend in the begging letter line, that there was a camping-out party "for
ladies only" situated at Rainbow Bend. The graceful litterateur added valuable
information:

"The thing's comme il faut, Daniel— They're a swagger bunch— beauty and
beans. The plump hen dispensing hospitalities is one of the beastly rich. She has
an income that would sink a mud scow. This lay-out was planned for you, Daniel,
who are ever my brother in alms. Good luck. But, mark you, the buds are
athletic. The chief 'she' hath a dusty left."

Daniel E. Ash took train to the nearest station, and completed his pilgrimage
to Rainbow Bend afoot. As was his custom, he travelled without ostentation and
unencumbered with traps and ware. Daniel's experience taught him that a man
could wander through life much more comfortably with two bare hands than
weighted down with portmanteau ana suit cases. Besides, the Odd Man Out was
occasionally reduced to the painful necessity of running and dodging. In such
cases pigskin bags and Saratoga trunks would have been an encumbrance.

Daniel owned what he stood in, no more. He had not always owned even
that, but. he wore the mixed lot as jauntily as if it had been made for him by a
Bond-street tailor, and he flicked gaily at the vegetation as he sauntered athwart
the sylvan scene, whistling like a particularly light-hearted canary bird.

Mr. Ash found the hen encampment without difficulty. It was 1 remotely
situated, and the. three gay tents flaunting coloured streamers from their ridge
poles exuded sounds of revelry of a purely feminine note. The hilarity was all
soprano. Daniel was pleased with this. He breathed a benediction. He wanted
no baritone or bass intruders. The adventure he had in mind excluded
gentlemen, other than the talented organiser himself.

Daniel sat beneath a tree far removed from the al fresco festivities, and
looked down upon a -festive scene, the bedecked tents, the smoke curling from
an out-door fire, where, no doubt, superior viands were being singed for an
early dinner, five sylph-like girls romping on the sward, and a more copious lady
shaking a fan at herself in a blue hammock.

The Odd Man's whistle was now soft and gracious. He was wondering by
what means Daniel E. Ash, Opportunist, was to obtain a big boy's share of the
goodies in that Amazonian camp. He understood perfectly that he was to come
in for these benefits, favours and advantages, but as yet he had not arranged
the method.

Presently the sylphs below romped into the centre tent with a shrill
twittering, and Daniel's whistle softened into silence.
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"Something sensational and devilish afoot," he murmured; "an ice-cream
banquet or a game of Ring-a-Ring-a-Rosy, Pop down Posey. What devils these
women are when they let their hair down!"

In a very few minutes the sylphs trooped out again, still twittering like an
aviary of grey parrots, and now each was clad from neck to heel in what looked
like a blanket.

"Peradventure, we bathe!" said Daniel. "Good, we do."

The girls went clattering off towards the river, and the stout dame in the
blue hammock shrilled twenty-seven warnings in ten seconds.

"'Tis well," said Daniel. He arose and followed, keeping under cover among
the trees. He saw the girls romping on the grassy bank in their fetching Canadian
costumes, and then suddenly they took to the river like water hens.

"The buds are athletic." mused the Odd Man, quoting his literary friend.
"They would be sudden and quick in quarrel. It is well."

He took a pair of spectacles from his pocket, pondered over them a
moment, and returned them. Daniel Ash had made up his mind.

He walked to the river bank, and deliberately seated himself beside the
bathers' wraps, and giving himself a rapt expression, stared fixedly at the river.

A cry of expostulation came from one of the batherfr Daniel did not heed it.
His air of complete absorption deepened. Other cries followed. They became a
chorus of complaint. The Opportunist clasped his hands, and looked intent, hut
did not budge.

"See here, if you don't get out of that we'll pitch you in the river!" The threat
came from a tall brunette.

"The chief bud with the dusty left, for a quid!" thought Daniel, but he
heeded her not.

"Yes, chuck him in!" said another girl, angrily. "In with him ! In with him!"

It became a chorus of fiery indignation. The bathers swarmed out of the
water, and up the bank; they laid angry hands upon Daniel Emanuel Ash, and
Daniel Emanuel did not resist. He seemed unaware of anything unusual
happening.

"We progress favourably," said he in his wicked inmost soul.

"In with him!"

The athletic girls rushed Daniel down the bank, and with a great hoist
pitched him into the river. Daniel assisted their worthy effort to the best of his
ability, diving from their arms. Once underneath he swam straight to deep
water, and came up well out in the river.

Mr. Ash's reappearance was greeted with a yell of delight, but the yell faded
into something like a squeal of terror when the victim threw up his arms and
cried, "Help ! Help!" and went down again, gurgling horribly.
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In point of fact, Daniel was an excellent swimmer, but he did not choose to
figure as an amphibious marvel on this occasion. He came up again presently,
squealed.

"Help!" in heartrending accents, gulped about a quart of river water, and
sank for the third and last time. From good cover behind a tree trunk that had
fallen into the river, Daniel was an interested spectator of the subsequent
proceedings.

"He's drowning! He's drowning !" cried one of the girls.

"We did it! It's murder!" squealed another, on the verge of hysterics.

The girls clustered together, and gazed with pale, horrified faces at the river.

"We— we ought to do something;" faltered the big brunette. "I'll try, if you'll
help, Katie."

"We must," answered Katie, miserably, "or we shall be hanged."

The brunette waded in and dived, and after a little while Daniel dived to
meet her, and permitted himself to be rescued. He was towed ashore by half-a-
dozen willing hands, and the anxious damsels carried his limp body up the bank,
and spread it on the grass.

Daniel E. Ash did not move an eyelash; he lay as they dropped him— wet,
water-logged, lifeless.

"I— I think he's dead," whimpered the hysterical subject. They stood in a
ring, looking down upon their victim, white and terrified.

"He does look awfully like it," said another. "Whatever shall we do?"

"We must apply the rules for the restoration of the apparently drowned,"
said Katie, with sudden energy. "Run and get them, Alice. They're on the
dressing table. Tell Mrs. M'Kay to warm blankets, and have the whisky ready.
Oh! be quick. Be quick!"

Katie set to work at once, and presently Daniel Ash was being vigorously
rubbed, and rolled, and pounded bv the terrified girls. After fifteen minutes of
this he encouraged them with a deep sigh.

"Oh, he isn't dead!" cried the brunette. "Thank heaven, he isn't dead!"

The brunette began to cry. Three others followed her example. The
hysterical subject went off, and lay on the grass, kicking her heels and laughing
insanely. Nobody regarded her, all were too busy on the Odd Man.

Presently, Daniel opened his dark eyes, looked wildly about him, murmured
"Mother!" and relapsed into unconsciousness again.

The girls carried their victim to the camp, where the horrified matron was
rushing about like a decapitated hen, burning blankets, and setting out whisky
enough to drown a camel. She was cooled somewhat with assurances that
Daniel would live, and the poor man was made comfortable between hot
blankets in the best bunk, while Katie rubbed one hand, and Eileen rubbed the
other, and Alice administered a whisky, and Mrs. M'Kay prepared gruel or some
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similar slushy compound, such as women deem necessary in cases of snake-bite,
sunstroke, old age, or general debility.

Again Daniel encouraged them by opening his tender, dark eyes, and gazing
wonderingly into their faces; again he moaned that most profoundly touching
word, "Mother!"

This time Mr. Ash did not relapse. He permitted them to give him quite a
long drink of whisky, and even accepted three spoonfuls of gruel, although he
had no intention of spoiling his appetite with such stuff. He held the brunette's
hand. She was rather a pretty girl, and so big and strong. It was a great comfort
to him to hold her hand.

"What has happened?" he asked weakly. The girls looked guiltily at one
another, but none answered. Daniel, lying there, fresh from the bath, with his
long dark hair and his pale face and profound eves, was not a bit like the shabby
tramp they had thrown into the river.

"Ah, I know, | know," he said, in low, broken tones. "l was sitting by the river
communing with nature,

"'The River that full oft has told
To Ocean hoary

A many-coloured, sweet and old
Unending story,’

when some villains attacked me and threw me into the flowing tide."
He looked about him again, and took the brunette's hand in both of his.

"And you saved me," he said. "You plunged in and rescued the poor poet.
"'saw her first when tender, wan,
Green light enframed her ;
And in my heart the Flower of Dawn
Softly named her.'

"God bless and reward you—you are as brave as you are beautiful."

He kissed her hand.

Daniel Ash was now out of danger, but he was too ill to be moved, and after
a serious consultation the grirls resolved to allow him a tent to himself for the
night. For an invalid he ate an astonishing dinner that evening, but as his trouble
was chiefly rheumatic this was not remembered against him.

Next forenoon Daniel sat out in the sun in a easy deck chair, swathed in Mrs.
M'Kav's elegant dressing-gown. He looked quite a striking personality, and
recited a portion of Thompson's "Hound of Heaven" in a somewhat tired voice,
but with excellent effect, and the whole cgmu was quite interested in him. His
whistling of "The Last Rose of Summer" was voted exquisite.

Daniel Emanuel Ash had created a deep impression, and not a little
perplexity. How came it that one so gifted wore garments little better than
those of a tramp? How came it that he had seemed to behave like a rapscallion?

"Why didn't vou go away when we asked you to?" said Lucia, the brunette.
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"When vou asked me to, dear lady ?" said Daniel, with an air of perplexity.

"Yes. We were swimming. You would not go away."

"Ah, forgive. me. | have the misfortune to be painfully short-sighted." Daniel
produced his glasses. "Without these | cannot see a yard ahead."

"But we appealed to you. You could hear."

"I was absorbed in the river. | heeded nothing else.
"'And gazing on its changing glow
I saw, half-sighing,
The wondrous Fairyland below
Its surface lying." "

Then Lucia spoke up: "It was | who threw you into the river."

"You!" Daniel's amazement was profound.

"Yes. We are awfully sorry, but we took you for a nasty tramp, and we did it
to punish you."

Daniel had a serious fit of coughing; he pressed the imaginary, agonised pain
in his thigh, and looked like a man who could suffer and endure.

"Ladies," he said in a sad, low, tortured voice, "l am a poor man. The poet is
not appreciated in this prosaic age, too often he must dress like a tramp, and it
is not a new thing to me to be mistaken for one. | do not blame you, ladies, |
only remember that you saved my life, that you have been my generous friends
and gentle nurses."

Daniel stayed till after lunch, and then he let it fee known that with a great
effort and under stress of extreme nain be could walk. He bade them a touching
farewell.

It was Mrs. M'Kay did the expected thing.

"We are all very sorry for you," she said, "and as we have done you so great
a wrong, we are anxious that you will permit us to do ever so little to repair it.
This is hardly a gift, it is fair conpensation; will vou take it?"

She offered a fat purse.

"No, madam, | could not do it. The proud soul—"

"But you will make us very unhappy if you don't."

"Make you unhappy? Heaven forbid. | will take your money, sweet ladies."

He did.
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8: The Telepathic Specialist
28 April 1910
(This story was published without a title, so | made one up)

THE ODD MAN KNOCKED at the door. It was election time, and it had occurred
to one Daniel E. Ash, professional opportunist, that a trifle night be made on the
side. He recognised that as a rule Parliamentary candidates were gentle,
ingenuous souls, whose ingenuousness might he turned to the profit o! the
wary, provided, of course, it could be made to appear that the wary one was in a
position to boost the guileless candidate towards the goal of his ambition.

Mr. Daniel Emanuel Ash knocked at the door. Daniel was dressed much as
usual, but his bell-topper looked less as if it had been a plaything for cats, and he
had cleaned up his somewhat decrepit tan boots with a banana skin, and
combed back his longish, greying black hair till it flowed past his ears in artistic
billows. He had tied his black silk tie— stripped from the derelict umbrella that
provided his walkingstick— into a large butterfly-bow, and was looking quite
distinguished.

"Can | see Mr. Cartwright?" he said.

The girl shook her head, after a critical survey of Daniel's shabby trousers.
"No," she said ; "Mr. Cartwright is not at home."

"Excuse me," said Daniel dreamily. "Mr. Cartwright is now shaving in the top
front room on the right. He uses a safety razor, and is thinking of me at this
moment. Tell him, please, it is a fhatter of some importance, and that if he
refuses to see me it may be disastrous to his political aspirations."

The girl gasped.

"Yes, sir," she said. "You won't forget? Disastrous to his political aspirations."

The girl returned in about two minutes, and showed Daniel E. Ash into the
drawing-room. Daniel placed his bell-topper carefully on the carpet, and
readjusted his flowing tie at the overmantel. He also raked up his hair into an
imposing mass, givihg himself something the appearance of a distinguished
pianist. He was sitting in a state of dreamy contemplation when Mr. Joseph
Cartwright entered, and started into wakefulness at his greeting.

"And a very good day to you, sir," said the Opportunist. "It is, as you were
about to say, remarkable weather for the time of the year."

"I was certainly—"

"And, further, you are on the point of inquiring my business. Sir, allow me."

Daniel handed out a card that had seen better days, and the candidate read:
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DANIEL EMANUEL ASH
Mesmerist, Telepathic Specialist
Futures Revealed

He looked at Daniel suspiciously, particularly at Daniel's black linen trousers
and the ill-used dinner coat.

"Your suspicions are justified," said Daniel calmijly, as if reading the inmost
thoughts of the candidate.

Mr. Cartwright blushed.

"I assure you," he said. "I—"

"You are right from the worldly point of view in thinking that an impecunious
person in broken boots— you will observe they are broken— is not likely to
have much influence on your political prospects."

"To be candid, Mr. Ash, | cannot see how you can help me—"

"Will you sit down, Mr. Cartwright?"

Daniel walked softly to the door, opened it, and lookd into the passage,
closed it again, and walked softly back to his seat, the candidate lookng on with
some astonishment.

"It is necessary," said the Odd Man, "that due secrecy be observed. You have
read my card, Mr. Cartwright, but it has inspired in your mind nothing but
scepticism. Pray, do not apologise, it is a familiar experience. | am a telepathic
specialist of extraordinary power. In the matter of thought transference | have
never yet met any equal. This sounds like egotism, perhaps. It is not. | have no
pride, no elation. | recognise that in an uneducated community my talents count
for nothing unless | am willing to adopt the methods of the charlatan or the
showman."

As a matter of fact, Daniel had once carried on business in a dark house in a
dark street in a cheap suburb as Emanuel Ahasuerus, palmist and Futurist.

"But how does this concern me?" asked the candidate.

"You want people to vote for you on election day?"

"I certainly do."

"I can make them vote for you."

"Make them?" There was a touch of virtuous indignation in the candidate's
tone.

"Yes, Mr. Cartwright, positively make them. If you are unwilling to have the
electors diverted into voting for you by influences wholly apart from their own
inclinations our conversation may end here."

"It is unheard of; it is— eh— eh— most—"
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"If, on the contrary, conscious of your own merits and your own integrity,
convinced of your ability to do your country great service, you are willing to win
votes that might not otherwise come to you, | have a proposition to make."

Daniel took up his hat.

"Eh— you might go on, Mr. Ash," said the candidate. "l am a mesmerist, a
telepathic expert, a specialist in thought transference. | can infuse into the
ordinary mind ideas quite foreign to that intelligence."

"You mean you can put thoughts favourable to my candidature into the
minds of the electors?"

"I claim no power beyond the moment. The ideas | infuse may not be
permanent. But for a few moments | can make at least eight persons out of ten
think as | wish."

"This is absurd, sir; preposterous!"

"You doubt my word?"

"I have not the smallest faith in it."

"Very good, sir. Allow me to wish you good morning."

"Stay. What proof can you give me? Do you mean to say you could impart
thoughts to me? It's out of all reason."

Daniel looked Mr. Cartwright calmly in the face.

"Mr. Cartwright," he said quietly, "I have already done so."

Mr. Cartwright blushed again. "I— |—" he stammered. "It's pre— Well,
upon my word!"

| could give you overwhelming evidence, Mr. Cartwright, were your mind
disaffected, but having told you so much there is in your consciousness a certain
hostility to my influence that would not exist among the electors at the polling
booth, or, let us say, in the brain of any stranger in the street."

"Do vou sit there and coolly inform me that you could influence the mind of
a stranger withut communication of any kind?"

"Not without communication of any kind, but without any visible, hearable,
or tangible ommunication— by telepathic influence solely."

"I don't believe it. | can't believe it."

Daniel walked to the window, drew back the curtains, and pointing in a
dramatic attitude said: "Try me."

"What, ask people in here?"

"Go into the street, ask the first man you meet, or any man, to walk in hero
and write a word at that table. I'll write a word now, and seal it in an envelope,
which you may hold. | promise you that if the man does not write the word |
wish him to write | will leave your house without further argument."

Mr. Cartwright looked much disturbed.

"That's a fair test," he said. "If you could influence a stranger to do that here,
you could influence him to do it at the polling booth."
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"I can do it. Where there is no extraordinary mental resistance, | can do it. |
could give the ordinary elector an intention he did not previously possess."

Mr. Cartwright sprang up. "Write the word," he said.

As Daniel wrote the word, and enclosed it in an envelope, the candidate
continued: "Mind you, this is wholly without prejudice. | make no promise, enter
into no agreement."

Daniel bowed, and Mr. Cartwright went out, and hastened down the garden
path. Approaching the gate was a red-nosed man hawking coloured prints. The
candidate beckoned to him.

Standing at the window, the Opportunist saw Mr. Cartwright explaining to
the man what he wished him to do. The red-nosed man was rewarded with half-
a-crown. The stranger with the inflamed feature entered the room, walked
straight to the table, and wrote a word. The candidate took up the paper, and
glanced at it. The written word was "Cartwright."

He tore open the envelope.

Inside the flap Daniel Emanuel Ash had written the word "Cartwright."
"perhaps you would like another experiment?" said Daniel. Addressing the red-
nosed man he said airily: "You may go, my good fellow. Send in the first man you
meet."

The red-nosed man departed, and in a few minutes a grave, clerical-looking
man in seedy black entered, and looked enquiringly about the room.

"Will you write a word on that paper, sir?" said the candidate.

"Certainly." The grave, clerical gentleman wrote a word. Mr. Cartwright
opened Daniel's second envelope. Daniel had written "Dover," the name of Mr.
Cartwright's political opponent. The clerical gentleman in seedy black had
written the name "Dover."

"This is really amazing," said the candidate, when they were alone again.

"What | propose," said the telepathic expert quite calmly, "is that you pay
me five pounds in the morning at a quarter to eight o'clock, and five pounds in
the evening at a quarter to eight. In return for which | will attend any polling
booth you wish, and influence the minds of the electors in your favour. | can
promise you one thing— an absolute majoritv of the female votes cast at that
booth."

"But this is illegal."

"There is no law against thought transference— no law that recognises
telepathy. | shall simply be a newspaper man closely watching the polling. You
must provide me with suitable clothes, you must introduce me to the policeman
in charge of the booth as a journalist seeking material for a special article."

Mr. Cartwright walked up and down the room in a state of profound
agitation.

"I can't do it," he said.
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NEVERTHELESS, Daniel Emanuel Ash, in a decent dark suit that was once Mr.
Cartwright's, haunted the polling booth in the most central part of the
electorate on election day, and he had about him £5 that had once been Mr.
Cartwright's. Daniel showed himself very attentive, but quite unobtrusive. When
the candidates were about he fixed elector after elector with his glittering black
eye as they passed in.

That evening at a quarter to eight Daniel collected a second £5 from Mr.
Joseph Cartwright.

"Are vou quite sure of your success?" asked the candidate nervously.

"It was never a moment in doubt," answered Daniel Ash with quiet
conviction.

At nine o'clock it was known that Mr. Joseph Cartwright, the independent
candidate, had lost his deposit. At that moment Mr. Cartwright would dearly
have liked a few words with Daniel Emanuel Ash, Mesmerist and Telepathic
Specialist, but Daniel was otherwise engaged.

In the back parlour of a small, secluded, and not too virtuous pub in the city
he was paying out to two men. He gave each two sovereigns.

"Then it was wholly successful, Daniel?" said that gifted litterateur Tummy,
surnamed the Toad, a begging letter writer of some eminence.

"Wholly, Tummy, thanks in some measure to you and the Honourable Nickie
here."

Tummy the Toad was a clerical looking person in seedy black; the
Honourable Nickie was a red-nosed man.

Daniel Ash went straight from the pub to a fine house in a superior suburb.
He knocked confidently, and was admitted to the presence of a tremulous and
disturbed lady of about forty-five.

"Mrs. Dover," said Daniel, "l trust you are satisfied."

"Oh, yes, yes, it is a splendid victory," said Mrs. Dover, "but | am really
awfully nervous, | would not have mv husband know for the world."

"Your confidence will be respected, madam. | worked assiduously. During
the day | influenced some thousands of electors in your husband's favour. The
result yvou know."

"I am very, very, grateful."

"The understanding was that if | were successful | was to receive the reward
agreed upon, if unsuccessful that | should trouble you no more. You admit my
success?"

"Wonderful. You're a most astonishing man. | am half afraid of you. You
swear that my husband shall never know how | secured his return."

"I swear, madam, on my sacred word of honour."
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Mrs. Dover handed the Opportunist a sum of money, which he slipped into
his pocket on top of Mr. Joseph's Cartwright's six pounds.

As Daniel walked stationwards in the crisp moonlight, he whistled a happy
little air.

"It is a good world," said Daniel to his jubilant soul, "a beautiful world, and
offers a bright mind every facility for killing two birds with one brick-bat."
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9: An Exploded Bluff
12 May 1910

IF THESE FAITHFUL CHRONICLES of the career of a genteel scamp give the
impression that Daniel Emanuel Ash always found a bluff entirely successful,
they have misled the reader. There were failures, but these were not frequent
enough to discourage Daniel Emanuel Ash in an hour of need.

Recollection of past mistakes, did not deter the Odd Man as he advanced
upon the short, stout gentleman sitting in the sun on aniron seat in fie Botanical
Gardens. Daniel composed himself unobtrusively at the other end of the seat,
and became absorbed in the beautiful blue of the autumn sky, but was perfectly
aware that the portly person was summing him up, and making a thorough
mental inventory out of the tail of his right eye.

Daniel sighed, deeply, and was conscious of a slight movement of
impatience on the part of the fair, round stomach at the other end of the seat.
Mr. Ash turned, and leaning negligently against the arm, raised one foot on to
the seat.

"Sir," he said, "we contrast well."

The stout man lifted his chin from his stick, and regarded Daniel. He -took
glasses from his pocket, and subjected the Odd Man to a cool, deliberate
scrutiny, took his glasses off, replaced them in their case, and returned them to
his pocket.

"Sir," he answered, "we do."

Certainly they did. The stout man was well fed, well groomed, cleanly
shaven, dressed in a neat, worn, black suit, with a large silk comforter about his
neck, and he leaned upon a gold-headed stick. Daniel Emanuel Ash wore a pair
of ignominious black linen trousers, a dinner jacket in a state of disrepair, and a
bell-topper that had been maltreated by animals before coming into his
possession. The boot raised on the garden seat disclosed sockless toes. Daniel
was badly in need of a shave, there was dry grass in his abundant black hair, and
his face looked sallow.

"Right," said the Opportunist. "You stand admirably for affluence, ease,
health, happiness; | might fairly be taken as an embodiment of the opposite
extremes."

"What is it you want, my man?" said the other quietly; "medicine for a sick
wife, or five shillings to take your tools out of pawn?"

"I want everything."

"Ohlis that all?"

"Having nothing, | want everything. Conversely, you, having everything, want
for nothing. | do not intend begging for five shillings to take tools out of pawn.
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To be quite candid with you, Mr. Matchell, | never had any tools. What |
purposed was asking £5 for a rather important service | can render you."

The comfortable gentleman had shown a twinkling of interest in Daniel, the
cheery scamp's manner seemed to amuse him. At these impressive words he
turned sharply.

"Five pounds? Important service you can render me?"

"Precisely. You are Mr. W. Matchell; you live in the fine red house there,
with the high box hedge?"

"Yes."

"Then | know something at this moment of particular concern to you,
something that would certainly greatly disturb your present Peace."

"And you purpose selling the secret for five pounds?"

"No, sir. On second thoughts | will tell you what | know, and trust to your
magnanimity, merely reminding you that just now my possessions consist in
what you behold. Nothing pawnable, you will observe. My pockets are empty,
so also is my stomach."

"I promise nothing."

"Very good. Perhaps you will give nothing. Nevertheless, | will speak. By so
doing | abandon a certain amount of exclusive information, and you gain a
grievance. The fact is, sir, your daughter intends eloping with that young fellow
to-night."

Mr. William Matchell swung round, and leaning back on his arm of the seat,
stared at Daniel. Presently he took out his glasses again, wiped them, set them
astride his high, Napoleonic nose, and looked more intently.

"My daughter, sir ?" he said after fully half a minute given to amazed
inspection.

"Your daughter, sir."

"Which one, may | ask?"

"That | do not know. | should have said a daughter of yours."

"And may | know how you became possessed of this very important
information?"

"You may. You have a summer house in your garden. Last night | slept in that
summer house, wrapped in a large, cosy, black and green travelling rug you
thoughtfully left there after your afternoon nap."

"A trespasser! You scoundrel! How dare you intrude upon my premises?"

"Having no premises of my own, | am often compelled to intrude upon other
people's. Last night, you may remember, was rather cold. To a man with no
house, even a summer house is desirable. | climbed your gate, and entered into
temporary possession of your summer house."

"A gross impertinence!"
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"Probably; but | would always rather be impertinent than sleep out on a cold
night. May | suggest that you subtract the rent from the generous reward you
intend giving me?"

"I promised nothing. You have proved nothing. What do you know? Go on,
my man, go on."

"To be sure. | hasten to explain. | slept in the summer house, rolled in the
rug, and tucked away under the seat by the door. | should have slept better had
not a young lady and a young gentleman had a rendezvous there. They sat for
fully an hour, talking the usual lovers' twaddle, which | assure you, sir, is very
stale, wearisome stuff to a man accustomed to sleeping under park seats. But
they also arranged an elopement for twenty minutes past twelve to-night."

"They did? The villain. It was Sutton. The rascal. I'll teach him, though. I'll
show him. It was Sutton. A man about thirty-four, stoutish, of middle height?"

"So far as | could gather from a situation not favourable to observation, that
is the man."

"She called him Harry?"

"Darling Harry, if | remember rightly. Harry, | gathered, is not fond of you."

"No. The d——d blackguard! But he is fond of my money. He shall see. I'll
break every bone in his infernal skin."

The short, stout gentleman became positively furious; he arose from his
seat, and stamped about on the grass; he shook his fist at the clouds; he waxed,
crimson with indignation as his feelings boiled within him, and Daniel Emanuel
Ash sat upon the seat apparently commiserating, but inwardly chortling with
glee. The bluff had worked, and it was the boldest, most audacious bluff Daniel
had ever attempted.

True, he had slept in Mr. Matchell's rug in Mr. Matchell's summer house, but
had heard nothing of any daughter, or any lover, or any elopement— all that
was the work of an ardent imagination, when Daniel discovered his prey sunning
itself on the garden seat.

The Opportunist had expected little more than ten minutes' amusement out
of his venture, but there is always a chance of such a bluff working, and Daniel
always hardened himself with the knowledge that however great the failure he
stood to lose nothing. This time an exceptional bluff had had exceptional luck.
Obviously Mr. William Matchell had good and sufficient reason to fear one bold,
bad suitor for his daughter's hand. That was providential. Daniel saw the
rewards of virtue coming his way.

After stamping about for five minutes, spluttering, and using language very
unbecoming in a gentleman of his mild and decorous habits, Mr. Matchell sat
down again.

"This must be kept quiet," he said. "l would not have it known that a
daughter of mine so far forget her—" Mr. Matchell had taken his purse from his
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pocket, and Daniel's eyes grew large with expectation; but the gentleman
suddenly returned his purse.

"No," he said, "I have a plan." He turned upon the disappointed Opportunist.
"You are hungry, you say?"

"As hungry as a fairly healthy man living the outdoor life can be after
absenting himself from two consecutive meals."

"Good. You shall dine with me this evening." Mr. Matchell looked at his
watch. "It is now five. | have dinner at seven. Never fear, you shall have a good
dinner."

Daniel began to glow. The glow started in his remote inwards, and expanded
to his finger tips. No man living loved a good dinner better than Daniel Emanuel
Ash.

"But, sir," he said, displaying his disreputable apparel with two eloquent
hands.

"Tush! What matter? We shall dine alone, you and I. | must smuggle you into
the house, and keep you out of sight of my daughter. It can easily be done. We'll
dine together— we'll spend the evening together over a pack of cards and a
little whisky, and at twenty minutes past eleven we'll deal with this elopement.
By the holy, sir, we'll deal with Master Harry Sutton!" Mr. Matchell brandished
his stick fiercely.

Daniel took one moment for sagacious reflection. At twenty past twelve
there, would be no elopement That would mean exposure? No, 'twould be an
easy matter to point out that the lovers must have changed their intention, and
postponed flight.

"Mr. Matchell," said the Odd Man nobly, "l am at your shoulder. Let it be my
office as the younger man, to chastise this villain."

"Done!" Matchell clapped Daniel heartily on the back. "Done! You shall whip
him soundly. What you can't do, I'll do. Between us, we'll teach him decency. As
for of that girl of mine, the ungrateful vixen, I'll —1'll—"

Daniel laid a restraining hand upon Mr. Matchell's arm.

"No," he said, "we must be lenient to the weaknesses of the young and fair."

Mr. Matchell actually shook Daniel Ash by the hand. They went off together,
like old friends.

Daniel was quietly introduced into Mr. Matchell's home, and made
comfortable in Mr. Matchell's den upstairs, where there were cigars and whisky.
Later, a girl brought their dinner up.

"You understand, Tilly," said the host, "not a word of this downstairs— not a
word about my guest."

Daniel and William had an excellent dinner together. They were like boon
companions. Daniel found Matchell a jovial soul, with a sound fat man's
appetite, and a nice taste in wine and tobacco. The night was a delightful one,
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spent in a warm and cosy room over many games of poker. Daniel knew
something of poker, but before midnight he had lost one hundred and fifty
pounds to Mr. William Matchell, for which sum he gracefully supplied an 1.0.U.,
a document Mr. Matchell just as gracefully accepted.

"And, now," said William, "I think we had better prepare ourselves. |
understood you to say these young people were to meet at the summer
house?"

"That is so."

"Then it would he advisable for us to hide inside. We must be wary. Come
very quietly."

Carrying their boots, the two slipped downstairs, and stole out by a side
door. They bestowed themselves in the summer house.

"Now," whispered Matchell, "we must wait in absolute silence. When | give
the word, you pounce upon the man. Do not spare him."

"I won't," replied Daniel Ash, with perfect confidence.

Their watch lasted about a quarter of an hour, which time Daniel devoted to
devising a plausible explanation of the non-appearance of the lovers, who, of
course, would not come.

"A quarter past," whispered the anxious parent. "Hist!"

Then came the sound of a light step on the gravel path, and, to Daniel's
great amazement, the slim figure of a girl, heavily cloaked and veiled, appeared
in the doorway. She looked right and left, then put her head into the summer
house, and called softly: "Harry! Harry! Are you there?"

Even while she spoke Daniel's astounded ear had caught the sound of a
heavier step coming from the opposite direction, and presently a male voice
called just as softly :

"Rital Rita! Oh, my darling!" They were together in the patch of grey night
light before the summer house door, clasped in each other's arms, and Mr.
Matchell's restraining hand was on Daniel's shoulder.

Daniel was simply stunned with wonder at this amazing coincidence.
Actually there was a lover, there was really an elopement in progress after all! It
was the most remarkable chance he had ever experienced. But was it a chance.
Might he not have heard this arranged in his dreams under the seat last might?
Might not his story to Mr. Matchell have been the promptings of his dream, and
not really the effort of reckless imagination?

"Now!" said Mr. Matchell imperatively. Daniel made a dash at the man
outside. In a flash he had seen chances of greater profits in this new
development.

The man outside met Daniel's dash with a wicked punch on the nose. It
staggered the Opportunist, but he lowered his head, and butted again. Harry,
the suitor, upper-cut him a bad one. Daniel made a good fight, but he was
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hopelessly outclassed. He got a poisonous "doing"; he was punched, and kicked,
and thrown; he was dragged about the ground and violently treated, and then
to complete his misfortunes be was treed in a corner, and found the garden
hose being played upon him.

It is not nice to be hosed on a cold night, and Matchell's hose had great
pressure behind it. Poor Daniel was nearly drowned. Then, sopping wet,
woefully bruised, aching in every limb, and shivering miserably, he was led to
the gate.

"This is the way out, my man," said Matchell. "I should explain, perhaps, that
| saw you were on the bluff down there in the gardens this afternoon, and as I'm
rather fond of a joke | played up to you. You don't mind, of course. Those two
people we saw just now are my servants. | induced them to pretend to be the
eloping couple. | really love a practical joke. Good night!"

Daniel passed out without a word. When he had gone ten yards Matchell
called after him:

"By the way, old man, | might as well mention I'm a bachelor. | haven't got a
daughter."
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10: The Shindy in No. 7
19 May 1910

THE INTENTION OF DANIEL EMANUEL ASH in climbing the stairs at Freezer's
Buildings, city, was to interview an enterprising gentleman who had advertised
for a partner in "a going concern." The advertiser desired above, all things a
partner with capital, and D. E. Ash was not at that moment in possession of
sufficient uninvested increment to buy three six-a-penny cigarettes.

However, as those who have followed Daniel's fortunes will surmise, a trifle
like that was no detriment to the Odd Man. He had often been a partnerin a
going concern, and had "gone" with great celerity. There was just a forlorn hope
that something might turn up in connection with James Samuelson's advt. that
would enable Daniel to get going to his own advantage.

Daniel climbed the stairs because a peremptory lift-boy denied him the use
of the modern improvements. Mr. Ash never reached the office of the
enterprising Samuelson, which was as near heaven as you could possibly get in
Freezer's Buildings.

Daniel was pulled up by sounds of an altercation in No. 7, Fourth Floor. No. 6
was uninhabited, and open to inspection, so Daniel slipped in there to wait
developments in No. 7.

There was a door in No. 6 communicating with No. 7. The door was locked,
but a wise Providence devised keyholes for the use of the wary. The keyhole was
free, easy, and accessible. Daniel used the keyhole.

It seemed that the young man of thirty-five in No. 7 was having a difference
of opinion with a fair, fragile typist. The young man wanted to kiss the typist.
The typist found objections. She instanced a few. She raised arguments,
alarums, and excursions.

Daniel E. Ash, Opportunist, gathered a few woeful hints and aids to
knowledge from the turmoil. The young lady's name was Ada Kemp, the villain
who still pursued her was yclept Mr. Andrew. From the tin doorplate, Daniel had
gathered as if by instinct that the firm occupying three offices, of which No. 7
was one, was Copperwaite and Cobald.

Mr. Andrew was a very earnest young man; he had never been so bent upon
kissing a fair girl in a dusty office at noon in all his life. The fair girl was of a good
fighting stock. During the argument the wash-bowl was broken, a curtain was
torn down, a twenty-guinea typewriter was hurled to the floor, and sundry ink
bottles were overset.

Had there been other occupants of the Fourth Floor at Freezer's Buildings,
Mr. Andrew would have been liable to interruption, and would probably have
run his rash head against solid objects, such as ebony rulers and the hard, horny,
practised hand of man. Once Daniel thought of intervening, but the fair typist
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was putting up a great mill, and had already damaged Andrew's left ear with a
small, heavy, globular crockery utensil, designed to hold a damping sponge, and
our hero thought she would win out.

Suddenly the gallant girl descended on Andrew, who had stumbled
opportunely, and smote him with great gusto with a mineral paper-weight
studded with Broken Hill garnets. Andrew balanced for a moment on his nose,
and then lay over to reflect.

Ada a grabbed her hat, dashed through the door, and fled downstairs,
weeping copiously.

"Ada the winner," said Referee Ash, "with clean knockout in the tenth
round."

Daniel Emanuel Ash did not move from room 6 for quite a time. He was still
interested in room 7—and "our Mr. Andrew."

The unsuccessful litigant was quite a little time recovering from his collision
with the crockery utensil, exhibit 5, herein-before mentioned. When Andrew did
recover he sat on the floor for three minutes, trying to recollect if it was first
Sunday in Lent, or he was really a large, dough-coloured animal shaped like a
dugong.

Andrew arose; he looked about the office with an expression of deepest
melancholy, and proceeded to dust up and put things in order. Then he
examined his own hurt place for seven solemn minutes in the fragments of the
office mirror, and bitterly reproached himself in Sanscrit and old Hebrew, with
an occasional word in English of a character not familiar in tracts and Sunday
reading for the young.

Daniel was pleased to hear these expressions of deep contrition; they
implied that our Mr. Andrew was not wholly a lost soul, that he was susceptible
to higher emotions, and aware of the serious nature of his transgressions. The
Opportunist liked an impressionable young man— they yield under pressure.

In due time Daniel went quietly from room 6 went gently down the stairs,
and out into the dust and bustle of the great city. In the lavatory of a prominent
drapery establishment, into which Daniel bluffed himself, the Opportunist
indulged in a reviving wash, he ran the wet comb through his long, dark hair he
washed the spots off his ill-used dinner jacket, and bestowed much brushing
and careful attention upon his strangulated bell-topper, taking the spinal curve
out of it with a bit of stick that propped up the crown from the inside. Then with
the firm's gratuitous hair-brush Daniel cleaned his boots. The Opportunist, with
his coat collar turned up to disguise his decrepit neckwear, went forth another
man. At a little, distance on a cloudy day he would have looked almost
respectable.

Daniel did not return to Freezer's Buildings, No 6, Fourth Floor, till a quarter
past two. He had recourse to the keyhole again, and found the young man in
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Copperwaite and Cobald's sitting at his desk, pale and contrite. Miss Ada, typist
in ordinary to the firm, was nowhere visible.

So far so fortunate. Copperwaite and Cobald were still out of evidence. It
had been conveyed to Daniel Ash via the keyhole during the preceding
argument that Messrs. Connerwaite and Cobald were absent on the firm's
business, and that it would be their pleasure to make Andrew sit up and wonder
when Ada told her tale of woe. That seemed to be the nature of Copperwaite,
not to mention Cobald.

Daniel Emanuel Ash pulled himself together, approached the door at No. 7,
and knocked, sharply, sternly.

He heard a dispirited "Come in!" and entered, carefully closing the door
after him. He noticed the look of extreme relief on Andrew's face when that
repentant young man beheld him.

"Well," growled Andrew; "what the deuce do you want?"

Daniel took a chair, and seated himself with great deliberation. "You are Mr.
Andrew?" he said.

"Well, suppose | am?"

"Then | desire a few moments' earnest conversation with you, sir, respecting
a young relative of mine."

"Ada!" gasped Mr. Andrew.

"Ada," continued Daniel gently, "who arrived home, as my wife informs me,
an hour or two ago in a terrible state of distress, and after telling a most
shameful story relapsed into a fainting fit, from which she had not recovered
when | left, although the doctor had been in attendance for some time."

The stroke told; Andrew was plainly disturbed. He turned the colour of a
mass of old dough, and stammered a few words.

"Of course, I'm sorry to hear about Miss Kemp; but it's got nothing to do
with me."

"It has, | venture to believe, a wry great deal to do with you, sir," said Mr.
Ash in cold, precise, lawyer-like tones. "I have an idea, Mr. Andrew! | give it
without prejudice, that you are in danger of several serious misfortunes and no
little personal inconvenience resulting from this unfortunate business."

Suddenly raising his voice, and effecting a fine, dramatic burst of utter scorn
and indignation, Daniel added:

"It is most infamous— infamous, sir! A scoundrelly and brutal crime has
been committed, and you sir, you are the perpetrator of this dastardly outrage.
That poor girl bears many marks of your fiendish ill-usage. She is utterly
distraught. When | think of it, and look upon you, by heavens | don't know how |
keep my hands off you— the hands of a justly indignant, a righteously infuriated
parent!"
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Daniel had seized a heavy ruler; he faced the cowering Mr. Andrew,
flourishing his weapon, apparently in a dangerously overwrought condition.

"Here, here, | say, hold, on," expostulated Mr. Andrew; "and for heaven's
sake don't make such a row. You'll have the whole building down on us."

"And what then, sir? Is it anything but right that the whole building should
know the viper it warms in its bosom. My poor girl lies at home there, broken,
bruised "

"If it comes to that, what about my breaks and bruises?"

Andrew showed his badly contused ear, the cut where Ada's crockery had
caught his jaw, and finally, with almost an air of triumph, displayed the double
tooth dislodged by the shock.

"Only proofs of the straits to which my distracted daughter was put in
defending herself, her honour— perhaps her life."

"Oh, come, | say," Mr. Andrew almost whimpered, "don't make it too hot!
After all, | only tried to kiss her."

"Only tried to kiss her!" yelled Daniel. His great and noble scorn overcame
him; he made a dash at Andrew. Andrew dodged behind the desk, and the
outraged parent's blow knocked a chip off the lid.

"Now, that'll do you," gasped Andrew. "Stop it, see. I'll call the police."

Daniel strode to the window overlooking the city street. "Call the police!" he
said with scorn.

"No, that is my office. By heaven, you'll spend this night in a prison cell!"

"No, no, no ! For God's sake, don't!" wailed Andrew.

"Your employers shall know the villain you are. Your wife shall be informed
of your infamies."

Our Mr. Andrew fell into the senior partner's armchair; he simply collapsed,
and sat there gasping.

"For the love of heaven, go slow!" he stuttered. "On my soul, | only tried to
kiss her. No harm was "intended— no real harm."

"That will be for the law to judge, for your employers to judge, for your wife
to judge, and for your wife's mother to judge, assuming any lady has the
misfortune to occupy that position in your household."

"Oh, Lord, I'm sorry. 'Pon my soul, I'm sorry. I'll apologise. Tell Miss Kemp I'll
apologise!"

"You'll apologise," retorted Daniel with great scorn. "You subject a
respectable young woman to a brutal handling, you force us to call in the most
expensive medical advice, you make it practically imperative that she leave her
position here, a position that enabled her to support her unfortunate parents,
and you say you will apologise!"

"I'll do anything in reason— anything. But, mind, | don't admit that my
conduct was really culpable, and | came out worst, after all. Look at my tooth."
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"Bah, sir! Bah! If you had lost every tooth in your infamous head it would
have been small punishment for your villainy."

"It wasn't villainy," said Andrew, perking up a little. "Nothing of the kind. Just
a bit of flirtation that ended in a scramble."

"Then you mean to say my girl has lied to me."

Daniel arose. "l came here," he continued, "with some idea of avoiding a
scandal, but this is too much. | go to—"

"No, don't go. For pity's sake, don't." Mr. Andrew pressed Daniel into a chair.
"Let's talk it, over. | have every respect for Miss Kemp, | have, indeed."

"Then," said Daniel, coming straight to the point, "you are prepared to pay
for the mischief you have done."

"To pay?"

"To pay. Ada's mother and | talked the matter over. We desire to avoid a
scandal, but we are determined to face even that rather than have you escape
your just responsibilities."

"How much?" faltered Andrew.

"Ten pounds!" said Daniel. "Oh, | couldn't— | couldn't, really!"

Andrew went to the drawer. "There are five pounds eleven here," he said,
"and | have one pound seven in my pocket."

"Then if we content ourselves with that, you give your solemn promise never
to interfere with our child again, assuming that she returns to her work here?"

"I do. I do. | swear it!"

"Very good, then."

"And Miss Ada will come back, and nothing will be said."

"That is part of the bargain."

"I agree."

Andrew paid over the money tremulously, and a minute later Daniel
Emanuel Ash walked down the stairs, and turned his back on Freezer's Buildings
for quite a long time.

Mr. Ash cherished some curiosity about the quaint situation that would arise
when Ada made her accusations next day, and Andrew insisted on having
squared the deal with her dear father; but, as it happened, Daniel had no
convenient and safe means of satisfying his interest, so let the matter slide with
a perfectly easy mind.
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11: A Matter of Motors
26 May 1910

MOST PEOPLE would have regarded the affair as purely accidental up to that
point at which Daniel Emanuel Ash took an active part, and of course, the
elements of chance and mischance were there, but it needed a man of Daniel's
perspicacity and resolution to rise to the occasion, and Daniel rose.

He was basking in the woods at a familiar picnic ground with a definite
object quite irrelevant to the developments that make this story, but Daniel Ash
as a professional opportunist was always willing to seize any opportunity that
offered him pleasure or profit, regardless of the business in hand.

He just happened to be lurking in a clump of sweet-scented peppermint
saplings when Mr. Lassit and his fair friend came pirouetting through the trees
in a small apricot-coloured motor, the resplendent nickelling of which proved
Mr. Lassit to be a man of rather florid tastes.

Mr. Lassit's companion proved him to be a man of rather florid tastes, too.
She was possibly thirty-six, with a Juno-like torso, a bold blue eye, and great
excess of fluffy hair, so golden as to be almost gilded.

"I think this will do very well, Puss," said Mr. Lassit gaily.

"Right-oh, Dickums!" replied the lady with the "gilty" tresses.

Mr. Lassit bounded out of the car, and assisted "Puss" to alight, Puss being a
trifle too buxom for the bounding act.

"I don't think we're likely to be worried by superfluous husbands here," said
Mr. Lassit.

"Nor unnecessary wives," added the lady gaily.

"As you say, my dear. So out with the hamper and we'll pitch our camp."

He lifted the wicker hamper from the motor, and deposited it by the butt of
a high white gum.

"Breast of turkey," he said appreciatively, "chicken and tongue, salad, scones
and Mumm, my dear— two magnums."

"Very apt," answered the lady, "especially the champagne."

"Yes, Puss, on a excursion like this Mumm's the word."

They both laughed heartily at this, and Daniel Ash in his little clump of
saplings had already drawn his own conclusion, a conclusion that did not allow
for any excess of the domestic virtues in either "Puss" or "Dickums."

Daniel's sage opinion was that "Dickums" was somebody else's husband, and
"Puss" somebody else's wife; but for the time he was most interested in the
hamper. For very particular reasons a hamper containing breast of turkey,
chicken, tongue, salad and scones, not to mention champagne, possessed
powerful attractions to Mr. Ash just then. It was plain to his active mind that if
Mr. Dick Lassit discovered a man of Daniel's stamp in the immediate vicinity he
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would be more cautious in his guardianship of that hamper than was altogether
desirable.

Daniel's present intention was to withdraw from his too adjacent, lurking
place, and take up a more strategical position in the middle distance when
opportunity offered.

Opportunity did not offer all of a sudden. Mr. Dick Lassit had to kiss "Puss"
(whose name it seems was Henrietta), and "Puss" had to put up a coy pretence,
and call him "naughty boy."

"What would old Charley say inquired Henrietta in an admonitory tone.

"Old Charley can go hang, and I'll pay the expenses," said Richard.

"Charley would be pleased," mused the Odd Man Out.

Daniel's opportunity came when Richard chased Henrietta to recover a letter
she had snatched from his hand in her fat, coquettish way.

Mr. Ash wormed from his clump of cover into the thick young gum and
bracken scrub. He made his way through the scrub, intending to take up n
position on a hill to the right, from which he could overlook the lovers; but on
emerging from the scrub he almost ran under the wheels of a large red motor
driven by a large red man.

"Why the J.K.L. don't you look where you're goin'?" snorted the large red
man. Then he assumed a more genial tone. "Hi, you! Have you seen any people
about here?"

"Meaning any particular people— a small pale girl in a blue dress and a
young man?"

"No, no. A large woman, fair, handsome, and a man of forty, clean shaven—
o

"Charley for a sovereign," said Daniel inwardly. Aloud he said: "l believe | did
see such a couple down by the lagoon in a motor the colour of a cup custard."

The red man in the red motor slumped into rash anger.

"It's them!" he gasped. "It's them! | knew it!"

He stood up in his motor and shook his fist in the direction of the lagoon.
"Dick Lassit, this is your finish!" he snorted.

Daniel walked on unconcernedly, and Charley dismounted from his motor
and made a dash in the direction of the lagoon, exactly opposite to that which
would have brought him down upon "Dickums" and "Puss."

Mr. Ash did not want to have "Dickums" disturbed; he hated the idea of that
hamper and the breast of turkey and Mum of the year 1888 being whisked
away. From his position on the hill Daniel Emanuel Ash could see Charley
floundering about down by the lagoon, and "Puss" and "Dickums" frisking on the
other side of the patch of scrub.
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Suddenly Daniel abandoned his attitude of indolence. He sat up with a jerk.
Richard and Henrietta had skipped like playful babes in the woods down through
the trees to the creek, and were lost to sight.

Erect from the top of his hill the Opportunist could see then sitting on a log
that lay across the small stream. Daniel did not pause to consider or weigh the
frivolous idea that had dawned upon him; he made a dash for the big red motor,
jumped in, set her going, drove her head first into the Mi irk of the scrub. She
went into it like a Male roller. Mr. Ash now set himself to work to hide the
motor's tracks. He lifted up the bent scrub, carefully readjusted everything, tore
a few branches to more effectively mask the car's retreat, and then ran for
Charley.

"Hi, hi, mister!" he gasped. "They've gone. They've hooked your motor, and
gone full tilt."

"Hooked my motor!" roared the red man.

"Pinched it!" gasped Daniel.

"Who— who has dared?"

"The parties you were looking for— the clean-shaven gentleman and the
bounteous blonde. They saw you, and just made a break for your machine, and
skipped."

For a moment it seemed that Charley was going to have a stroke, his red
deepened to purple.

"The she cat!" he hissed. "I'll have her life for this. By gad, I'll have her life!
This is the last straw."

"They've left their own motor," prompted Daniel.

"Where is it?"

"This way, sir. You might get after them.' Daniel rushed the red, plethoric
husband to the custard-coloured motor, and the victim looked at it with disgust.
"Pooh!" he said, " a d——d mussel-hawker's handcart. You might as well

chase a comet with an omnibus."

"Still, it would be advisable to follow," prompted Daniel again.

There was a chance of Henrietta and Richard returning at any moment. Mr.
Ash was feeling a touch of prickly a Chinaman. Here"

He threw Daniel a sovereign. Charley had taken on the custard-coloured
machine, and a moment later he was off at a pace that indicated a wicked
disregard of his own fat neck. Daniel returned to his observatory.

Fortunately science and invention have produced that boon and blessing,
the silent motor, otherwise this ingenious and most diverting little comedy
might have been nipped in the bud," he mused.

Dick and "Puss" put in quite half-an-hour in playful dalliance on the log down
by the creek. When they returned, Daniel E. Ash, Opportunist, took pleased note
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of their amazement in the presence of the absent motor, as a true Hibernian
might have put it.

A few minutes later it was the Odd Man's cue to saunter on to the scene.
Richard Lassit was anxiously following up the tracks of his lost machine. He
seized on Daniel as a drowning man might, upon a haystack.

"Did you see— have you seen— |— I've lost the motor," gasped "Dickums."

"Was it a yellow car?" asked Daniel Ash innocently.

"Yes, yes; a small one."

"Oh, your friend in the brown mackintosh has gone off in it."

"My friend? | haven't any friend here but this lady."

"Well, I saw a man in a brown mackintosh get into the motor, and just hike
her off as though he belonged."

"It's stolen, by heaven! What shall we do?"

"What time is it ?" asked Daniel. "Fifteen to twelve. There's a train to town
from the siding at Fordham at 12. If you make a big break you can catch it. You
should reach Queensville ahead of the thief, and cut him off. Anyhow, you can
communicate with the police there, and wire ahead to have the thief nabbed."

"Yes, yes," cried Lassit, who was as wild as a freshly decapitated hen. "I'll try
it."

"But what about me?" murmured Henrietta in mild alarm. "l can't run to any
station. And there's the hamper."

"If you don't mind, | shall be happy to assist the lady with the hamper," said
Daniel courteously. "She can follow to town by the next train."

"There's nothing else for it," said the bewildered Lassit. He pressed a
sovereign in Daniel's hand. "Look after her," he said, and fled.

Daniel was alone with the lady— and the hamper.

"I assure you, madam," he said, "there is no occasion for anxiety. Your friend
will recover his motor, and | trust you will continue to enjoy your little outing. |
do not look it, perhaps, but | may modestly claim to be something of a
gentleman, a gentleman who has suffered many reverses and numerous
reductions, but despite even broken boots and an ill-asserted suit still something
of a squire of dames. Your case is quite safe in my hands."

"We must follow at once," said Puss.

"That would be quite useless, my dear lady. There is not another train till
three."

"My goodness!"

"May | suggest that we. make the most of a peculiar situation, and have
lunch."

"Certainly not."

"It will serve to lighten the hamper, you know."

"That's true, and after all—"
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"Certainly, and after all, why not recognise the wisdom of making the best of
a bad job."

Puss looked him over, and a smile grew upon her handsome, highly-coloured
countenance.

"You are a bird," she said.

"A sucking dove, dear lady."

"I don't think."

"Then we lunch together? Alas, it is long since | was privileged to lunch on
champagne" (Daniel had opened the hamper) "and chicken with a beautiful
woman."

Puss looked him over again. After all, this rascal was not bad; he was much
better looking than either Dick or Charley, and there was a certain romantic air
about him.

"Open a magnum," she commanded. They lunched together. They spent a
pleasant afternoon together; Daniel had the time of his life. Henrietta proved an
easy, affable companion, with a fine sense of humour, and that comfortable
manner with all sorts and conditions of men that comes to every experienced
barmaid. Daniel knew her for an ex-barmaid within twenty minutes.

At four they had another meal, and finished the champagne. "Puss" had
quite forgotten the three o'clock train, and her gaiety was not clouded till Daniel
discovered a large red ownerless motor in the scrub, then consternation
overcame her, for she recognised the lost motor.

"Oh, Lor'lit's Charley's," she said.

"Well," mused Daniel, "as Charley is nowhere in sight, and as | know just
about enough to start a motor and turn it left and right, | offer a suggestion—
we ride back to Melbourne in the lone motor, and then hand it over to the lost
property office."

"No need to do that," said "Puss." "Charley happens to be my husband."

"Lucky Charley. And, of course, what's his is yours. So you are coming into
your own in appropriating the motor."

They rode back to town in the big red motor, and quite enjoyed the run. At a
big house on Brunswick-road "Puss" took out her purse.

"I suppose you're broke, old man," she said. "Well, here's two of the best,
and thanks for a pleasant day."

"My red-letter day," said Daniel. He walked off into the darkness, whistling
gaily, £4 the richer for his pleasant picnic, and perfectly unconcerned as to how
the quaint complication he had set up would work itself out.
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12: A Mountain Walks
9 June 1910

This story lacked a title; | invented one

THE ODD MAN HAD reached the door of a fine, red-brick, balconied house in
South Yarra, and was raising his hand to the knocker, when with lightning
suddenness the door was jerked open, and a young man, dashing in headlong
flight from the hall, stumbled, and his head, taking Daniel Emanuel Ash in the
dead centre and middle of his produce department, our good rapscallion was
hurled backwards off the verandah down two steps, and precipitated into a
large, sheltering shrub.

The young man, whose more haste had occasioned Daniel's ignominious
overthrow, sprawled on his hands along the garden path, recovered his
perpendicular, and faced parental wrath, wholly regardless of the hero of these
thrilling and accurate chronicles.

Parental wrath was represented by a tall, stout, handsome man of about
sixty-eight, who stood in the doorway, shaking his fist, and spluttering in
inarticulate fury.

"Yes, leave my house!" thundered the elder when better able to command
speech. "And don't dare to darken its doors again."

The young man was not less disturbed, but his face was pale, and his jaw
was rigid.

"I do leave your house," he said in low tones, the quietness of which
accented bitterness more than the old man's thunder. "And | swear here by God
that I'll not enter it again till you crawl on your knees to me."

"Crawl to you?" gasped the old man. "crawl to you! Why, you d——d,
unnatural viper, I'll break your infernal—" The father made a forward
movement, but a grey-haired, weeping woman appeared at his side, clinging to
his arm.

"Don't, William, don't," she pleaded. "You know you will be sorry. Come in,
dear. Oh, Henry, go before worse happens!"

"Yes, mother," said the outcast son, "hold him. He has struck me once; if he
did its again | would rub his nose in the gravel, if he were ten times my father."

This speech drove the old man frantic; he darted forward, dragging his wife
with him, but two younger women, both of whom were weeping, fell upon him,
clinging and imploring. They were joined by two servants, and the man of the
house was pulled up by the sheer dead weight of weeping women within a foot
of his son, who stared him coldly in the face, and said: "Good-bye for ever, Mr.
Elgin."
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Elgin, junr., then turned on his heel, and strode down the garden path, and
out into the quiet street.

Elgin, senr., captured by the women, was dragged back, step by step, still
fuming, and drawn into the house, and the door was closed.

The Odd Man Out, seated behind his shrub, had quite escaped attention. He
smiled suavely.

"Well," he said, "the upper middle classes are going it. Fathers have learnt
no better since my own hot youth, it seems."

Whatever had been Mr. Ash's intention in approaching the Elgin hall door, it
was instantly abandoned. He turned and followed Henry. Henry was walking at a
five-mile-an-hour bat, but Daniel kept him in sight, and was on his heels when
he turned into the gardens. Here the youth's pace slackened. It slowed down to.
a thoughtful drift, and presently Henry anchored on a seat under a wattle. He
sat with his hands clasped between his knees, and bent head, a monument of
perplexity.

So lost was Henry in his own distressful day-dream that he did not notice
Daniel Ash compose himself on the same seat, presently, however, his eye fell
upon a dilapidated boot, followed the leg up, and discovered Daniel's large dark
orbs fixed upon him with keenest sympathy.

"Good day," said Mr. Ash mildly.

Henry answered rather sullenly, and arose with an air of impatience.

"Don't go, if you please," said the Odd Man with a sort of gentle command.
Henry turned sharply.

"And why the deuce do you order me not to go?" he said.

"Not an order, my dear young friend," said Daniel, with a bow and a sweep
of the hand, "a request, a humble solicitation. | have something to say."

"Well, out with it. But it's no use your begging; I'm as poor as you, I'll swear."

Daniel shook his head. "You are the richer by a whole pair of boots," he said.

"Confound it, you don't expect me to give you my boots ?"

"Young man, it is politeness to wait, till you are asked. | have asked nothing
yet."

"Here, I've got no time to waste on your infernal foolishness."

"Stay. It is not my infernal foolishness of which | wish to speak, but yours.
You are in trouble. Let me see," Daniel looked keenly into the young man's eyes.
"You have just quarrelled with your mother—no, your father; an indulgent
father, too."

Henry backed into his seat again, turned his crossed legs towards Daniel, and
looked him over coolly, critically.

"How did you know that?" he said.

"There is such a thing as telepathy," said Daniel; "there is thought-
transference; there is occultism, and on a lower plane there are signs and
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symptoms more eloquent than words to a sensitive and sympathetic
temperament.”

"You are talking uncommon rot."

"You have quarrelled with your father," Daniel Ash continued coolly. "He has
struck you; you have been upon the point of striking back. Possibly you did-
strike. You and your father have parted in a towering rage. He ordered you from
his door."

"And where were you all this time, poking your disreputable nose into other
peoples' business?"

"The point is, young man, that. | am here now, and that | can effect a
reconciliation with your father if you wish it."

"I wouldn't go to him if— if | were starving."

"He shall come to you."

"What are you talking about? He come to me? When the mountain walks to
Mahomet."

"To-night, to-morrow morning, just when you say the word. He shall come
humbly— come on his knees, willing; to beg your pardon."

"See here, my rather shabby friend, what the deuce are you driving at?"

"Do you desire a reconciliation with your father practically on your own
terms?"

"You're mad. He's pig-headed. His head is pig-iron. He'll never consent."

"Excuse me. | am hazy on only one point— is it— eh— money, or a young
lady? My sympathies incline to the latter."

"It is a young lady. Since you know so much, | don't mind your knowing that
much more."

"Very good. He shall ask you to marry the lady."

"He'll see me stewing in Gehenna first, and I'll see him stewing before | give
her up, and | won't then."

"He shall agree to your marriage." The Opportunist was quietly emphatic.

"And why are you concerning yourself in this business, may | ask? Not that |
regard you as anything but an impudent busybody."

"I'am an impudent busybody, a careless, penniless, houseless ragamuffin,
and yet | can do what | have promised, and | am willing to do it out of sheer
good nature. Why should you assume that the humanities are dead in a man
merely because his boots are broken and do not match, and his hat is the sort of
thing that would disfigure a scarecrow?"

"Here, you're a confounded humbug, but you are an entertaining one. Be
precise."

"Certainly."
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Exactly what Daniel Emanuel Ash said to Mr. Henry Elgin would take up too
much space here, and it is not necessary to this narrative, but we may set down
the concluding words of the conversation.

"Remember," said Elgin, "l cannot reward you for this. I'm broke. | have no
means of even helping myself. | can do nothing for you."

"Mr. Elgin," answered Daniel, "when | ask you for reward, when | seem to be
hinting to you for recompense, kick me, and kick me good and hard."

Impulsively Henry held out his hand. " It will serve dad right," he said, "and it
may work. I'm on."

IT WAS after ten o'clock that night when Daniel Emanuel Ash appeared at
Mr. William Elgin's front door, and for the second time raised his hand to knock.
A servant opened the door.

Daniel wished to see Mr. Elgin on important business. Mr. Elgin would see
no one at that hour. Mr. Elgin should be told it was a matter of the greatest
consequence— almost of life and death.

Elgin, senr., did see Daniel Ash, and very out of place the Odd Man looked in
Mr. Elgin's fine, glowing red library. Elgin, senr., was not as florid as formerly; in
fact, he was a trifle pale, and a little tremulous.

"A matter of life and death, the girl says?" he faltered.

"It is very serious, sir; it concerns your son."

Elgin was staggered; he leaned upon the table, one shaking hand at his
heart.

"My son!" he gasped. "My son! My boy! What has happened? Speak, in
heaven's name! Is he dead, man?"

"It is no fault of his own that he is not dead."

"What do you mean ? Why do you torture me?"

"I mean that your son to-day made a deliberate attempt to end his own life.'

Daniel Ash almost pitied the father at this point. The wretched man clung to
the table with two shaking hands, his knees bent under him, and he fell to a
kneeling position. For a moment he was silent, and when he, spoke the big
voice, was little more than a whisper.

"You don't tell me!" he pleaded. "How is my boy? Where is he? Oh, God!
and | struck him to-day. Struck him for what I did in my youth, and what | would
do again were | young and a lover. How is he?"

"He is ill, sir; but how ill | do not know."

"Was— was it a gun shot?"

"No. He threw himself into the river. He is now in bed in a house | can take
you to if you will come. He said you would not."

"Would not! Would not!" Mr. Elgin arose. "l shall not he a minute," he said.
"His mother must know. She must come."
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Within a very few minutes Daniel Emanuel Ash was one of a party of three
whirling towards the city in a sumptuous motor car. The other two occupants of
the car were Mr. and Mrs. Elgin.

During the run to town, Daniel told his story in full.

"I was seated on the bank of the river at about two this afternoon," he said,
"thinking not too bravely of the bitterness of a hard life, | admit, when | saw a
young man come down and stand for a moment under the cover of a willow,
then deliberately and without noise he slid into the deep water. | understood his
intention. | had considered such an end with a lively personal interest, and was
not to be mistaken. | went in after him. After first sinking he did not reappear. |
knew he was snagged. Fortunately, | am a good swimmer. | found him. He
fought with me, and it was only when he was unconscious that | was able to get
him ashore. Then | worked over him till consciousness returned. After which |
led him away from the river, and out on to the road, and sent a boy for a cab. |
took the young man to my own poor room, thinking he was well, and hoping to
keep him out of the hands of the police."

"Why didn't you come sooner?" asked Mrs. Elgin piteously.

"He was unconscious again after | got him to bed, and when | revived him
once more he would not tell. | took the liberty of reading some of his papers,
and when he found out that | had discovered his identity he would not allow me
to see you. He said it was a matter of no interest, to you, that you would kick me
from your door. | did not believe that, sir."

"You are a good fellow," stammered Elgin. "God knows it is not true."

"l got a friend to stand guard over the young man, when he seemed to be ill
again; and— well, Mr. Elgin, that is all."

Elgin wrung Daniel's right hand. Mrs. Elgin shed a tear upon his left.

The anxious parents found their son just as Daniel had described, in a poor
bed in a pool room in the city, his wet and muddy clothes beside him; and there
by the bedside of the would-be suicide there was a touching reconciliation
between father and son— the father upon his knees.

Mrs. Elgin wanted a doctor brought there and then; but Daniel, with his
customary thoughtfulness, explained the advisability of keeping the matter a
family secret, and so Henry, warmly wrapped in Daniel's blankets, went home,
literally in the arms of his contrite father.

DANIEL ASH called next day, in fulfilment of his promise to Mr. Elgin. The son
of the house was languid, but convalescent. Naturally, Daniel received a warm
reception, and the appreciation due to a hero. When the Opportunist was on
the point of leaving, Elgin the elder went to his desk, and, drawing out his
cheque book, filled in a cheque and handed it to Daniel.
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"A small reward for your gallant conduct," he said, "and your thoughtful
service to my family. If there is anything more | can do for you | shall be most
happy to do it."

Daniel, when taking the gift, caught Henry's surprised eye and threatening
gesture, but he pocketed the cheque— an open one.

"It would be madness in a man unfortunately situated as | am to refuse your
generosity, sir," he said; "but what | did was done from no hope of reward."

"I am sure of it," answered Elgin heartily, "quite sure of it."

Henry followed Daniel out. "You— you take-down," he hissed. "This is what
you were driving at, is it?"

"My dear fellow, the reward of virtue," answered Daniel, fluttering the
cheque.

"How much is it?"

"Fifty!"

"This is robbery. It's a put up spiel."

Daniel smiled. "But it worked beautifully, Henry, beautifully, although in my
excitement | did forget to hide the tub in which | soaked your clothes. Good
day."

"You're an infernal—" Daniel did not hear the finish of Henry's objurgation,
he was whistling "The Lost Chord" as he walked gaily down the garden path.
Another opportunity had been seized.
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13: A Benevolent Burglary
16 June 1910

THE ODD MAN OUT was not dressed in a manner to provoke the confidence of
bankers; in fact, his general appearance, with his longish dark hair, and his
luminous black eyes, suggested an artist in a bad way, or an anarchist out of
steady employment— in either case a character calculated to drive capital from
the country. But Daniel approached the young bank manager with bland
confidence, raised his much-abused bell-topper, and bowed with old-time
courtliness.

"Mr. Drane," he said; "Mr. George Arthur Drane, if lam not mistaken?"

It was a bright Sunday morning; the young man was leaning with folded
arms on the log bridge spanning Little River, looking down into the scant waters
with an air of hopeless .depression. He swung round, and looked sharply at
Daniel Ash. The conclusion jumped to was not favourable.

"Well?" he answered shortly.

Daniel smiled upon the banker with a sort of fatherly interest. The young
man was intended by Providence, or what force shapes our ends, to carry a
bright and pleasing countenance; he had a square, strong, clean-shaven face,
thick light hair, and a clear grey eye. There is no eye like a sparkling grey for
character and courage.

"Your love affairs do not go well, George," said Daniel urbanely.

"And what the deuce do you know of my affairs?"

Daniel smiled again. "Well," he said, "if young-people will discuss their
tenderest secrets on the hollow log that is the dormitory of a man of the world
taking open-air treatment, and living the simple life, they must expect an
unwilling confidant."

George Drane started forward with his hands up. It was the action of a man
who knew what he was about, but Daniel side-stepped the young man's straight
left rather neatly.

"You were wont to take well-intentioned advice more kindly at Tarlton,
Snowy," he said.

Drane dropped his hands, and gazed openmouthed at the Odd Man. "The
Bard!" he blurted. "The Bard, by all that's wonderful!"

"Very much at your service. No longer 'The Bard,' however; no longer an
instructor of the young idea, but Daniel Emanuel Ash, Opportunist, stroller,
gadabout, rapscallion, deadbeat— whatever you please."

"Why, man, you look like a tramp."

"Precisely, and why not.? | am a tramp inasmuch as tramping suits my mood.
During the summer months | take things handy— during the winter | take things
easy."
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"Bet you, David Guesswell, in this extreme. Great heaven, surely the world
would have put a higher price on you?"

"If I had toiled and slaved for twenty years with my sensitive nose to the
callous stone probably; but, you know, | was an incurably lazy devil. The ability |
had was only such as might be picked up in lazy ways. | loved lying in the sun,
and contemplating the heavens. Well, | kept on lying in the sun till | hadn't a
penny in my pocket nor a boot to my foot, and then, being a-hungered, | took to
contemplating the earth. | watched the busy people rushing blindly about, and
saw opportunities of profiting by their haste and folly cropping up on every
hand— then, my vocation. came to me in a flash. 'David,' | said, 'be a practical
opportunist,’ and here | am, my dear boy, in active pursuit of my calling."

"As how, for instance?"

"You are not regarded, in the light of a favourite pupil of other days, but
simply as so much professional material. You are an opportunity which | purpose
seizing. Mercenary wretch that | am, | purpose making money out of you."

"Oh, do you? And what do | do?"

"You agree cordially. | make money out of you, but entirely to your
advantage. You are a young banker, your bank treats you scurvily, it is tardy with
promotion, mean with pay, and because of these things you can't take the girl of
your heart to wife. Nay, do not protest, | have it all from your own lips. When |
heard you were, a bank manager and still only a short way up the ladder, and
knowing a trick or two that might be turned to your advantage, | took the billet
of billiard marker here at the Swan. My temporary residence in -the depths of
the hollow log on which you often exchange sympathetic speech with the lady
whom you cannot marry because of the avariciousness of these large, soulless,
financial institutions, was not altogether an inadvertence. | know your position. |
know how to improve it. If you are prepared to listen follow me into the
saplings. If not, fare thee well."

Daniel Emanuel Ash sauntered towards the thick growth of young gums on
the river bank. Drane watched him for a moment in doubt, and then squared his
shoulders and followed at a smart pace.

THE BANK OF SCOTIA at Tinbee was a weatherboard structure of five rooms.
Four rooms were the living apartments of the young manager, George Drane,
and the elderly couple who kept house for him, the fifth was the Tinbee banking
chamber.

At the side door, sheltered on the one hand by a very large corrugated iron
water tank, and on the other by a thick, elderberry bush, one moonless night in
January knelt a dark figure. That the figure was tallish and slight might have
been apparent at a distance of three feet, but there was none to see. Said figure
was busily but quietly employed driving small auger holes around the lock of the
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door. The man worked quietly, but swiftly, without pause. A well-greased
keyhole saw was next brought into play, and presently the lock was cut clean
out of the door.

It would almost appear by this that the dark figure at the door was that of a
burglar. To remove any remaining doubt we need only follow the stealthy steps
of the man through the short hall and into the bank manager's bedroom. Here it
is too dark to follow the tallish figure, and within the room, nothing can be
heard but the soft breathing of a sleeping man. The minute's silent inaction is a
grievous strain on the imagination.

Suddenly there is a short scuffle, muffled as it were with blankets, a man
cries out, not loudly, but in half-awakened alarm. The struggle ends as suddenly,
and George Drane lies very still, with the cold ring of a revolver muzzle pressed
to his temple.

"Don't stir! Don't breath a word!" The thick whisper is grim with warning.
Drane throws out an arm, and the revolver muzzle breaks the skin of his
forehead, so insistent is the hand behind it.

"I have warned you," says the thick whisper.

"What do you want?" Drane is whispering, too. A loaded revolver biting into
one's head imposes respect.

"I want your keys."

"You can shoot me first!"

"I want your keys. Step out of bed, please. When | have those keys it may be
necessary to tie you up. If | don't get the keys it maybe necessary to blow "your
light out."

"Very well, | suppose there is no help for it."

George Drane rises in his bed, but with tragic swiftness the drama in the
dark takes on a new complexion.

There is a fierce cry, followed by a pistol shot; then a second shot. The bank
manager has snatched his own revolver from under his pillow, and is firing in the
darkness. But the burglar's clubbed revolver finds his head in the gloom, and he
sinks upon the bed, stunned and bleeding.

The baffled bank-breaker rushes to the back of the house, stumbles upon
the scared housekeepers, who have just struck a match in a side room, hurls
himself out of that apartment again, and finds the kitchen door, flings this open,
and disappears in the night.

The horrified old couple find George Drane with a broken head, lying across
his bed, the still smoking revolver has slipped from his nerveless fingers to the
floor.

It was quite a quarter of an hour later when the hue and cry was raised, and
all that remained in the shape of clues were a small brace and bit, a keyhole
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saw, a soft brown felt hat, the blood prints of a wounded man, and Drane's
curious description of the burglar as a short, thickly-set man with red whiskers.

IT IS WINTER, and nearly six months have passed, and Mr. George Drane has
a visitor. The visitor desires to see Mr. Drane alone, and on business. It is long
after business hours, and Mr. Drane tells the girl to inform the caller as much.

"But he won't go, sir. He walked into the library without being asked. He has
token off his hat and gloves. He's a-makin' hisself quite at home, sir."

George Drane entered the library in a not very amiable mood. He was
dressed to go out. He and his pretty wife had a pleasant engagement, and this
visit was most inopportune.

He found a tallish, dark, black-eyed man standing under the incandescent
light, a stylish black overcoat on his back, a smart boxer hat in his hand. The two
men stared at each other in silence for a moment, Daniel Emanuel Ash smilingly
imperturbable, George Drane amazed and anxious.

"Guesswell!"

"Yes, George. Do | take a seat ?" The banker motioned towards a chair, then
went to the door, assured himself that the passage was clear, closed and locked
the door, and deliberately plugged the keyhole with his handkerchief. He
returned, and faced the Odd Man across the table.

"This is not fair," he said in a low, fearful voice.

"Perfectly fair and legitimate," Daniel Ash airily replied. "I am here merely to
assure myself of the complete success of our amusing little device."

"It has been absolutely and entirely successful up to now, but if this means
blackmail, |—"

Daniel raised a deprecatory hand.

"Entirely, an unprofessional call," he said, "prompted friendly interest and a
little human curiosity."

"Explain."

"You are married?"

"Yes."

"You got the holiday you wanted?"

"I did."

"And promotion, of course?"

"Yes, good promotion, and an excellent salary."

Drane was still nervous and pale.

"Good. then. We may call it a triumphant success."

"For God's sake, speak softly, man! My wife does not suspect; nobody
dreams—"

"Be reassured, my dear boy. | do not bungle these little things."

"You promised me, on your solemn oath that our settlement was final."
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"That is so, and my promise is kept. Have no fear, | am more secret than a
tomb, for tombs do give up their secrets. | ask for nothing hut a little rye
whisky."

Drane served the whisky, taking a stiff one himself. He was still plagued with
doubt.

"I told you those fat directors would relent. They have great respect for the
man who has shown his willingness to lay down his life in their infernal
interests."

"Everything has come about as you anticipated. In consideration of my
heroism, they gave me the holiday; my devotion to duty raised me to this
position; and both induced Ellen's father to take a more kindly view of my suit."

"Good. | have all the gratification of an artist in having accomplished a
perfect piece of work."

Drane took out his pocket-book, and from that drew a ten-pound note.

"If this is of any service," he said dubiously.

Daniel Ash took the note up, folded it longways, and gracefully handed it
back.

"Thank you, no," he said. "Our transaction is completed. You paid the
stipulated price, and | stick to my bargains. Besides, this is winter, and in the.
winter months | live an eminently respectable life on what | earn in the summer
by the exercise of a rather uncommon faculty for seizing Opportunity as she
flies."

"You certainly are looking remarkably well, on it."

The Odd Man sighed. "But | am happier in | the summer." he said. "I
misdoubt one of my foremothers. There's Bohemian blood in me."

"And that is all you came for?"

"Merely to have the satisfaction of hearing from you that the little plot was a
triumph in its way."

"It was." The men shook hands across the table, and Daniel Emanuel Ash
took up his hat. Drane's uneasiness had left him.

"But there's one little thing, old man," he said. "l did not bargain for that belt
over the head with the revolver butt."

"No, and yet it was necessary to give an air of verisimilitude to the pleasant
drama— as necessary as the cut in my own leg that made so convincing a track. |
did not mention it in the preliminaries, because a thump on the head is not a
nice thing to dwell on. Goodbye!"

"Good-bye."

Daniel Emanuel Ash passed out, and went up the wet, empty street,
whistling softly and very sweetly the drowsy strain of "The Merry Widow" Waltz.
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14: A Delusion and a Snare
30 June 1910

DANIEL ASH'S INTENTIONS were not strictly honourable, perhaps. He was
illegally on the premises, but with no felonious object, unless it is petty larceny
within the meaning of the policeman to "cop a doss," which, translated from the
idiom, means to take unrightful possession of a sleeping place.

The Opportunist had discovered that by climbing a side gate and crossing a
small lawn attached to the large, red brick residence of Jasper Cameron, Esq., a
homeless one might find comparatively comfortable quarters for a cold night in
the glass house.

Daniel knew the residence belonged to one Jasper Cameron, but he
studiously avoided acquaintance with the proprietor. The glass house had gone
out of business as a conservatory, and was two feet deep in clean grass straw.
This place, considered as a dormitory, offered peculiar advantages to the lover
of nature. You could lie snug and warm within, and study astronomy through
the roof or admire nature through the glass walls.

Daniel appreciated the place so highly that he had been sleeping in it for a
month when the great event happened. The principal disadvantage of living in
other people's glass houses does not arise from stone-throwing possibilities, but
from the necessity of early rising. Through over-sleeping himself one morning,
Daniel Ash had to remain submerged in his grass couch for a whole day.

The great event mentioned above happened about an hour past midnight
one fine morning when a cold, white moon overhung Melbourne. Daniel had
awakened, and was lying with his nose out of the straw, happily contemplating
the heavens, when a slight noise distracted his attention. Looking towards the
house, he was surprised and interested to discover a man on the roof of the
kitchen.

The kitchen was single-storied, and as Daniel Emanuel Ash watched, the
stranger on the roof drew himself in through a window in the two-storied main
building, and disappeared into the blackness of the interior. Daniel Ash did
nothing foolish. Another man might have jumped up and invited the co-
operation of the most convenient constable, but the Opportunist was out of
sympathy with the police.

He lay still, and considered the situation. Was this an opportunity to be
seized to the advantage of a destitute gentleman with rather expensive tastes?
Certainly it was. But how was the opportunity to be seized? In what way could it
to turned to the greatest benefit to one Daniel Emanuel Ash? The Odd Man was
in no hurry. He thought the matter out. It would take the burglar some little
time to collect a satisfactory swag. Five minutes were neither here nor there.

74



D. E. Ash cogitated coolly and collectedly, and then, having the rudiments of
a plot in his fertile brain, started to circumnavigate the house. He went
cautiously, taking cover close to the ivied wall. Arrived at the front of the house,
he was surprised to find a faint light glowing in the left-hand: window. Daniel
removed his broken shoes, and stole across the verandah to this window.

Yes, somebody was astir. Evidently the burglar had made only a perfunctory
examination of the house before entering, or possibly had taken it for granted
all the inmates were abed. Daniel found crack in the blind, and peered in. He
saw a rather good-looking, strongly built man standing in the light of a small
reading lamp. The man had thick, iron-grey hair, a brisk, clean-shaven face, and
the garb of a gentleman.

He moved towards the blind, and Daniel ducked down as he drew back the
catch and raised the window about eighteen inches. He then returned to the big
table.

Daniel, feeling that time was pressing, raised himself again, and, resting his
arms on the window frame well within the room, planted h s chin on them and
surveyed the occupant, whose back was now to him. This must be Cameron.

"Good-morning, sir," said the Opportunist.

The man in the room swung round in a sharp turn, and for a moment he
gazed at Daniel with some show of consternation..

"You'll excuse this intrusion on the privacy of the home, Mr. Cameron," said
the Odd Man, "but | have news for you."

"You have done a devilish foolish thing, my man," said Cameron. He showed
a long revolver in his left hand. Daniel looked at the revolver.

"Yes," he said, "now you mention it, there were elements of danger."
"Come, no nonsense. | am not a person to be trifled with. What are you
doing on my premises, with your rascally head in at my window, at this hour of

the night?" Cameron toyed with the revolver persuasively.

"I thought," said Daniel, deliberately, "you might be interested to know that
there is a burglar in your house."

"A burglar! A confederate of yours?"

Daniel shook his head, and smiled benignly at the pointed revolver.

"No," he said; "I do not habitually associate with burglars. | am not class
enough. | have taken the confounded liberty of sleeping in your glass house
lately. A few minutes ago, being awake and contemplative, | saw a burglar enter
the house by the window over the kitchen roof. | was prowling, seeking some
means of trapping the thief red-handed— with an eye, | must admit, to my own
pecuniary advantage— when | saw the light in this window."

"Is this true?"

"Absolutely.. A visit upstairs would, | think, be quite convincing."

"Come in. But do not forget this." Cameron raised the revolver.
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"You are most hospitable." Daniel climbed in through the window.

"I understand you are willing to assist me in capturing this thief?" said
Cameron.

"I am willing to do anything in reason without risk. What | suggest is that you
coop him in whatever room you may find him while | sieve Melbourne for a
policeman."

They had been speaking in low voices scarcely above a whisper, and now
Cameron stood regarding Daniel Ash with a thoughtful, troubled brow. Suddenly
his face became tense. His hearing was certainly most acute. Daniel could hear
nothing, but Cameron held up a warning .finger.

"Hush!" he whispered. "By thunder, you are right! | can hear him on the
stairs. Quick, for your life!"

With two slashes of a knife Cameron cut away the window cords.

"Take these," he said, thrusting the cords into Daniel's hands. "He is coming
here." Cameron blew out the lamp. "When | seize him," he whispered, "you tie
his legs and arms. Do it quickly. Do it without noise. We've got him trapped.
Now, ready!"

Daniel Ash could hear the soft, stealthy movements of a man in the hall, and
presently, as he waited, breathless and taut with expectation, the door was
pushed open.

Cameron was strong; he was certainly dexterous. He handled the burglar as
if he had been a child. There was little sound of the struggle, no more noise than
was made by the brushing of clothed bodies. Daniel could see only dark figures,
the room being lighted but by a pale reflection of the moonlight; but he fell
upon the captive, whom Cameron was choking most effectually, and tied his
unresisting feet securely. Cameron laid the burglar face down upon the carpeted
floor.

"Tie his arms behind him," he said. "Here, give me the cords."

Within a minute the burglar was as helpless as a trussed goose.

"I have gagged him," Cameron whispered. "l want no noise. My wife is an
invalid: the shock of an affair like this would be deadly. Let me think—what is to
be done?"

"It seems to me little remains but to invite the Law to remove the body, and
to— eh— might | say, compensate the honest and courageous stranger to
whose timely interference this happy denouement ,is due."

"Confound your prattle! You talk too much!" said Cameron, roughly. "And,
what's worse, you talk too loudly."

"Having secured our prey, subterfuge, it seems to me, is no longer
necessary," said the Odd Man, cheerfully unconcerned.

"But | tell you this business must be kept from my wife. She has heart
trouble. Let me see. You remain here. Keep guard over this fellow. He won't
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need much guarding but see that he does not move, and, above all, be careful
he does not get that scarf out of his mouth. My only concern is for my poor
wife."

Cameron was moving busily about the room as he spoke; Daniel was
kneeling by the prostrate burglar.

"My God!" said Cameron, coming suddenly to a standstill.

"What is it now?" gasped Daniel, in some consternation.

"My wife, my children— are they safe? This villain may have murdered them
in their beds. | must satisfy myself. | sha'n't be many minutes. Keep a strong
guard on that infernal villain."

Cameron left the room quietly, and was absent nearly ten minutes, and then
Daniel heard him at the door again.

"All well," he whispered. "Nothing stolen. I'm off for a policeman. You stick
to the burglar. You'll find me liberal."

Cameron went out by the front door. For a quarter of an hour Daniel sat in
silence, and then his natural loquacity got the better of him, and he began,
banteringly—

"May | draw your attention to the position in which you find yourself, my
friend," he said, in low, gentle tones. "Possibly it is superfluous. No doubt your
attention is riveted on it, but for the purposes of my moral lecture | must rub it
in. You are, sir, in a devil of a mess."

The burglar made a gurgling noise and a feeble struggle.

"Yes, yes, | see the point of your argument,"”. Daniel continued; "but, after
all, you are a bad burglar, and for a bad burglar there is no justification. If you
can't be a good burglar, don't burgle at ail. That is an excellent copybook maxim.
Your conduct to-night proves you have no qualifications for high-class burglary,
although you might have succeeded in the minor walks of crime— in politics, for
instance."

Again the prostrate burglar made a strange, gurgling noise.

"My dear boy, protestation is useless," said Daniel. "Argument is vain. |
understand you have a sick wife and a large family, and were driven to
housebreaking by a great burden of moral responsibilities, but— | say, do shut
up!"

The gurgling had become awful. Suddenly a fearful thought struck Daniel
Ash. His charge was choking. There was no doubt of it, the gag was suffocating
the helpless wretch. Daniel ran through his pockets for a match, found one, and
lit the lamp, and then turned upon his prisoner.

"Great Scotia!" Daniel almost yelled the words, and then stood staring wildly
at the bound man. The person on the floor was an old man of the mildest
aspect, with long, grey hair, and he was dressed in a dressing-gown drawn over
silk pyjamas; on his feet were a pair of thick bed stockings. Never had Daniel Ash
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beheld a man less like a burglar. And then the pyjamas. Who ever heard of a
man burgling a house in silk pyjamas?

Even as he gazed the awful truth struck Daniel Ash, struck him with a
staggering blow. This man on the floor, this benevolent elder, was certainly
Cameron, the owner of the house! And the other?

"The burglar, by heaven!" gasped Daniel Ash. Daniel stooped down, tore the
gag from the mouth of the prostrate man, and then scrambling through the
window, fled for his life

He did not pause to collect his shoes. He was in a hurry, and, anyhow, as
good a pair might be found on any tip.

Later a copy of the Age informed Daniel Ash of the extraordinary burglary at
Cameron's, the gagging of Cameron, and the escape of the burglars with
jewellery valued at £270. The description Cameron gave of one of the villains
fitted Daniel Emanuel Ash to a hair.

"Two hundred and seventy quid," murmured the Odd Man. "So the other
was the burglar, and this is the most shocking mistake of my chequered career.
As an Opportunist I'm a mere babe beside that burglar. He's a genius."
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15: Treasure Trove
14 July 1910

DANIEL EMANUEL ASH, Opportunist, lay asleep. The deep blue night sky was
over him, several copies of the "Argus" were about him; his head was pillowed
on a mossy bank, numerous entomological specimens prospected his hair, a
small, moist, green frog was. examining the astronomical portents from the tip
of his nose. The night was silent. Mr. Ash was not taking open-air treatment; he
led the simple life under compulsion, stress of circumstances accounted for the
pitiful slackness of the old fancy vest he was wearing.

Daniel lay like a babe in the woods, and the publishers covered him with
leaves. Fortunately, the night was fine and warm, and there was no particular
hardship, aside from what inconvenience mosquitoes and other insects might
inflict in sleeping al fresco. He lay close under the post and rail fence, and past
that fence meandered the broken, dirt road from Parakeet to the distant
metropolis.

The Opportunist dreamed of sumptuous banquets, of gorgeous tables
bearing mounds of hot food and wells of graceful wine, foods that faded as his
hands reached them, wines that evaporated like the devilish devices of the
cinematograph as he raised them to his lips.

Crash! Daniel sat up almost automatically, the small, green frog took a
reckless header into the night. The sweet moonshine was full of curses, hoarse
voices anathematised. Mr. Ash had wild ideas of an invasion from Mars, but his
mind shook off the vapours of sleep, and he understood.

Just beyond the fence, on the aforesaid particularly dirty dirt road, was a
vehicle of some sort. The vehicle seemed to have several occupants, all of whom
were cursing the horse, and most of whom were beating the hapless animal.
Meanwhile, the off fore wheel of the trap was in collision with a five-foot gum
stump. The horse was a willing animal— he was doing his best ; but it would
have needed an airship with a three-ton up-lift to get the vehicle and its load
over that stump.

The crowd cursed the horse; they hammered it with great enthusiasm, and
the faint fragrance of consumed whisky breathed over Daniel in his Eden.
Suddenly the nag swerved, cleared the stump, and went off up the track at a
gallant pace, and once more Daniel was alone; but he did not sleep, and as he
lay ruminating on the possibility or his having made profit out of the exuberant
band in the trap had he had his wits about him his eye fell upon something
shining in the road.

In rather less than half a second D. Ash was on to that something. The
treasure proved to be a stout, lacquered tin-box, about nine inches long, five
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wide, and four deep, and it was heavy. Daniel gave it one quick, anxious shake. It
rattled— moreover, it rattled with the right musical chink of minted goods.

"A cash box!" That was Daniel Ash's jubilant comment, Daniel was glad. He
danced out there in the moonlight, capering foolishly Jn. the dust, and as he
danced he chinked the cash box gaily.

"Here's a scoop!" chortled the Odd Man. "Fifty quid if a stiver, and rained on
me, like the quality of mercy which is not strained, but falleth like the gentle
dew from heaven. Well, this is my gentle dew. Bless you, my. child!"

Daniel kissed the box. Then there came back to him from up the road the
clamour of voices vociferous in bad language, and the echoes of thwacks
bombarding the lean ribs of a blameless horse.

In two ticks Daniel was through the fence, running hither and thither,
seeking a hiding place for his treasure trove. Mr. Ash was excited; he had not
quite rescued his bright wits from the heaviness of dreams. Then an opening
offered, an opening in the butt of a gum tree. The opening was about eight feet
from the ground. Daniel jumped, and threw the heavy cash-box and missed—
jumped, and tried again. The box struck the jagged opening, hung for a moment,
and then fell into the hollow tree.

The Odd Man dashed back to his bed in the bracken, curled himself tight,
and fell into a deep, imitation sleep. He heard the trap return. Two or three of
its occupants scrambled out. They were searching. He caught a few profane
expressions, and heard the voice of one in authority raised in vituperation.

The hunt was hurried and perfunctory. Evidently the party in the trap had
good occasion for haste. They wasted no time in the hunt, but after a quick look
round scrambled into the trap again, and drove off, with more bad words and
further belabouring of the unoffending quadruped.

Daniel realised the situation. Plainly, this was a band of housebreakers who
had been on a burgling expedition, and were returning to Melbourne with their
spoil. He gave the departing marauders twenty minutes to get clear off, and
then arose and surveyed his safe deposit.

It was at this stage that Daniel seated himself on a log, and relieved his
feelings with language not admitted by any reputable lexicographer. Daniel also
wept. One solitary soft tear of sheer exasperation rolled upon his cheek. Our
gentle rapscallion had good reason to weep; the gum tree into which he had
hurled the cash-box in his haste was a formidable tree, with a butt at least three
feet in diameter, gnarled, and apparently as hard as granite, and there was no
opening into its cavernous interior but through the hollow 8ft. high, a jagged
aperture from which a rotten limb had fallen.

This aperture was not more than seven inches across. Daniel had deposited
his newfound wealth in a burglar-proof safe, and now arose a serious problem:
how to get it out again?
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It was a distressing situation. Here was Daniel, penniless, houseless, empty,
eager for good beds and cheering viands, barred from all his desires by a foolish
act in lodging the gift, of heaven in an inaccessible place.

Sitting on the log, reviewing the situation, Daniel anathematised his folly. To
be sure, the money was his, and it was safe and sound where thieves would not
break in and steal, nor moths corrupt, but what of the Odd Man's immediate
necessities? After considering the matter in all lights, and subjecting his only
tool of trade, a broken-bladed pocket knife, to a careful examination, the
Opportunist resolved in all bitterness that the case for the time being was
absolutely hopeless. He had sunk his capital in an unrealisable security, and
must appear a pauper, and suffer the pains and penalties of pauperdom until he
could devise ways and means of felling this terrific tree.

This distressing condition survived much longer than Daniel anticipated in
that hour of great tribulation. He needed an axe, and a good, sharp, new axe,
too. It would have been madness to have attacked this tough forest veteran
with the usual stub-nosed, backyard implement that might have been purloined
from any woodshed.

Daniel got three days in the cells for being caught in a grocer's premises
examining his domestic axe with felonious intent.

Astonishing were the difficulties that fell in the poor man's way. His wit
seemed to fail him. Do what he might he could scarcely raise enough to provide
the ordinary necessities of life. His difficulties were increased by the fact that
the big hotel at Seaview had been burgled, and suspicious characters in the
vicinity were under close supervision.

Daniel, did not look like a suspicious character these times, he was too thin
and depressed. There was certainly nothing about him suggestive of the
prosperous thief, but he did not escape the eye of doubt.

It was nine days later when Daniel commenced his attack on the big tree
trunk. He had a new six-shilling axe, paid for with part of the reward he received
for finding in the ti-tree the nice little lost boy of six whom he had carefully
hidden there.

Mr. Ash had not been chopping more than twenty minutes, and was making
small headway by reason of his inexperience as an axe man, and his life-long
antipathy to physical exertion, when a large, incensed stranger, carrying a
formidable stick, intervened.

"What the blazes do you mean by felling my timber?" demanded the
plethoric visitant.

The Opportunist turned upon the other, smiling blandly.

"Mr. Holmes, | presume?" he said.

"Yes, Mr. Holmes, and this is my paddock, that is my tree. By what right do
you presume to hack about another man's property?"
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"No right, Mr. Holmes; none in the world," said Daniel urbanely. "I did not
imagine you would have any objections. The fact is my family physician has
recommended physical exercise of this nature for a distressing complaint, and
|—"

"You get off my land, you frowsy tramp—"

Mr. Holmes advanced threateningly. Daniel retired precipitately.

"Certainly, Mr. Holmes; by all means, if you really wish it."

"And if | catch you up to your tricks again, by Gad! I'll get you six months."

"Not at all," murmured D. E. Ash from the safe side of the fence. "Might |
mention sir, the— eh— subject of — eh— compensation for damages? | am
prepared to pay any reasonable sum for the privilege of exercising among your
timber in accordance with my doctor's orders."

"Compensation be d——d," said Mr. Holmes.

Daniel Ash was blocked again, but not beaten. He was-determined to
recover his deposit. He remembered the cash-box was heavy; he had beatific
dreams of the good time he would have while its contents lasted. On a dozen
occasions he had gone into calculations, and his conclusion was that the box
contained something between £50 and £60. That was worth fighting for.

The Odd Man did not attack his tree by daylight again. His next venture was
by night, but an axe is as clamorous by night as by day, and when he had been at
his honourable toil for about half-an-hour he was violently interrupted by a dog.

The wretched dog arrived unexpectedly, and secured a firm grip of Daniel's
back elevation, before the woodman was aware of the existence of such a tyke.
Daniel expostulated, but the dog hung on, encouraged in his nefarious conduct
by the wretch Holmes, who arrived a minute later, panting and infuriated.

Between Holmes and the dog Daniel Emanuel Ash had a troublesome and
annoying ten minutes. He was left on the other side of the fence in a chewed,
tattered and bruised condition, a prey to profound melancholy. Daniel had now
many things to consider, and more than anything else the possibility of raising a
suspicion of the truth by repeating his attack on the tree. He sold his axe, and
secured a stout carpenter's chisel and a maul, and once more ventured forth.

The Opportunist put in one peaceful night's work, with the chisel, but on the
second night the Assyrian Holmes came down like a wolf once more. He was
accompanied by a policeman. Daniel went peaceably. It was Daniel's habitual
custom to go peaceably, realising that the constabulary have methods of
compulsion singularly obnoxious to slim men, who bruise easily.

The worthy magistrate, a neighbour of Holmes, and a venerator of property
rights, considered that Daniel Ash richly deserved seven days for his
preposterous misbehaviour, and he gave him seven days, like a conscientious
J.P.
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Daniel had seven clear days and nights to review the situation, and he
reviewed it thoroughly. He put in the whole time viewing it and reviewing it, and
resolved many theories. He also estimated the value of the contents of the cash-
box on a new basis, and surprised himself by raising the sum to £87. He tried the
estimate on various different lines, and approved it. His reward was to be a trip
to-Sydney, and a month of absolute luxury at leading hotel. As a result of his
calm deliberation in the privacy of the cell, Daniel revised his method of attack
on the tree.

He abandoned tools, and resumed encroachments by day. Fire was now his
weapon.

After lighting a fire against the trunk of the tree he would retire to a place of
security, and watch developments. The tree was still green, and the fire ate its
way into the trunk very slowly. Still, there was progress, and the prize was worth
it.

Twice Holmes came along and scattered the fire, but Daniel re-lit it at the
first opportunity. Then came the tremendous moment, the joyful morning when
Daniel discovered that his fire had eaten through. There was a hole as big as two
fists in the trunk. In a fit of sheer desperation Daniel went to work with his chisel
again. He got an arm in, and thrilled with exultation on finding the box. The hole
was still too small to liberate the treasure, and Daniel worked like a Trojan. He
had become reckless of danger.

The tree had taken fire on the inside, and flames were roaring up the pipe
and out of the hole above. Several times Daniel burnt himself in his eagerness as
he tried to drag the hot tin cash box from what was rapidly becoming a furnace.
Then at the last moment, when the reward seemed within his grasp, a yell from
Holmes threw our hero into a fever of desperation.

The execrable land owner, stick in hand, was making good time down the
hill, intent on routing his foe.

Daniel chiselled furiously; he tore at the cash-box again. It came through!
The box was hot, it burned the Odd Man's fingers, but he clung to it. Wrapping it
in his coat, he ran for the fence.

He fell headlong through the rails, and picking himself up, plunged into the
ti-tree, and continued running. The cash-box chinked a most melodious
accompaniment, keeping time to Daniel's stride.

He was safe! Holmes had pulled up at the fence. The deed was done— the
prize was won.

Deep in the cover of the ti-tree, secretly, alone, Daniel beat the lid off the.
locked cashbox, beat it back till there was an inch-wide opening, and then out of
this opening poured the rich, new, yellow coins into his hat. There were two
hundred of them at least.
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Daniel took the bright sovereigns in his hands, and in a flash he knew that
the party in the trap was a small theatrical company returning from its
performance of "All For Gold" at the Parakeet Mechanics' Hall.

The sovereigns were theatrical money, and quite worthless for Daniel Ash's
purposes, or, indeed, for any purpose calling for true coin of the realm!
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16: The Homing Drunk
21 July 1910

DANIEL ASH was always good to drunken men. This quality may have sprung
from, the natural kindliness of bis disposition; on the other hand it might be
wholly due to the fact that the process of abstracting small, useful articles, like
coins of the realm, for instance, is comparatively easy if the possessor is steeped
in drink.

It was ten o'clock p.m; Daniel was leaning heavily on a suburban tree-guard
in a somewhat despondent frame, of mind, when Gable reeled out of the Star
and Garter bar, and fell into his arms.

Mr. Gable, having fallen into strong arms, and feeling himself secure, was
inclined to linger. He rested his head on Daniel's breast, and murmured vaguely.
Then he fell asleep with dramatic suddenness.

Mr. Ash shook up his new acquaintance. He held him off at arm's length, and
shook his false teeth into the little grass plot within the tree-guard.

"My dear friend," said Daniel, "I'm willing to do anything in reason for a
brother in misfortune; but | am not a threepenny doss. You cannot sleep all over
me."

"You're goo' fellow," said the drunk. "l don' know you, but you're goo'
fellow. I'm mis'rable wretch. Lost wife an' family. Seen man's los' wife an' fam'ly
anywhere 'bout? Brown fam'ly, wife wearin' straw boots an'— (hic!)—tan hat.
Take me 'ome!"

Mr. Gable fell against Daniel again, and as he fell he rattled. The Opportunist
recognised that rattle; it acted like a tonic. Mr. Gable, though very full of spirits,
was not destitute of dough. He could pay his way.

"Certainly, my dear sir," responded the Odd Man cheerily. "Most, happy.
Have you a name and address about you?"

The stranger mumbled something in which Daniel Emanuel Ash caught the
words "Gable" and "St. Kilda," and Daniel took a firm and affectionate grip of his
new friend, and started for the station.

Mr. Gable was pawing his face in a vague, anxious way, as if he hardly
recognised it as his own. Presently he pulled up.

"Dunno," he said dreamily, "but it sheems t' me I've lost someshin'. 'Tain't
me hat ? No. 'Tain't me ears. Shay, | ain't losht an eye, have I? | know! | know!"
He brightened. "I've losht me head of teeth, me buful head of teeth. Here's a
lark; I've— (hic!)—losht me lovely new packet of teeth. Man can't go home
without his teeth. 'Tisn't gen'lemanly act. My goo' friend, my very goo' friend,
would you mind whistlin' for my teeth?"
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Daniel urged him on. He knew the teeth were safely lodged in the grass
within the tree-guard, and held them in reserve for a future reward should Mr.
Gable not pan out to expectations.

Mr. Gable started on a new tack. He pulled up again, and regarded Daniel
with horror.

"I've swallowed 'em!" he cried. He put up a howl of remorse. "I've
shwallowed me buful litter iv teeth. Twenty— (hic!)— guineash worsh of buful
teeth gone to that bourne from wish no travellersh return."

"No, no," murmured Daniel; "believe me, they are all right."

But Mr. Gable would not be consoled. He put up another howl of anguish,
and lay flat on his back by the roadside.

"Le' me die," he said. "Swallowed twenty guineash clutch iv falsh teeth. Le'
me die. They're— (hic!)— eatin' into me vitals. Le' me die. Gotter gnawin' pain,
Twent' guineash collection iv teeth gone at one fell shwoop. Le' me die.
Shwallowed me fam'ly, losht me teeth. Wanter go to heaven."

Mr. Gable was weeping softly. Daniel got his man on his feet again, and
diverted him with promises of whisky distributed with a hydrant, and they
reached the station. Mr. Gable gave him a sovereign to buy two tickets to St.
Kilda. Mr. Ash bought the tickets, and ten minutes later, when the journey was
almost completed, Mr. Gable brightened up, and said: "Thash ri', keep the
change. You're goo' man; frien' of fam'ly. Keep the change."

Daniel apologised. He declared he had quite forgotten, but as a gentleman
he declined to keep the change, and forced two brass Chinese coins, a
punctured penny, and three tobacco tags on the genial inebriate.

"Now we're square," said the Odd Man.

Mr. Gable was much distressed after perambulating several St. Hilda streets
to find he had mislaid his residence.

"Teeth shwallowed, lost pale blue wife, brown fam'ly, now house lost." He
wept again. "Housen 'ome all gone!" he cried.

"Bear up, and all will be well," murmured Daniel consolingly. "Let us seek
further."

"No," said Gable. "No use. | left it here— lef' me 'ousen 'ome ri' here on'y
thish mornin'." He pointed to a vacant lot. "Shomeone's purloined it— shome
devil in human. shape embezzled me 'ousenome, shtole wife (blue wife, age
thirty-eight), pinched me brown family, shwallowed me teeth. Le' me die!"

Daniel had much trouble in preventing Mr. Gable from dying by the roadside
once more, and they moved up and down several streets, one of which Mr.
Gable scandalised by standing in the middle of the road, and yelling for the
villain who had swallowed his teeth and run off with his family and his freehold
property to come out and fight like a man.
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Suddenly Mr. Gable discovered his home, a two-storied brick residence, one
of three in a row. He uttered a cry of great joy.

"Thash my house!" he said. "I'd shwear to it in a thousan'. Wha' villain put it
'‘ere?" He scratched bis head, and looked about him in a troubled way, then
brightened again.

"Yesh, tha's ri', | live 'ere, number fif'-six. Come in,'ole frien!"

He,dragged Daniel up the stone steps to the door.

"You're quite sure?" said; the Opportunist.

"Sure? Qui' sure. Take me oath on it. My 'ousenome, my wife. Here, dear
boy, you pay cab man while | take off boots."

Gable pressed another sovereign on Daniel, and our friend went away a few
paces to pay the mythical cabbie.

When he returned Gablewas sitting on the doorstep with his boots in his
hand. He winked knowingly at Daniel.

"Married man yourshelf," he said. "Discretion berrer part valour. Comen pu'
me t' bed."

Daniel tried the front door. It yielded. They entered into a dimly-lit hall. The
street door admitted to the second storey The houses were built on a hill-side,
and the ground floor was below the level of the street at the front. There was a
light below, and Daniel heard the faint sound of voices coming up the back stairs
as he assisted Gable to the floor above. Here Gable stumbled into a large room
at the front. Daniel lit a small lamp. The room was a nicely furnished sleeping
apartment, and Gable plunged face downward on the spotless spread of a large
brass bed.

"Pu' me t' bed," he gurgled.

Once or twice as Daniel disrobed him, Mr. Gable murmured sadly about his
runaway teeth and his swallowed family, but presently he lay quite still, tucked
comfortably in the capacious bed, and in a few seconds he was fast asleep.

Daniel had not received a reward that he considered adequate to the service
he had rendered, so he looked about him, made a parcel of a few articles likely
to be useful, stepped out on to the balcony, and threw the parcel into a shrub
near the gate.

A minute later he stole down the stairs, went quietly out, and, so far as Mr.
Gable was concerned, was lost in the great world.

THREE HOURS LATER Miss Constance Carrie and Miss Victoria Carrie, tall,
prim, thin spinsters before whom ages were never mentioned in polite society,
returned from the Mayor's Ball. They let themselves in.

Jane, the servant, who had been instructed to sit up for them, having let her
beloved policeman out by the back gate half-an-hour earlier, was drowsing by
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the kitchen fire. She was sent to bed, and Miss Constance and Miss Victoria
went wearily upstairs.

"Jane has left the lamp burning," complained Miss Victoria. "How often must
| tell that girl not—"

Miss Constance got no further with the sentence. She was staring at the bed,
white with horror, wide-eyed, open-mouthed, the very incarnation of
amazement.

"A man!" she squeaked.

"A man!" whispered Miss Victoria.

Vickie reached the door simultaneously with Connie. They jambed there for
a moment, two silent, terror-stricken, elderly females. Connie was first
downstairs. She ran down six, stumbled down three, and fell down five. This was
fortunate for Vickie, otherwise she might have hurt herself severely, for she fell
down seven, but her dear sister broke her fall.

They rushed the front door, and fled into the street. It was only when they
found themselves safe in the middle of the road that they dared to give any
expression to their feelings. Then Connie screamed.

"Oh, don't," gasped Vickie. "He may come after us."

Then Vickie screamed. Then both screamed.

For a moment there was silence. A balcony window opened a little lower
down, and a harsh, masculine voice called through the night : "Go home, you
drunken trollop!"

The two spinsters hushed their cries instantly in the face of this hideous
accusation. The voice suggested awful possibilities. The sisters stole back to
their own gate.

"Good heavens! what will people say?" whispered Miss Connie.

"A man in our bed!" murmured Miss Vickie.

"What shall we do? The man must have been drunk. He has gone in by
mistake. Perhaps if we ask him he will go away."

"It would be dreadful to be talked about."

"Shocking! | couldn't bear it."

After lingering for a quarter of an hour in the hall, and loitering in fear and
trembling on the stairs for another ten minutes, the two ventured as far as their
bedroom door. Connie looked in.

"He's there," she gasped.

Vickie looked in. "He doesn't look dangerous— at least, not very," she
whispered.

Mr. Gable certainly did not look dangerous. He had rather a chubby face and
a bald head, and he was sleeping with his mouth open, gurgling in his dreams
like an exhaust pipe.

"Hi!" squeaked Miss Connie.
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"Man!" called Miss Vickie.

Gable slept on.

The sisters grew bolder, and called louder. They collected some boots, and
threw them at the sweet sleeper, but they did not venture into the haunted
chamber.

A slipper of Vickie's struck Gable on the nose, and his eyes opened like
springs. Heclosed them again, but heard strange voices calling. Again he opened
his eyes. He looked round the room, gave a few moments to troubled thought,
and then sat up with a, jerk. He was in a strange bed in a strange room, and
beset by two strange females.

"Wh-where am I?" groaned Gable.

"You are in our house, and in our bed, and if you don't get up and go away at
once we shall call the police," said Miss Connie severely.

"Great heaven!" groaned Gable. "How did | get here?"

"I'am sure | do not know, but you must go away at once."

"I'will, I will. Believe me, ladies, | sincerely regret this fearful blunder. | am
afraid | have had too much to drink."

"We will give you five minutes to dress," said Connie sternly. They withdrew
and waited, and presently a wretched voice called througn the bedroom
keyhole:

"Miss, madame, for God's sake hear me!"

"Are you going away ?" demanded Miss Connie.

"No. In point of fact, | can't go."

"You can't ? But you must."

"I can't, | tell you. I've got no clothes!"

It was hideously true. Among other things in that parcel Daniel Ash had
taken away with him was poor Mr. Gable's wearing apparel.

REALLY, this story should end there, but many may be anxious to know the
full extent of poor Gable's misfortunes.

There was no male apparel in the spinster's house, and eventually the
hapless man stole from the premises disguised in an old skirt of Miss Connie's,
and wearing a bedraggled plush hat that was once Miss Vickie's.

So apparelled he went home, and only three months' hard battling and
heroic lying kept him out of the divorce court.
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17: A Provincial Tour
28 July 1910

DANIEL ASH had been into the provinces, misled by the assurances of a literary
friend in the begging letter writing line, who was convinced that a man with
Daniel's fine talent for seizing the opportunity would prosper among the simple,
confiding inhabitants of the waste.

Daniel Ash was returning from the provinces by the dirt route, footsore,
weary, and quite destitute. His tour had been a pitiful failure, the country
districts offering no opening for the ingenuity of a polite schemer, the country
residents being singularly destitute of the accepted medium of exchange, or
carrying their available coin in such small quantities that the most artful
operation extending over hours, when brought to a successful issue, yielded the
pettiest of petty cash.

So Daniel was walking the macadam through the dim vistas of the breathless
hush, heading for the metropolis, his next meal twelve hours overdue, and his
prospects as gloomy as a damp tomb. He was not whistling. The prevailing
depression had to be exceedingly dense and oppressively heavy to cut off the
Odd Man's whistle.

Coming over a rise, rounding a clump of saplings by the track, Mr. Ash came
suddenly upon the unexpected. The unexpected was a horse and trap. The trap
was empty of humans, the horse was unguarded.

Looking to all points of the compass Daniel could see nothing of a possible
owner. Action was demanded. Daniel acted. He jumped into the trap, gathered
the reins, and flicking the neddy up from his dreams, drove off in the direction
of the far away city.

The Opportunist had not given thought, to the question of justification on
starting, but he had not driven a quarter of a mile before his plea, was
formulated. The horse and buggy were lost property, his single intention was to
restore the strayed ambulance to its rightful owner. He might have to drive all
the way to Melbourne before discovering a rightful owner, but that could be
held a misfortune, and not a fault.

When two miles had been covered, Mr. Ash thought he might safely start
stocktaking, and estimate the value of his prize. Once again Daniel encountered
a joyful surprise. In the back part of the buggy was an excellent outfit for a
grown man. The find was rather astonishing, and our Opportunist scraped his
chin over it in profound cogitation for nearly three minutes. Then mechanically,
it seemed, he started to disrobe.

The outfit comprised everything a man needs from hat to boots, with an
overcoat thrown in. Apparently the person previously in possession of the horse
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and trap had taken off every stitch, and was running at large in the wilds in a
state of alcoholic dementia.

Daniel had heard of the peculiar effect of an excess of bush whiskey on a
highly nervous temperament. He was familiar with the tendency of the bush
drunk who, had been living on the bottled venom distilled in the hills for a week
or more to discard clothing and climb the trees to avoid purple hob-goblins,
spiders as big as cows, cows no bigger than spiders, and other quaint chromatic
specimens of unnatural history, and he pictured the horse's rightful guardian up
a gum in a state of nature, with a drove of jim-jams and blue devils barking at
the butt. Our hero peeled off his own somewhat battered garments, and slowly
assumed those of the imaginary person occupying the presumptive arborial
inebriates' retreat.

Then Daniel made up his own poor outfit into a rough bundle, and pushed
the bundle under a log in an adjoining paddock. He retained only his bell-topper.

Two hours later the Odd Man, becomingly garbed in an excellent suit of grey
tweed, with his magical Paris hat, carefully renovated with much rubbing and a
liberal use of spittle, drove into the township of Queerabin. The Odd Man had a
deep and abiding faith in his bell-topper. He trusted it as a luck-bringer, and
fondly believed it imparted an air of former grandeur to the old storm-tossed,
way-worn garments he had abandoned. In this instance he trusted the high, if
somewhat crippled, hat might delay identification of the suit he was wearing
should its former owner have acquaintance with Queerabin.

Queerabin was a thin, dusty, careworn township of nine leaning houses, a
corrugated chapel and a paling pub. Nobody was stirring. Daniel drove straight
to the Travellers' Rest. The bulbous young man, with blear all over him, and
grasshoppers in his hair, was leaning against the verandah-post. Daniel stirred
him up with the whip.

"Hello!" said the Opportunist.

The bleary young man opened one eye, and looked at the whip-lash, let his
glance travel lazily and incuriously along the lash to the handle, to Daniel's hand,
and along Daniel's arm to his face.

"Hello, yerself!" he said.

"I see your sign says 'Accommodation, for man and beast,' " said Mr. Ash.
"Take my horse out, and give him a good feed, and get me a meal."

Daniel looked narrowly for a display of feeling on the part of the tired person
shored against the post, but the young man was of a naturally dull temperament
and unobservant mind, which defects were intensified by long association with
beer. He seemed to notice nothing.

Indoors Daniel encountered the landlady, a tall, bony woman, with a face
like a battle-axe. She, too, had a stony expression and a lifeless eye.
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The meal set before Daniel E. Ash was not magnificent; it was a plain,
homely meal— in fact, it was more than plain and homely, it was distinctly ugly.
The fragmentary cold chicken was merely a skeleton at the feast, and looked as
if it had been through the hands of a hungry navvy; the bread was very stale,
and had been carved with a big stick; the butter looked as if hens had been
wading in it. But Mr. Ash was exceedingly hungry, and ate a great deal of bread
and cheese. He paid for his meal out of money found in the pockets of his new
grey suit.

"My name is Glover, ma'am," he said as he handed over a pound-note taken
from a pocket-book on which "J. Glover" was inscribed in gilt letters.

"It's what?" said the woman.

"Glover— James Glover. Have you heard it before?"

"Dunno as | have, mister."

Daniel gave a sigh of relief, called for another glass of beer, and settled down
on the rickety couch, with the tender indolence of a half-starved man who has
just filled his long-felt want.

Our friend fell asleep on the couch, and was awakened at about five o'clock
by the bleary young man with the entomological specimens in his hair.

"Say, mister, yer 'orse is down," said the rouseabout.

"Well, get him up, bright spirit," replied Daniel.

"Can't get him up. He's down with a sickness. Got a pain in his chest, he has."

"Bless my soul, that's unfortunate.”

"You'll 'ave t' stay here to-night, | reckon. so I'll give him a bran mash an' a
dose iv oil, an' maybe he'll be all right in the mornin"."

Daniel was not much disturbed by this mishap. Melbourne was still a long
way off, and an all-night drive did not appeal to him in his present languorous
mood. He had his evening meal at the Travellers' Rest, and retired early.

Mr. Ash had been in bed about three hours, and it was close on midnight he
reckoned when he awakened with an uneasy feeling that danger was imminent.
He listened intently, but caught no sound, and was turning to coax slumber in
another attitude when a voice in the darkness cried: "Now!"

There was a rush of men, many hands fell upon Daniel Ash, hustling him
roughly. He was dragged from his bed, and although he made no attempt
whatever to put up a fight, recognising the hopelessness of his cause at the
onset, he was handled with a great deal of violence, and pressed face down into
the hard floor by many knobbly knees.

Somebody lit a candle, and then the process of tying Daniel commenced.
The captors put about fifty fathoms of inch rope about their victim, who, when
they were finished with him, looked like a mammoth cocoon.
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"Now we got yer, me fine bloke," said the blear-eyed young man, standing
over Daniel with the candle, so that the drips from the latter fell into the left eye
of the hapless victim.

"You appear to have me, certainly," replied Daniel; "there or thereabouts."

"My hoath we have, an' what's more, we mean to keep you."

"Most generous. But, of course, you will explain. At present | am at a loss to
understand the popular rising at, Queerabin. | see you have the whole male
population in attendance."

"I have. Thought you was pretty smart, didn't you? You goes an' murders
pore ole Jimmy Glover, an' comes alone 'ere with Jimmy's 'orse an' trap, 'n'
Jimmy's do's, an' with pore ole Jimmy's bloodstains on yer 'ands, an' thinks
we're all blind an' hidiotic. But we knows a thing or two in Queerabin."

"Queerabin is seething with intellectual activity."

"You bet you. Thort you was doin' us right in the eye, didn't yeh? But we was
onto you all the time. While you was eatin' yore dinner the missus was keepin'
watch behind the door with a haxe, while | went round t' gather a party t' make
a capture. We'd 'a' rushed yeh while you was sleepin, on'y we guessed you
might have fireharms an' knives, an' we wasn't takin' no chances with a bloody-
minded hassassin. But if you'd gone for t' do anythin', the missus would 'a' got at
yer with 'er haxe. We 'ad all we could do t' keep the missus off yeh, | may tell
yeh, me lad."

"Much obliged," murmured Daniel. "She certainly looks like something
especially dangerous from Ward A. And, now, what is the deliberate intention of
the manhood of Queerabin?"

"We hold you 'ard an' fast, till Mounted Constable Heelegan comes along
ter-morrer mornin'. After that, the Lord 'ave mercy on your soul!"

The bleared young man, who, it seemed, was quite eloquent when roused,
started out on a disquisition on the horrors of murder and burglary on the King's
highway, but was interrupted by an uproar outside.

A moment later the door was burst open, and a strange object precipitated
itself into the room. The object proved to be a frantic man garbed in nothing but
a chaff bag.

"Where is he?" yelled the newcomer. "Let me at him!"

"What-o, Jimmy Glover!" cried the bleary rouseabout.

"Is that him?" snorted the man in the chaff bag.

He dashed at Daniel, and delivered a furious kick at the prostrate figure, but
he had no boots on, and Daniel was protected by stout ropes, consequently the
man in the chaff sack spent the next minute dancing on one foot, nursing the
other, and bellowing exquisite profanity.

Mr. Glover explained when feelings had calmed down somewhat.
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"l went in for a bathe in the rock hole this side of Carnavon's, and when |
came out the buggy was gone, and everything in it. | had to wait for darkness,
and do that distance naked. Naked! You hear me?"

He went to kick Daniel again, but thought better of it.

"I only heard from old Sarah just now about this bloke, and now | know what
I'm going to do. Cut him loose! Off with his shirt. Out he goes, as naked as | was,
and, boys, we're going to have the finest bit of kangaroo hunting ever seen in
Australia. Every man get a length of leather belt. We'll start this bloke from
scratch, and the man that gives him the last welt gets a quid of mine!"

They did it. Daniel ventured an appeal to their finer feelings, and tried to get
in his plea about the lost property, and the rightful owner, but it fell on deaf
ears, the adult male population of Queerabin was busy arming itself with bits of
reins and trace belts.

The Opportunist was started from scratch, and he did the finest bit of
running in his life, but there were some better runners among the men of
Queerabin. and when Daniel parted with the last of them he bore many marks,
and his back tingled as if a legion of devils were dancing upon it in red-hot boots.

Mr. Ash's troubles were not ended. He had to walk thirteen miles along a
bush track through the dark night, as bare as Adam before the episode of the
apple, in order to recover his own clothes.

He arrived where he had hidden his garments under a log, only to find that
the parcel had been scattered. Daniel recovered everything but his trousers
after half-an-hour's search, and an hour after daylight came upon a cow
devouring his longed-for nether garments. For two hours he pursued that cow,
and at length, having cornered her, succeeded in grabbing the waist band of his
pants. He was dragged several yards before the quaint bovine would disgorge,
and then the Opportunist got back two-thirds of his cherished breeches.

Only a man who has no trousers knows how to appreciate two-thirds of a
pair.

Daniel avoided Queerabin in his long trudge to Melbourne, and every half-
mile of the walk he swore off provincial tours with a fervour that would have
startled a Yankee skipper.
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18: A Dangerous Acquaintance
4 August 1910

DANIEL ASH had a small fire burning in the ti-tree, more for cheerful company
than for bodily warmth, as the night was fine though dark. His fire was screened,
as Daniel, being an aristocrat in the ranks of the outcast, had small liking for the
society of scamps bedding in the open, who might be drawn by the genial glow
of flame.

Mr. Ash lay on his stomach, his chin propped on his palms, gazing into the
fire, reading heaven knows what frivolous fancies in the embers, when his quick
ears caught the sounds of the chase, He heard the far-off cries of men
breathless with running, and, starting up, dodged through the tangled ti-tree to
where a wheel track bisected the shrub.

Yes, the race was coming in his direction. Daniel was not a curious man, but
he had a quick instinct for business. There were always opportunities for profit
where excited men were met and assembled.

The Odd Man heard the cries repeated. They came from different distances
and directions; they were the cries of agitated men. The pursuit was earnest
enough what of the pursued?

Mr. Ash presently detected a dark figure running towards him. He crouched
in the undergrowth, and as the man came level projected a foot. The next
instant the runner was precipitated on his nose in the dust of the track, and
Daniel Emanuel Ash was on top of him.

"Who the deuce are you?" gasped the man beneath. "Look here, stand by
me, and I'll make it worth your, while."

"State terms," replied Daniel laconically.

"Here's my gold watch. | have money."

"That is candid. | am touched by your case. This way."

Daniel half-dragged his companion a few yards through the ti-tree.

"In there," he said, pushing the man towards a sort of burrow among drift
paper and dry seaweed gathered under the twisted branches of the thick scrub.
"It is my boudoir, but you're welcome."

The man crept into his hiding place, but Daniel, under cover of a half-sheet
of the "Age," kept a retaining hand on one boot. The calling voices came nearer,
panting men were battling through the scrub and along the track. Three
blundered on Daniel's camp. One laid eager hands on him.

"Gentlemen! Gentlemen!" said Mr. Ash suavely. "To what am | indebted?"

"Here, let's have a look at you," answered one roughly, turning Daniel's face
to the fire.

"Don't bother about him; he's not our man," said another. "Did you hear
anything?" inquired the first.
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"Of course. | thought the distant suburb was up and out for the Resurrection
or some minor event," said the Opportunist. "What is it my friend— twins?"

"Did a running man pass this way?"

"I heard someone sprinting along the track."

They turned and left him, and Daniel sat looking into the fire, whistling "The
Last Rose of Summer" very sweetly and very softly for quite five minutes, his
restraining hand still upon the ankle of the hidden man.

"Well," said a voice from the depths of the al fresco doss, "may | venture?"

"I think you may. | am anxious to negotiate further."

Mr. Ash threw some dry twigs on the fire as the stranger crawled forth, and
the Opportunist was just a little astonished to find a gentlemanly man in a black
frock coat, kneeling in the sand by his side, regarding him with a somewhat
quizzical interest.

"My preserver," said the stranger.

"Strictly on terms," Daniel reminded him.

"To be sure. My card."

The stranger handed Daniel a card on which the Odd Man read, "Dr. James
Higglestane."

"Honoured," said Daniel. "It is long since | entertained a professional man. A
doctor, | see. Then it was twins?"

"It was not twins." The doctor smiled in so peculiar a way that Daniel found
himself staring somewhat rudely at the clean-shaven, good-looking, pale face,
more particularly at the lustrous eyes that had caught a cat-like opalescence
from the fire.

"I beg yours," said Mr. Ash, "but the gold card case set with pearls presented
me by the late Prince Consort is temporarily mislaid. | am Daniel Emanuel Ash,
Opportunist, very much at your service— that is, assuming you can afford it."

The same peculiar smile disfigured Dr. Higglestane's stony countenance.

"The gold watch," he said. "It is yours." He tossed the watch with a heavy
gold chain attached into Daniel's lap.

"Money was mentioned." He drew a handful of sovereigns from his pocket.
"Shall we say ten?" he asked.

"We shall say ten," said Daniel Ash.

The money was handed over, and Daniel took it.

"It is a fair reward," he commented. "This watch must be worth fifty
pounds."

"Don't mention it. You have done me a signal service."

"May | ask the occasion for the— eh— urgency you were displaying in
leaving our picturesque seaside suburb behind you?"

"You may. A little gallantry. An unwise husband returning inopportunely. You
can round off the story."
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"To be sure. But had the wronged benedict called up the town?"

"Something like it. Those were relatives and friends. | fancy the intention
was to introduce a pleasant American custom. They meant to lynch me."

"How romantic!" Daniel did not believe the story, and his tone implied as
much. The cold face opposite reflected a cynical smile The pair were silent for
some minutes.

"However," said the doctor, "it really does not matter now. | am not sure |
regret an incident, however awkward, that has thrown me into congenial
company."

There was a peculiar softness in Dr. Higglestane's voice a strange insinuation
in his attitude.

Daniel grinned. "You have the bedside manner to perfection, my dear
doctor," said the Odd Man.

"Not at all. | am perfectly frank. You make me curious. | intend developing a
friendship that has begun so well. You are a poor man, obviously; | am an
exceedingly rich one. | think this meeting may breed an association mutually
advantageous. You amuse me. | see matter of lively interest in you, and |
candidly admit that as a bored man who begins to find life somewhat stale and
distressingly flat, | am prepared to pay for anything that amuses." as a man
without prejudice, and an individual with a large capacity for enjoyment am
prepared to take pay for anything or nothing."

"A large capacity for enjoyment— eh— yes. At this moment | would enjoy a
pint of beer, a hot frankfurter, and two rolls, with a zest that the revels of Nero
could not awaken."

"Ah! Look at this." The doctor drew a small case from his pocket. From the
case he took a hypodermic syringe. "See. In this is satisfaction of all immediate
needs—"

"Cocaine?"

"No. A discovery of my own."

He held the syringe to the light, and Daniel saw a dark thick liquid in the
glass tube.

"A little of this in a vein of your arm, and your strongest craving, your
lightest desire is gratified."

He took Daniels wrist in his hand, and approached the keen point of the
syringe to the flesh.

"Shall I?" he said in a half-joking manner.

The Odd Man looked into Dr. Higglestane's white, mask-like face. It was
convulsed with the same peculiar smile, the flame flickered redly in his
distended pupils.

Daniel shrank away, but the doctor held his wrist in a vice-like grip.
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"Shall I?" repeated Dr. Higglestane. There was a cattish playfulness in his
manner. He seemed to be toying with the Opportunist as a cat toys with a bird.

At that moment there came the sound of voices and footsteps. The doctor
paused, listening.

"My dear friends," he said. "They are returning. Excuse me a moment, won't
you? Your silence | may mention, though | do not mistrust so courteous a
gentleman, is worth another five pounds to you."

He wriggled into his hiding-place again and in a few minutes the man who
had seized Daniel returned.

"We're searching the scrub," he said. "l suppose you have seen no one?"

"No one. Is the case so urgent?"

"It is particularly urgent. It might be worth your while to give us a hand."

Daniel stretched himself by the fire with marked, deliberation.

"Excuse me," he said. "This is where | have a fit of exhaustion."

The man uttered a few insults that were quite lost on Daniel Ash, and
pushed his way into the scrub again. One or two others approached the fire,
glanced at the recumbent liver of the simple life, and moved off. Evidently they
considered it improbable that the man of whom they were in quest would
venture within the glow of the camp fire.

For fully half-an-hour the seekers could be heard in the scrub, and then they
moved off again, and once more the night was silent, but Dr. Higglestane
remained under cover for some time longer, and Daniel lay by the fire quietly
contemplative. Presently he started and sat up.

The doctor had crept forth, and was lying near the fire upon his stomach, his
face propped between his hands, and between two fingers of his right hand was
the hypodermic syringe, the bulb of liquor in it glowing like a ruby in the light of
the flame. Daniel marked again the peculiar expression of the doctor's face,
sardonic and subtle, and yet touched with a certain grim humour.

"They are really anxious about you," said Daniel, nodding towards the scrub.
"It seemed a pity to disappoint them, and | have never seen a man lynched."

"Then | am doubly grateful," said the doctor. "l promised another five
pounds. Here you are. | do not pretend that this compensates you for the loss of
the fine spectacle | should have afforded dangling from a tree or roasting over a
quick fire after the popular manner of cooking a goose in the Southern States,
but it is yours."

Daniel Ash took the money, and slid it into his pocket. "If you do not get out
of this with some expedition | may yet enjoy the hanging," he said.

"Nonsense," replied the doctor. "Those fools will not return, and meanwhile
| have much to teach you. To return to my wonderful panacea."

He twirled, the syringe in his fingers, and held the bulb of liquid up to the
light. "Can't | oblige you?" He laid a hand upon Daniel's ankle.
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"No, thank you. | do not need the ordinary buck-up. | have a robust appetite,
a nice taste in liquor, | can become absolutely infatuated with a really good
cigar, | sleep like a hibernating bear when | do sleep, and possess a. peculiar
capacity for enjoying life even in the presence of vicissitudes. No drugs in mine,
thank you."

"You mistake me," said Dr. Higglestane, softly. "This is no ordinary drug that
vitalises a wrecked constitution for a few hours, and then leaves the patient
more depressed and wretched than before. The effects of this are permanent. A
squeeze of this into your veins, and the heaviest worries of life are lighter than
feathers, pain passes for ever, the little prides and follies of humanity pass from
your spirit; man ceases to be mortal merely, he becomes a god."

The doctor had approached nearer as he spoke, moving on his elbows; the
velvet clutch that held Daniel Ash's bare ankle became a grip of steel; the tense,
white face had lost its flaring mask; it became tragic, devilish, and Daniel,
looking into the glowing eyes, gleaming with the sheen of burnished copper, felt
a horrible loathing well into his soul like a flood.

"Shall I?" Dr. Higglestane's words conveyed a request, but his manner was
resolute. He bared white teeth at the Odd Man in a fiendish grin, and turned the
needle-point of his syringe to the bare limb. Daniel had drawn up his right foot,
and at that moment he kicked— kicked with the heel right into the white,
grinning, malignant face, kicked with all the force horror lent him.

The heel took Higglestane in the middle of the forehead, and he fell limp and
senseless on his face in the sand.

Daniel Emanuel Ash did not pause to discover the effects of his kick; he
sprang to his feet, and, turning towards the sea, ran at top speed.

THE ODD MAN bought an "Age" in the city next day, and turned its pages
expectantly. He expected something, but the truth shocked him. There was a
sensational story, with three black headlines, of a well-known suburban doctor
who had gone mad.

For years the doctor had been experimenting with snake venoms, and his
madness had taken a hideous form. He had inoculated one of his own children
with the venom of the tiger-snake, and had watched the child die in awful
agony. Then he had attacked a man employed about the house, endeavouring
to inject the poison into his veins with a medical syringe. After a terrible fight he
had been beaten off.

An alarm followed, and the paper described the exciting pursuit of the mail
doctor, and his success in evading his pursuers in the thick ti-tree on the shore.

The evening paper had to report a startling denouement. The mad doctor's
body had been discovered on the reeks, half covered with water. He had thrown
himself from the sandstone bluff, and was quite dead.
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"A peculiar feature," said the paper, "is the fact that the doctor's watch,
which he was wearing, is missing. It is a gold hunter, and numbered 100116."

Daniel Emanuel Ash took a gold watch from his breast pocket, and opened
the case. He shuddered from head to foot as he snapped it to, thinking of that
needle-pointed syringe pricking at his skin.

The watch was a gold hunter. Its number was 100116!
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19: Daniel Has a Picnic
11 August 1910

IT WAS A BEAUTIFUL WARM summer's morning; the bay was opalescent under
the grateful sun, the softest imaginable breeze stirred Daniel Ash's rather long,
wavy and somewhat romantically disposed iron-grey locks as he leaned on a tail,
comfortably watching the day develop.

At the branch pier nearer the sands, a small boat built on the graceful lines
of the common or domestic box iron was steaming and coughing with an
engaging air of having a busy day before her.

The Opportunist allowed his interest to centre in this boat for a moment,
and his active intellect touched its button, and got going.

Daniel Emanuel Ash arose, gently polished his crippled bell-topper on his
elbow, smoothed some of the bevels out of it, touched its nap up here and there
with a moist finger, arranged his poetic hair with two active palms, buttoned his
coat tight, and having completed his toilet sauntered across to the box-iron
boat, swinging his stick with a jaunty air, and whistling the intermezzo from
"Rusticana" softly, but with reverent art.

Our hero took up a position near the gangway, and presently two stout,
loud-atoned, hearty citizens came from the direction of the Port Station. They
approached the aquatic steam laundry, and the captain came along the
gangway, and greeted them cheerfully.

"Here we are, you see," said one of the citizens, with the exuberance that
goes with a day on the water— not to mention the whisky.

"Come aboard, gentlemen," said the captain. "There are half-a-dozen in my
cabin."

Several other men, young, middle-aged and elderly, came gaily from the
station, and boarded the boat that looked like the adjunct of a Chow laundry.
Daniel's concern had increased. He was still leaning on his stick by the gangway,
whistling faintly; but in some delicate, indescribable manner his leaning now
implied a lien. He had, as it were, assumed a proprietary interest.

To the next batch of gentlemen boarding Daniel said: "Good morning! Good
morning, gentlemen!" most effusively.

"Good morning to you, sir," responded one with real brotherly feeling. It was
an occasion for liberty, equality and fraternity.

Daniel Emanuel Ash joined on to the last batch, and walked aboard. On the
boat there were many men, all chatting gaily, all displaying a certain boyish
exuberance of spirits.

"We are to have a beautiful day for our little festival," said Daniel to the
nearest man.

"You're right, we are," was the reply, given with the greatest cordiality.
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"This," said Daniel to himself, "is the era of brotherly love. It has dawned."

To the waiter he said: "A touch of whisky with a smattering of soda, John
Henry, and an affluent cigar."

The steward allowed an inquiring eye to flutter over Daniel's apparel, but he
dished up the whisky and conceded the cigar. Daniel kept in the press of
gentlemen until he was sure the boat was cut loose and well on her way. There
were advantages in remaining in the heart of the movement. Closely
surrounded by eminent men in appropriate costume the shortcomings of his
own morning suit were not obvious.

Afterwards, Daniel Ash joined the crowd on deck. The boat was well out on
the Bay. The old iron tub— a disused gunboat of ancient date and Phoenician
demerits— steamed low in the clear water; the sun shone brightly over all.

Daniel leaned on the rail by a gay politician in a grey suit,

"We're happy in our choice of a day," he said, sweeping his cigar to embrace
the whole astronomical phenomena.

"We are, indeed," was the reply. "Tom Dent was just telling me it was
precisely what he ordered."

"Fine old follow, Tom," said the Odd Man. "l owe a lot to old Tom."

Groups of men were chatting brightly about the deck, and Mr. Ash
sauntered among them, bland, debonair, irresponsible, smoking his big cigar
with a suave grace that left nothing to be desired.

"Who the deuce are they all?" Daniel was asking himself, but the problem
did not him trouble much.

Presently the boat started a porpoise, and the curious creature, looking like
an oil drum in a seal coat, bored its way through the brine, keeping an inch or so
ahead of the vessel's cut-water. Daniel lay on the prow in the sun and smoked
and watched the fish. Mr. Ash was quite conscious that inquiring glances were
being cast in. his direction, but the fact did not disturb him.

Of course, he had no right on board, but he was aboard, and if the others
objected it was for them to take action. Whatever action they might choose to
take would meet with no opposition from him. Meanwhile, he was bent upon
making the most of the occasion.

During the next two hours the Opportunist enjoyed himself thoroughly. He
troubled the steward for another whisky and another cigar. As lunch-time
approached he took a sherry and bitters. Daniel entered into conversation with
the other guests as the spirit moved him, chatting in a free and friendly way, as
a man and a Mother.

He had carefully disposed of his bell-topper in the captain's cabin, but he
retained his stick. His overwrought dinner jacket and his misused canvas shoes
were not in keeping with the general comeliness and order of the guests: but if
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the guests allowed that to disturb them, Daniel could only smile at their foolish
prejudices.

Several asked, "Who the deuce is the fellow with the long hair?"

Nobody knew.

"Looks like the Kew laureate," one pressman ventured. "We took him for
one of your Labour politicians, rashly asserting his Socialism in a pair of trousers
that look like as if they were held in common by his whole constituency."

"He's not one of us," replied a portly importance. "To tell you the truth, we
imagined he was a semi-detached journalist of Bohemian principles."

It was agreed that the Odd Man was an error of judgment, but no effort was
made to fix the responsibility of him on any individual. Daniel, seated on a
stanchion, began to whistle. He realised that he was accepted as a wholly
superfluous person, and no longer minded attracting general attention. Besides,
he had had two whiskies.

Daniel continued whistling. Whistling was one thing Daniel could do well,
and he did it habitually because it required no effort. He whistled many things,
lovely haunting hits of melody picked out of the "Sturm und Drang" of Wagner,
selections from "Carmen," old folk melodies and Scotch airs.

The whistling drew an audience, and when it ceased there was a burst
genuine applause and an enthusiastic demand for more. Daniel whistled "The
Wearing of the Green." This was. a specialty of Daniel Ash's. He had once
whistled a Celtic club into a state of delirium with "The Wearin' o' the Green." He
whistled it now, having heard many brogues in the crowd and for the first time
the majority of those present realised, possibilities of Erin's wail.

A howl of applause followed, and Daniel knew he was safe till after lunch,
anyhow. Lunch had suddenly become vastly important.

Daniel had lunch with the crowd, and a delicious lunch it was. He ate well, he
drank well, and listened to two or three brief, jovial speeches. Then he arose.

"Gentlemen," he said, "with your permission. It seems to me that this
occasion should not be allowed to pass without a few words on the cause we all
have at heart, the noble, ameliorating and inspiring cause of temperance."

Here there was a little giggling applause, but Daniel continued, after
finishing his wine.

"All here are distinguished lights, | might say luminaries, in the tents of
Rechab, and all are doing their utmost to put down the cursed drink. Drink is a
devouring pestilence, a hideous evil to many, if to others only good, familiar
creature, and it is our duty as temperance advocates to keep from those men
who cannot drink fairly and wisely as much of the destroying fluid as we can
conveniently hold. Gentlemen, | toast teetotalism; may all our neighbours
observe it."

The speech was regarded as wholly ironical, and went pretty well.
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Daniel had motives of his own in making it. The company trooped on deck
again after lunch, and was served with coffee there. This was the crucial
moment. Daniel knew it. He had seen several prominent picnickers conferring
with the captain, and expected developments.

Developments resulted. While Daniel Ash was still trying with his coffee cup
the captain approached him.

"Excuse me, sir," he said, "but will you kindly explain who the deuce you are,
and how you came here?"

Daniel smiled a sweet smile, and turned an unruffled brow upon his
interlocutor.

"Surely, gentlemen, you know me very well— | am Daniel Emanuel Ash, the
shocking example of this pleasant party."

"Confound it, sir, no one knows you."

Daniel wrinkled his forehead in pleasing perplexity. "Nobody knows me?" he
said. "Is it possible there is some mistake? Is not this the Banded Rechabites of
Bethel?"

"It is not," answered the captain. "Nor are we the Women's Christian
Temperance Union."

"Dear me, not the Banded Rechabites of Bethel?"

"No, Mr. Daniel Emanuel Ash. This is a little gathering of visiting politicians
and Melbourne pressmen, and, naturally, the company is curious to know under
what heading you come in."

"I come in a natural curiosity, a freak, said Daniel; "but if what you tell me is
true. | certainly have no right here. | was invited to the picnic of the Banded
Rechabites of Bethel on the Porcupine."

"This is the Albert."

"Do not apologise, captain,” said Daniel, "the mistake is wholly mine."

"Humph! Didn't it strike you that we were curious Rechabites?"

"It did, indeed, occur to me that you were not the fresh water species. But
that was no concern of mine. You see, | occupied the distinguished position of
Shocking Example to the Banded Rechabites of Bethel. | had been caught quite
recently by Brother Cloom. | was invited to the picnic solely in my capacity as the
Shocking Example, and it was my intention, gentlemen, to show you later what a
Shocking Example in good working order was capable of if the liquor held out.
But, unhappily, I've drifted aboard the wrong ship, and | suppose my services as
a Shocking Example are no longer required."

"No longer," said the captain emphatically, "You will have noticed the boat
has stopped. Well, you have thrust yourself aboard this ship into company in
which you are wholly undesirable; we purpose thrusting you off again. Observe
that large buoy— well, that is to be your perch. You are to be the Alexander
Selkirk of the Q Buoy."
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"Indeed ? that is very interesting."

"We hope you will find it so."

Without further argument Daniel Ash was seized and lowered into a boat. A
couple of sailors rowed off with him, and a very few minutes later Daniel was
perched like a cormorant on the top of a large, rust-coloured iron buoy. The Odd
Man did not murmur. He took the action in very good part. To the sailors as they
pulled off he wished a very polite "Good day."

In truth, Daniel was quite satisfied that a mild little practical joke was being
played upon him for the amusement of the picnic, and already he had
determined to turn the position to his advantage. Of course, the boat would
return for him in a few minutes. He knew a picnic of responsible persons would
not dream of leaving him exposed to the elements for any lengthy period.

When the boat had reached the ship's side, and some show was being made
of hauling her up, Daniel uttered a heartrending cry, and rolled from the buoy
plunk into the sea. An answering cry of apprehension echoed from the gunboat.
Daniel reappeared on the surface, fought wildly with the atmosphere for a
moment, and sank again.

There was a yell of orders from the gunboat. The small boat was dropped
into the sea again. Three men jumped into her, and, encouraged by frantic cries
from the picnickers, pulled like devils towards the buoy. Daniel Emanuel Ash had
not reappeared.

It has been explained that the Odd Man could swim like a pilchard. When he
sank the second time he swam under water to the buoy, and came to the
surface on the other side, screened from the ship by its great hulk. When the
boat reached the spot where the Shocking Example sank, one sailor threw off
coat and boots and dived in.

Daniel behind the buoy realised what was going on. The yells from the ship
were most entertaining. Three times the sailor dived, and then Daniel realised,
that the moment of rescue had arrived. He dived simultaneously with one of the
men, swam under water, and rolled himself like a dead thing right into the arms
of the hero.

Daniel Ash was brought from the water apparently unconscious. He had
worked the dodge before more than once. Indeed, during one summer. he had
done remarkably well, being rescued, from a watery grave and succoured by
compassionate people at fashionable watering places.

Daniel was lifted aboard very gently. There was the greatest consternation
among, the picnickers. While the apparently drowned man was being
resuscitated, he heard a Minister of the Crown cry in his anguish, "By heaven, |
wouldn't have that man die for a thousand pounds! We'd never hear the last of
it."
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Other prominent politicians were as deeply concerned. They gathered round
anxiously advising. Their voices were juicy with emotion. Daniel Ash thoroughly
enjoyed himself. The Opportunist permitted himself to be revived after a few
minutes, but decided to remain in a low state. He wished to convey an idea that
his health was precarious.

The gunboat was put about, and presently Daniel discovered that he had lost
his purse in the water, also the ruby ring his mother gave him, and his watch
was ruined. "The watch was a heirloom," Daniel explained feebly, "and | would
not have parted with mother's ring for a pension."

Daniel wept quietly but touchingly. Hereabout the idea of a collection was
hinted.

"He might make a noise about the confounded affair if we don't do
something," said the captain.

Daniel in his bunk groaned and sighed, and murmured "Mother!"

The collection yielded £17 and some odd shillings. It was rarely profitable to
play practical jokes on the Odd Man Out.
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20: "Man Wanted."

18 August 1910

"MAN WANTED."

Daniel Emanuel Ash looked at the notice with careless regard. It was written
in a bold, feminine hand on a half-sheet of buff note, and secured to the gate
with a hairpin. Below was a small, highl polished brass plate, bearing the strange
device:

EXCELSIOR LADIES' COLLEGE
Miss Holland, Prince.

Daniel stepped back under cover of the hedge, set his bell-topper at a less
rakish angle, polished a poor shoe on the calf of each leg, and dusted his faithful
dinner jacket, with his finger tips. Then Daniel plucked the sheet of note from
the gate, and walked composedly up the long, trim garden path leading to the
prim, yellow building that was Miss Holland's Excelsior Ladies' College.

The door was opened by a stout, large-mouthed, red-faced servant. Daniel
presented the sheet of note.

"My card, Helen," he said. "l have called to take the billet."

"Oh, lor!" gasped the girl. "You ortenter rung the visitors' bell for Tommy's
job. .That's round the back."

"Whatever Tommy's job is, Nellie, lead me to it."

"Round be the side path. there, and I'll bring missus."

Miss Holland interviewed the new man in the asphalted backyard, among
the washing. She was a tall spare woman, whose natural timidity was thinly
disguised under a cultivated expression of great severity and an icy set of pince
nez.

Daniel .discovered almost at a glance that the chilly glasses had been
adopted as a measure of self-defence.

"She bosses the little girls with them," said he to himself. Aloud he said: "I
have come for the position, ma'am."

"Why don't you remove your hat when addressing a lady?" asked Miss
Holland. Her glasses glittered with awful austerity.

"Pardon!" Daniel removed his hat. "You applied for a man merely, not a
gentleman."

This was said in a tone of deep humility. Daniel the Opportunist was enjoying
himself.

"The duties of the position," Miss Holland explained, "are quite menial. You
clean the young ladies' boots, also the knives, forks and spoons, assist in the
kitchen, till the garden, and tend the pony. There are other small matters which
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you will discover as you go on. You will be the only man on the premises, and
must be in a measure the guardian of the school, and the wages are fifteen
shillings and sixpence everv week."

"Princely!" said the Odd Man. "I have no hesitation in accepting."

Mr. Ash contrived to be almost superior to his position. He was no fit
companion for a young ladies' seminary, hut Miss Holland, despite the severity
of her glasses, was singularly lacking in insight and worldly wisdom. A
handkerchief marked "Hon. Algernon Brocklehurst," and bearing a crest, artfully
dropped where one of the young ladies would discover it, and subsequently
claimed by Daniel with some show of distress, did the rest.

"Miss Constance," said Daniel in a low, troubled voice to the sweet girl
graduate who found the handkerchief, "you will not betray me to Miss Holland?
Promise you will respect my secret so far as she is concerned. It is hard— hard,
indeed, for a gentleman to bear the vicissitudes | have borne, to sink to menial
tasks, it would be insupportable were that good woman to know what | have
been, seeing what | am."

Daniel pretended to work as he talked, digging at the edge of the lawn with
a spade. "Oh, that's all right— | won't split," said Miss Constance.

But sweet Constance did not hold herself bound to keep the news from her
class-mates.

"Know what ?" she whispered ecstatically. ""The Mystic— he's a Nabob. He
is. | found his hanky. It's got a crest on it, and is marked the Honourable
something. He's a son of a duke."

"Didn't | say he was just 'it'?" murmured a romantic, fat pupil named Rosy.
The girls were wonderfully impressed.

"Fair do's!" said Miss Constant. "No tellin's. | promised him."

"What, were you talking with him? What would the Prince say?"

"Try to bore holes in me with her specs. My troubs!"

The Odd Man realrsed that his idea was working out all right on becoming
conscious of the fact that five or six young ladies had crept on to the box hedge
dividing this lawn from the vegetable garden, and were peeping at him through
the thick growth. He straightened himself, and thrust long, thin ingers through
his romantic hair, then turned large eyes suffused with sorrow towards the
school, and soliloquised aloud for the benefit of the eavesdroppers.

"Ah, to think that once | was the chosen companion of such charming girls as
these, so gentle, so refined, sweet white roses clustering on a single bush, and
that even now | might be their happy friend, proud of their confidence and
respect, if it were not for the plots of my enemies and the perfidy of my
friends."

The girls stole away, and presently romped on to the lawn, with a most
pretentious show of innocence and ingenuousness. It was against the rules to
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speak to "the man," but Miss Holland's pupils had small respect for the rules
when beyond the glare of Miss Holland's glasses.

Constance Hine drew nearer and nearer to Daniel, and, playing absently with
a ball and tennis bat, said in low tones: "l say, Mystic, we girls— us five— want
to clean our own boots of mornings, if you will let us."

Daniel pusbed his rake sadly along the grass, prongs uppermost, because it
was easier that way.

"Why do you wish to do that, young ladies— is it to spare me?"

"Oh, we just want to, that's all. And we'll make the other cats clean theirs,
too, if you like. Lazy beggars!"

"You are very sweet and kind, but | could not dream of —"

"Oh, go on, let us. We could sneak down to the kitchen in the morning
before the Prince is up, and each girl could do her own. We'd just love to. It
doesn't seem right for— for a gentleman to clean peoples' boots."

"God bless you, girls. You think me a gentleman, then?"

"Why, of course. Don't we, girls? Anyone could see it at a glance."

Daniel Emanuel Ash had already made good with Essie, the rotund, red-
faced servant. She, for some reason, absolutely refused to permit Daniel to
polish the knives and spoons and tend the fire, although it was the
determination to impose these tasks on his predecessor that led to the
ejectment of Tommy.

The Odd Man's most difficult task had been to propitiate Miss Stalker, the
thin, pale, depressed, old-young woman who combined the duties of teacher,
housekeeper and general watchwoman. She it was who was expected to keep a
controlling eye on the girls after school hours, and enforce the early-to-bed,
early-to-rise principles of the establishment. It was Essie gave Daniel the clue
that led to the subjugation of Miss Stalker.

"She's gotter a secret, sir," said Essie mysteriously. Essie always called Daniel
"sir," and was much more respectful to him than she had ever dreamed of being
to any mistress. "She's a bit iv a Spiritualist, believes. in spirits an' all that. If the
Prince 'eard of it, out she'd go on her ear ; but | took a tumble when | seen her
at a seance what my boy took me to one Sunday night!"

That was sufficient. Daniel became a medium for Miss Stalker's especial
benefit, and within a week might have ordered her to walk through Melbourne
at noon day in her nightdress, and she would have obeyed.

Daniel's job at Excelsior was now a sinecure, and Datnel was enjoying his life
of ease and deception immensely. In fact, it was the decoration that made it
enjovable. The Odd Man was now the affectionate friend of all the boarding
pupils. Miss Constance the bold had instituted another reform.

"We don't like you to have to rake the lawn and the paths," she sang to
Daniel one day when he was at his work, and she was gathering flowers for the
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table. Constance sang the words to the air of a familiar school grace. "So we've
decided that every girl must pick up any leaves she sees, and clear away any
litter she makes. She's to do it so that the Prince won't notice it; but it's got to
be done."

ONE AFTERNOON the Principal returned unexpectedly from a trip to the city,
and discovered Daniel basking in the sun on the lawn, with half a score of the
prettiest pupils lying about him, like the worshipping maidens in "Patience".

"Girls!" Miss Holland almost screamed the words. Consternation was on
every face but Daniel's. He held a whisp of grass in his hand, and addressed Miss
Holland from his knees.

"Dear ladv," he said, "l hope you will forgive the liberty ; but | had entered
into a description of the chemistry of grass, and the young ladies did me the
honour to be so interested that | am afraid we forgot our proper places and our
respective duties. You will agree with me that the wonderful and mysterious
processes by which nature moulds the richness of the soil into twig and leaf, and
turns them to produce the glory of the expanding rose, are more amazing to the
thinking mind than the miracles of old, or the accepted seven wonders of the
world."

"Ash, for the future, you will remember that the education of these young
ladies is my care," said Miss Holland severely; but she was impressed. The girls,
whom Daniel had been delighting with stories of his romantic youth, and
imaginary incidents of the fictitious period when he was a devil at college,
spluttered betweem their fingers behind Miss Holland's back.

"Chemistry of grass!" ejaculated tom-boisterous Constance Hine when they
were alone. "Isn't he a boshter?"

Daniel had got over the trouble of attending the pony by engaging Bill, the
butcher's boy, to come for an hour each .evening to clean out the stable and
groom the diminutive neddy. His pay was to be 3/ a week, paid quarterly. Daniel
Ash reckoned Bill's application for his first quarter's pay would be a nice surprise
for Principal Holland, of the Excelsior Seminary.

THE ODD MAN had been at the school about five weeks, and for a fortnight
past he had been making casual references to his birthplace. This action was
merely speculative: something might come of it, something might not. The
remarks called for no effort, anyhow. Something did come of it, and as usual
Constance Hine, hoyden, was promoter.

"It's your birthday, isn't it, Mystic?" she said, having stolen into the summer-
house where Daniel was enjoying a cigarette. "Well, we've decided to give you a
party. Now, you can't get out of it. Fourteen of us and the Stalker are in it, but
it's got to take place in the kitchen after the Prince has gone beddy-by. You
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simply can't get out of it. We've bought all the goodies, and we've cajoled
Stalker and arranged everything. The kitchen's a long way from Holland's room,
and she sleeps like a fat bear."

Daniel was delighted to accept, and it was really a very happy and innocent
party. There were twelve girls present, and each gave Daniel a birthday gift. Miss
Stalker and Essie waited at table, much ginger-ale was drunk, and many sweets
were eaten.

After the spread Daniel whistled several quaint airs, whistling softly and
winningly. Then he recited a wonderful thrilling poem. It was a muffled
recitation, but all the more appealing for that. He even prevailed upon
Constance to dance to his piping, and it was in the midst of a whirling skirt dance
that Miss Holland, weirdly gowned in a wrapper of many colours, burst on the
scene.

"Miss Stalker! Girls!" Her voice broke into a shrill treble of dismay. "What is
the meaning of this— this madness?"

Again Daniel rose to the occasion. He approached: Mrs. Holland silently, his
deep, dark eyes looking into her glasses, now robbed of all impressiveness.

"Miss Holland," he said, "I command you to say nothing."

"You— you dare!" stammered the Principal.

"I dare. Look at these girls. Look at Miss Stalker. Do you notice nothing ? Of
course not. Let me explain. These are my subjects. | am a hypnotist. These
simple creatures are all mesmerised. Behind your mistress!" he commanded,
turning to the girls. The pupils caught the cue, and all flocked into a corner at
Miss Holland's back.

"My gracious me!" gasped Miss Holland. "Do not force me to memsrise you,
madame, to compel obedience," said Daniel,taking a pass at her. Miss Holland
retreated before him, hiding her eyes in her hands. "

"Oh, please, don't!" she cried.

The Odd Man turned to the others, flicking thumb and finger before their
eyes.

"Now you're all right," he said, Aside, he whispered to Constance, "Put up a
bluff."

"Where am |—oh, where am I?" stammered the girl, running to the Principal
for protection.

"What has happened?"

Miss Holland, still clasping her hands over her eyes to ward off the
mesmerist's influence, led her girls to the door. "I shall talk with you in the
morning, sir," she said."

Of course that was Daniel's last night at the Excelsior Seminary. As he walked
down the path towards the gate after his morning's interview with Miss Holland,
a voice whispered through the hedge:
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"Hist! Look under the big stone at the corner."
Under the stone mentioned Daniel found the sum of 27/9 in many coins.
Constance Hine had made a collection.
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21: He Effects a Wonderful Cure.
25 August 1910

THE SPRING SUN warmed the stretch of white, clean sand between the grey ti-
tree and the deep blue sea, and the old gentleman upon whom Daniel Emanuel
Ash's regard was fixed for the moment reposed in a large, wheeled invalid's
chair. The old gentleman in the wheeled chair was big, plump, and pink skinned.
He looked like a mammoth infant in an overgrown perambulator.

The invalid was dozing in the sunshine, soaking in the new warmth. At a little
distance a uniformed nurse sat in the shade of a clump of scrub, absorbed in a
love story.

"The motive power," said Daniel, allowing his eye to rove from the sleeper to
the slim, grey figure in the shade. Mr. Ash approached the carriage, and rattled
his cane on the arm of it. The elderly baby awoke with a start, and for a moment
gazed at Daniel in open-mouthed alarm. The invalid gave an impression of a
huge, fat infant on the point of bursting into tears, and only restrained by awe.

Daniel regarded him with benevolent interest, and then pointed at. the
swathed nether limbs.

"I know," he said. "Gout."

The elderly infant gave way to sudden spleen.

"You're a liar," he said.

"Not gout?" answered Daniel with gentle commiseration. "Then
rheumatism, Tut-tut-tut," he clicked a sympathetic rattle with his tongue. "How
sad!"

"How dare you— you insolent beggar!" squealed the invalid. "You— you
ragged loafer. How dare you wake me?"

"Rheumatism," said Daniel with a pathetic inflection and a far-away look in
his eyes. "Rheumatism. A dreadful complaint. We think of the agonies of the
afflicted and forgive him everything."

"Confound your beastly impudence, you— you— you dirty loafer!" piped the
invalid, his natural pink deepening to a bright red. Snatching a heavy stick out of
his rug he hit at Daniel viciously.

"Uneven temper is only to be looked for," mused Daniel aloud. "In the
torments of Hades none of us are angels."

"Are you still talking to me?" piped the invalid, his irascibility becoming
ridiculous in its excess. "You insolent hound! Hound! Hound! Hound!" Finishing
with a yell, he hurled his stick at Mr. Ash.

"Ah, very sad— very sad indeed," said Daniel.

"Nurse! Nurse!" squealed the patient viciously. "Don't you see this beggar
annoying me? You shall be dismissed. Go for the police! Send for the police!"
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The nurse approached in great trepidation. Daniel raised his hat and bowed
gallantly.

"Our poor friend is mistaken," he said. "l was touched by his lamentable
condition."

The patient, to whom the Odd Man had restored his stick, here squealed
irritably, and made another lunge at the sympathetic stranger.

"The police!" he cried.

"Go away," said the nurse. "How dare you?"

"Please, do not misunderstand my motives," said Daniel Ash very gravely.
"Of course, | shall go if you wish it, and if our poor friend really wishes it; but |
imagined | might be of great service to him."

"The beggar!" piped the afflicted one. "The dirty, impudent beggar— he
woke me up!" The patient threw his stick again, and again Daniel picked it up
and restored it, receiving a rap on the knuckles for his pains.

"I am Professor Daniel Emanuel Ash, the famous magnetic healer," said the
Opportunist. "Of course, you have heard of me?"

"No, | have not," answered the nurse shortly.

"Nor you, sir?"

"Insolent hound!" squealed the patient, and threw his hat at Daniel.

"Possibly not," Mr. Ash continued, returning the afflicted one his headgear.
"I have not been practising for years. | was compelled to abandon it because it
was killing me. But in my time | cured more rheumatic sufferers than all the
doctors of Melbourne put together. | did it for love of my fellow man. It nearly
broke my heart to have to desist. But | was forced to. The nervous strain and
continual exhaustion of magnetic energy brought me to death's door. | ceased,
ruined in health, and poor in pocket. My reward is this."

He displayed himself with an air of sweet forbearance.

"I never recovered the drain on my vital forces, and cannot struggle for a
living as others can, but | do not mind that. What | really mind is that | must no
longer ease the afflicted, and bring .icy to the suffering."

"You are a liar!" the sick man said tentatively.

Daniel smiled kindly on the sufferer.

"I was touched by his affliction," he said, still addressing the nurse. "l would
have done my best for him, whatever it might have cost me. But | know my
appearance excites suspicion. | go."

Daniel bowed, and, sighing heavily, turned to leave.

"Hi, hi— here, stop, stop !" cried the patient. "You say you can cure me?"

"I am sure that if | had a few days' rest, with proper nourishment to . restore
my vital forces, | could exert my old powers again."

The invalid pointed his stick straight at Daniel.

"I'll try you out," he said.
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"But sir— sir," protested the nurse.

"Go to the deuce!" snapped the patient, hitting at her angrily.

"What will Mr. William say?" pleaded the woman.

"Mr. William can go to the deuce, too. Here, push, push! And you, mister,
you follow!"

Within a few minutes Daniel Emanuel Ash found himself established in the
home of Mr. Jeremy Lane, a retired gentleman of considerable means, living in a
fine house set in beautiful grounds. With Mr. Jeremy Lane lived his son, William,
and William's wife and family The effort of propitiating Grandfather Jeremy had
reduced Mrs. William to skin and bone, and Mr. William was a woeful
combination of nervousness and indecision. Grandfather Jeremy was a sweet
old soul, whose one aim in life seemed to be to give all those about him as much
trouble as possible, and as many anxious moments as was compatible with
human endurance.

Jeremy Lane, junior, aged nine, was supposed to be Gran'pa's favourite, and
Gran'pa showed his favouritism by having little Jeremy up at all hours of the
night to push him round and round the billiard room.

Gran'pa never walked, but always carried a big hooked walking-stick. This
was not to assist locomotion, but to rap people over the head with when the
spirit moved him. Once he fumed for an hour, and threatened to disinherit his
son William because William ducked when the walking-stick was hurled at him.

Of course, there was a row over Daniel Emanuel Ash. Daniel stood calmly
aside, wearing an air of sweet resignation, while the family had it out. Mrs.
William expostulated over "this wretched impostor" being brought into the
house.

"Whose house, madam?" squealed Gran'pa. "My house, by——! And if you
don't like those | bring into it, madam, why, dammit, there's the door, ma'am,
and there's the window!"

The sufferer hurled his walking-stick through a big pane, and blended his
squeals of wrath with the crash of glass. Mr. William was sent for, and he, too,
started expostulations. Gran'pa Jeremy fairly howled.

"Can't a man please himself with his own? Send for a lawyer. D'yeh hear? A
lawyer! A lawyer! By the holy—!I'll leave my money to establish a home for
magnetic, healers. "A lawyer! A lawyer, damyeh!"

Gran'pa fought so fiercely that he and his chair went over with a crash. It
was Daniel who was first to the rescue, who raised Jeremy to his couch, and
soothed his agonies with magnetic vibrations.

Of course, Grandfather Jeremy had his own way. Daniel was permitted to
make himself at home in "Roseholm." Jeremy, in the vindictiveness excited by
his family's opposition, instructed the servants to obey the Opportunist in all
things. The idea was that Daniel Ash, Magnetic Healer, was to have his powers
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restored by a week of easy living and good eating, after which he was to drive
the rheumatic pangs from Jeremy's wretched legs by the exercise of his
marvellous natural gifts.

Gran'pa gave Daniel William's second best suit, and advanced him £15 for
such articles as might be necessary for assuring a speedy cure.

The Odd Man enjoyed an easy and most luxurious week. It appeared that
Champagne and good cigars were essential to the building up of a large store of
magnetic energy. Then the magnetic healer got to work.

"You finite understand. Mr. Lane," he said, "that | am sacrificing my vitality
to save you."

"Yes, yes, yes!" snapped the Uncle Jeremy. "Fifty pounds— a hundred
pounds! It's yours if you cure. By gad, if it's a success you shall live here! I'll
pension you."

Daniel had his patient spread on the bed.

"First," he said, "we must use the Psychic Oil." £10 of the £15 advanced was
supposed to have been spent on this Psychic Oil, a mysterious and most
precious unction deriving its magnetic powers from the North Pole.

Daniel took a small phial from his pocket, and pouring a little on the afflicted
limbs, he rubbed them for half-an-hour. "Now," he said, "the sacred red flannel
of the Maharajah."

He spread red flannel over Jeremy's legs, and breathed through it for
another twenty minutes.

"And now," he said, "for the magnetic passes."

Daniel drew the fingers of both hands down one leg, and threw the pain off
at the toes.

"I can feel it going," piped Jeremy Lane. "It's 'going! It's going!"

Certainly Grandfather Jeremy felt a decided magnetic thrill as Daniel's
healing fingers trailed over his afflicted places. His faith in the Odd Man was
instantly perfected.

DANIEL REMAINED a fortnight and three days at "Roseholm," during which
time he drew on Grandfather Lane to the extent of £35 for further supplies of
Psychic Oil and more red flannel of the Maharajah, which, it appeared, lost its
power after one application.

Obviously, Jeremy Lane was very much the better for the ministrations of
the magnetic healer; he could now use his stick with quite youthful dexterity,
and could throw it with remarkable vigour, never failing to bring down the
object aimed at, whether an expensive vase, a window or an affectionate
relative. He was louder, too, and more verbose, and his appetite was
marvellous.
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In his new exuberance Gran'pa insisted on being wheeled at a run, and
began to make love to the new nursery governess. He was leading a fast Life.

Mr. William's disgust with Daniel Ash was past concealing. He had frequently
threatened physical violence, and once he attempted it, but Daniel, with a neat
trick, threw him on his head in the tortoise pond.

"I can feel for you." said Daniel, benignly, helping waterlogged William out of
the pond.

"It is distressing, no doubt, to see youth and strength restored to an aged
and wealthy relation, but my duty is plain."

"You're an impostor, a rogue, a ruffian!" spurted William. "This has gone too
far. | shall proceed against you for obtaining money under false pretences, you
swindler."

"And grandpapa— what will he say?"

"My father can say what? he likes— do what he likes; this imposition shall go
no further."

Daniel saw that Mr. William meant business, and imparted his fears to
Jeremy on the sands that afternoon.

"Oh, he'll take action, will he?" piped Jeremy Lane. "Let him thwart me, and,
begad, I'll bundle him down the steps, bag and baggage."

"No, no," murmured Daniel, benevolently.

"I will, and thanks to you | could do it."

"But there is an easier way, sir. Let us convince him of the genuineness of
the cure. You have not walked for five years, he believes. He is on the lawn now,
with his wife and her brother. | wheeled you down from the house; now, if you
wheeled me back the demonstration would amaze them.

"A good idea," chirped Gran'pa. "A splendid idea. By Jove, | like it—I like it!"
Gran'-pa Jeremy tittered and squirmed in his perambulator for a whole minute.

"It's lovely. I'll do it. Out with me! Out with me!"

Daniel helped his patient out, wheeled the chair to the smooth path, and got
in himself, and two minutes later, to the utter astonishment, of Mr. and Mrs.
William .and their relation, Grandfather Jeremy, appeared on the garden walk,
pushing his own wheeled chair, and, lolling in the chair, puffing a large cigar, was
Daniel Emanuel Ash!

"So you'll prosecute him, will you ?" cried Gran'pa. "He's an impostor, is he?"

"Yes, he is," said Mr. William,' stoutly, when he had somewhat recovered,
"and there's a proof." He threw a small hat article, like a tiny camera,, on the
summer-house table.

"That's a galvanic battery," he said. "l discovered it in the room of this arrant
humbug. That's how you get your magnetic thrills. He wears the battery at his
back under his clothes, with wires coming to these bands, which go round his
wrists."
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Gran'pa Jeremy gaped at the battery.

"And galvanic batteries won't cure me," he stuttered. ."Didn't | try them for
ayear?"

"Look at this," Mr. William continued, producing a big bottle. "That is his
famous Psychic Oil. Read the prescription— 'Harness oil, ninepence a pint.'|
found that in his room, too. Smell it."

Gran'pa sniffed at the bottle, uttered a howl! of rage, and turned on Daniel,
whirling his stick. Daniel Ash and Gran'pa Jeremy went down together. Gran'pa
Jeremy was helped into his chair again, and Daniel Ash was helped off the
premises.

When the Odd Man recovered consciousness, he was sitting on the
footpath, propped against Lane's fence, with a lump on his head as large as a
banana where Gran'pa's stick landed; but he still had Mr. William's suit, and
sewed in the lining of the coat a nice little wad of bank notes, the profit on his
latest venture. Scattered about him were his belongings, thrown out by the irate
Mr. William. So Daniel took up his goods and walked, whistling "The Old Bull and
Bush," with clever variations.
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22: A Provincial Plot
1 September 1910

DANIEL EMANUEL ASH had been making a close study of Donald McTav. Donald
was a raw-boned, sandy man, whose red face was beset with a ring of confused
whiskers, whiskers that looked like a jumble of tufts. His eyebrows were en
suite, and resembled a belt of red scrub. Donald was a farmer in a small,
cautious, canny way of business, and Daniel's study of him was from behind logs
mainly.

If the proper study of mankind is man, Daniel was thorough in well doing. He
even prosecuted sly inquiries concerning "Tonald" in the Yibly district. These
inquiries confirmed the Odd Man's first impression, and on a pleasant afternoon
he presented himself at the fence of McTav's backyard, when Mrs. McTav was
chopping wood, or at least hitting a wool-heap inconclusive blows with an axe,
after the manner of her kind.

"Won't you let me do that for you, lady?" asked the Odd Man in his most
winning manner.

Mrs McTav looked up, suspicion in her small grey eyes.

"Get outer this," she said. "Certainly, madame," Daniel raised his hat. "But it
pains me to see a lady occupied at hard manual labour, and | would willingly cut
the wood for you."

Mrs. McTav softened. "Yi'll get nothin' for it, mindjer," she cautioned him.

"Blessed are the humble that expect it in the neck," said Daniel, "for, behold,
they have no disappointments. But a morsel of bread and meat, madame, a cup
of tea."

Mrs. McTav hit the wood-heap a fifth time, a piece of timber flew up and
struck her on the elbow, and Mrs. McTav yelped a bad Scotch word caught from
"Tonald."

"Oh, come along, then," she snorted. "Some bread an' meat. But you'll have
to get it ate afore McTav gets hack. McTav's a frugal man."

Daniel entered the yard, took off his old dinner jacket, and laid it reverently
aside, poised his crumpled bell-topper, and approached his task.

"Mind yeh," said Mrs. McTav warily, "a heap that high, an' yeh get on'y one
piece iv bread an' meat."

"And a cup of tea, madame. The tea is an essential condition of the
contract."

Mrs. McTav grumbled an assent, and shuffled into the kitchen, growling and
rubbing her hurt elbow. Mr. Ash took up the axe, and struck the wood-heap
several times, merely as a guarantee of good faith, not so as to do the wood any
material or lasting injury. He made a sort of noise suggestive of a log being
attacked in a perfunctory sort of way, but all the time his eye was on a small,
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male chicken prospecting for grubs. The chicken was a bird of an unsuspicious
character: it had no doubts about the Odd Man tickling the wood-heap, and
Daniel took up a billet, and laid for it.

The Opportunist seized the first opening, and smote the chicken. It was a
dead bird. Under cover of the wood-heap Daniel cut off the chicken's head and
caught much blood in a jam tin. Then he dug a hole with the axe, and buried the
mangled corpse of his innocent victim.

After this Daniel struck the wood-heap with more or less violence nine
times, to carry conviction to the woman indoors. The Odd Man's next action was
an extraordinary one. He took off his left shoe, and cut it nearly in half with a
blow of the axe.

When Mrs. McTav came out a few minutes later to investigate the sudden
silence, she found Daniel Emanuel Ash in a fainting condition, sitting on a log. On
a log in front of him rested his left leg, the foot of which was swathed in
bandages— the bandages were stained with blood; much blood bestrewed the
logs, the axe, and the adjacent landscape.

Donald McTav was full of bitterness when he found a strange man, and a
lowly and unkempt radical at that, reposing on his "colonial" sofa in the kitchen
when he returned to his home an hour later.

Mrs. McTav explained how the poor man had gashed his foot open when
splitting some wood for her, and told admiringly of his bandaging his own hurt,
with the intention of stealing away rather than give her trouble. He was too
weak from pain and loss of blood to move, however, and now merely desired to
rest a little while.

"Mind yeh, I'm no re-e-esponsible," cried McTav. "l dinna admit ta havin'
onny liabeelities whateffer. Ye were no engagit by me, an' I'll no be troubled wi'

ye.

The wounded man turned a wan face to McTav, and smiled feebly.

"You are right," he whispered weakly, "perfectly right and just. | ask nothing,
but that | may stay under cover till my foot will support me. The shelter of your
roof, a morsel of food for one night, perhaps two, and | shall be able to move.
Meanwhile, perhaps | shall be able to more than recompense you. | am a
saddler. If you have harness that needs mending | shall be happy to do it."

"Eh, eh I" Donald McTav started digging among his cow-licked whiskers. "
have a wee bittee o' broken harness maybe. But no reesponsibility, mind ye. |
dinna employ ye, | dinna come under the preenciples o' the Act in onny way,
mind ye that. Mary, | call ye ha' weetness— no reesponsibility, no
reesponsibility."

So Daniel Emanuel Ash remained at "Tonald" McTav's, and Donald watched
him with dire apprehension, obviously afraid that he was about to be eaten out
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of house and home when his wife gave the patient a bowl of broth. McTav could
hardly tear himself away to return to his work after dinner, so fearful was he
that the intruder might rise up and bite the victuals, or bring ruin on the house
of McTav with some similar extravagance.

"Mary, ye munna over-feed the laddie, mind ye that," he said impressively as
he left.

Daniel Ash was still on the couch in the kitchen when McTav returned that
evening, his blood-stained foot resting on a cushion. McTav grumbled and
growled about the "reesponsibility," and dug in amongst his clumps of face hair,
and occasionally whimpered like a man brought to the verge of ruin by an
unmerited visitation of Providence. After tea he dragged a pile of broken
harness into the kitchen, the mending of which would have cost him several
pounds in the open market.

"Ye micht be pittin' in a wee bit time, ma man," he said. "It isna righteous ta
eat the bread o' idleness."

But it seemed that Daniel, who had eaten a very good tea, was too weak and
in too low a state to mend harness; so he lay on the couch, and read the
miscellaneous poems of Bobbie Burns, and McTav sat in the corner, and
cowered and growled, and grubbed his tufts.

Next morning Daniel had a comfortable resting place made for him in the
fruit garden, and he lay in the sun, crippled, but luxurious, and while he lazed
away the time here "Tonald" McTav laboured in the fields, a prey to the
melancholy reflection that his frugal husbandry was being brought to nought by
the ruinous cost of the up-keep of a crippled stranger, whose lavish
consumption of mutton broth was making Caledonia not only stern and wild,
but unutterably sad.

Here the furtive stranger found McTav. The furtive stranger was a stout,
pale, puffy-faced man, with three days' growth of sooty beard, and a horrid
"korf." This man did not descend upon Donald; he crept up to him in a secretive,
anxious way, as if seeking cover in the tussocks and behind the stumps.

"I say, blokie," he said huskily, "are you the cove what' lives in the house be
the crick?"

McTav clawed his tangled mat, and weighed possibilities.

"Ye-es, maybe," he said. "And your name's McTav?"

"Aye, pee-raps. Mind yeh, | admit nothin'."

"Well, do you know who that man is staying at your house?"

The furtive one's manner had become awe-inspiring, his pallid, puffy face
suggested hideous possibilities. McTav was stricken with terror.

"Mind yeh, | admit no reesponsibility," he gasped. "If ye're a doctor body, or
onnything like o' that, | dinna take onny liabeelities."
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"Do you know who he is? Do you know what he is?" asked the other almost
fiercely.

"I dinna," said McTav. "l have na' the smallest knowledge o' the creature."

The furtive one looked anxiously to all the points of the compass.

"Then you don't know what he's worth?" whispered the pallid man.
"Worth!" Donald's ears stood out, his whiskers prickled.

"Worth! Ye dinna mean yon deeplorable creature has onnythin'— has
propeerty?"

"Not a bean," gasped the other. Donald McTav waited with burning
impatience till the stranger worked off a spasm of his horrid "korf," and the
furtive one continued.

"He ain't got property enough t' exercise a flea on, but orl the same, blokie,
he's worth a bit t' me, and he's worth a bit t' you."

"Man!" cried McTav whose whiskers were now electrical with expectation,
"dinna tantalise me. Yell make me vexit. Whateffer d'ye mean?"

"Wot | say." Again the stranger indulged his "korf."

"He's worth a tidy lump o' money to one iv us."

"Mind yeh," said McTav impressively. "I saw him first."

"The question is," the other muttered huskily and speculatively, "whether |
can trust you?"

"Man, ye can," cried Donald. "I'm always ta be trustit if onnything is ta be
made be it."

"Well, that man is— No, | won't. You'll do me in the eye. | takes you into me
confidence, and you does me fer every bean. 'Tain't business."

Donald had dropped his hoe. He was dancing with anxiety.

"Man, man, ye can trust me," he raved.

"I carn't." retorted the other sourly, "There's two hundred good golden
jimmy-ogobs t' be made out o' that bloke loafin' up et your house, and I'm the
man what makes it. Me, Billy Burke— | makes it on me little all-alonesome."

He moved as if to go, but McTav was clinging to his arm.

"Twa hundred poond!" cried Donald with heartfelt anguish. "Twa hundred
poond. Ye dinna mean it. Ye're jist foolin' wi' me. Twa hundred poond! Mon,
mon, it isna posseeble."

"Ain't, it but. Well, you watch Billy Burke, an' you'll see him gather it in all
right."

"Mind ye, | saw him first," McTav repeated fretfully."There's ma rights ta be
conseedered. Aye, an' there's ma expeenses. Man, ye wouldna' believe how von
meeserable boddie can lap up the brose. Dinna forget ma expenses."

"My troub's about your expenses," growled Billy Burke. "But I'm willin' t'
make a deal with you."

"Come ben the hoose," answered Mack eagerlv, tugging at Burke.
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"No, no, no!" The pallid man looked alarmed. "He knows me. He mustn't see
me. That would spoil everything. See, here, Scottie, do you want to make a lump
of money?"

"Man, yes!" Donald's answer was almost a yell. "Well, we'll go halves. That's
a £100 each." He drew Donald to him, and breathed a hoarse, influenza whisper
in his ear. "The man at your house is Cooper!"

"Cooper!" squealed Mack. "The gaol breaker?"

Billy Burke nodded.

"Yes, the bloke they're offerin' £200 reward for."

"I dinna believe it!" breathed Donald, to whom: the news was too good to
be true.

"Oh, yeh don't? Well, | do, an' I've no objection to takin' the whole two
hundred. Here's off."

"No, no, dinna be hasty. I'm in wi' ye."

"Why, you fool, he's got one of the irons on his leg at this moment, tied up
to his knee under his trousers. Go and look' fer yourself. But mind you don't
scare him."

THERE WAS an extraordinary change in Donald McTav's manner when he
went home that morning; he was wheedling and propitiatory to Daniel Ash.

McTav went back to Billy Burke, feverish with greed.

"Yer right, man," he stuttered; "yer right. Let us be goin' for the police
bodies. Twa hundred poon'!"

He moved impetuously towards the township.

"Here, hold hard," said Burke. "As a matter of fact I'd rather not appear in
this, if we can come to a hunderstandin’, you an' me. See, here, | don' wanter
see the police. I'm on fer a deal; gimme fifty quid an' you can take the thing on
alone."

Instantly McTav bristled with suspicions.

"Na, ye dinna get, Tonald McTav doing onnything in the dark," he said.

"You won't deal. Then I'm hanged if you'll get a cut at all. I'll do the thing on
my own."

"Stay, stay, dinna be hasty. The matter calls for explanation."

"Well, I'll give it. | don't want t' meet the police. That's a fact. | was in quod
with Cooper— that's how | knew him. Me and the police ain't on good terms. |
don't want to meet 'em; but if | could go with this information perhaps it 'ud be
all right. Anyhow, I'd get the two hundred."

Billy Burke and Donald McTav remained over an hour in argument, and in
the end Donald's cupidity prevailed— he bought out Burke's right, title and
interest in the discovery of the escaped convict for the sum of £25, and Mr.
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Burke took the straightest route out of McTav's locality, while McTav mounted
his roan horse, and sought Constable Ogilvie at Yibly township.

When McTav returned with Ogilvie they were consternated to hear from
Mary that the patient had gone. She pointed the way, and the pursuit began.
Daniel Ash was overtaken about two miles along the road.

The constable reined up, and looked down at him with disgust,

"That Cooper?" he said. "McTav, you're a Highland jackass, if there is such an
animal, This is no more like Cooper than I'm like a musk duck. Good day!"

Ogilvie simply wheeled his horse, and cantered back towards Yibly, his soul a
seething geyser of disgust.

McTav had told him nothing but that he had the convict Cooper safe and
sound waiting to be arrested, McTav sat on his club-footed roan, gazing stupidly
at Daniel Ash.

"Ye're no the conve'ect Cooper?" he mumbled. "Then who's yon scoondril?"

"Do you mean the pale, unshaved stranger that came begging this
morning?" asked Daniel, mildly. "Oh, that was Cooper."

"Cooper!" squealed McTav. "The conveect?"

"Yes, Cooper— the real Cooper!"

McTav wheeled his horse, and rode after Ogilvie, squealing desperately, and
Daniel Ash walked on.

OF COURSE Daniel was merely indulging his love for carrying a practical joke
to its extreme when he said the pallid one was Cooper; really this was his old
friend and sometime collaborateur, the begging letter-writer. When they met in
Melbourne a day later, as per arrangement, Daniel allowed his assistant in the
intrigue to keep £10 of the £25 he had taken from Donald McTav.
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23: A Good Recovery
8 September 1910

DANIEL ASH was hard pushed when he descended to the lowly infamy of
"working the cemeteries."

"Working the cemetery" is the policy of a small, unworthy and callous class
of rapscallions who live upon their very limited wits by imposing on sentimental
women who love to haunt burying places and put in most of their spare
afternoons weeping on the grave of a husband or a lover. The woman bent over
the final resting place of William James

MacKay might have been thirty-five, her dress was in excellent condition,
and her hat was fashionable. Her face was pressed into a handkerchief about
twice the size of a one-penny duty stamp. The relict, if such she were, was taking
her grieving very composedly; she did not sob or call upon the late lamented,
but sat there calmly and silently, with the two by two hanky pressed gently to
her features.

The low moan of the stranger startled her; she dropped her hands, and
looked up in marked surprise.

A man was standing by the grassy mound covering the late William James
Mackay, a slim man of a little over medium height, and middle age, somewhat,
shabbily garbed, but whose pale, dean-shaven face and thick, longish, waving,
iron-grey hair gave him a certain distinction. The lady mourner noticed that her
colleague in woe was wearing a crippled bell-topper afflicted with spinal
curvature, and a decadent dinner jacket. The man bowed his head and pressed
his hands over his eyes, and a sob broke from his labouring breast.

"Poor William," he said. "Poor old Bill." He stifled a second sob with even
greater difficulty. "You, too, loved him, lady?"

"Why, who are you ?" asked the lady.

Daniel Emanuel Ash removed his hands from his face, and gazed at her for a
moment through eyes blinded with tears. Then he did an extraordinary thing. He
sat on the coping beside her, and, taking her hand, pressed it in silent sympathy,
and sobbed again. It was very pathetic.

"I'm sure | don't understand," said the lady.

"Mrs. Mackay," murmured Daniel, and pressed her hand again. The lady
withdrew her hand.

"How do you know | am Mrs. Mackay ?" she asked. "I recognised you as my
dear friend's wife. He has often described you to me."

"Oh," answered Mrs. Mackay. She looked Daniel over again.

"I don't remember you among William's friends," she said. Daniel shook his
head. "No, madam; we have not met since his marriage, but he must have
spoken me to you."
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"Won't you tell me your name?"

"Can't you guess?" answered Mr. Ash, with a melancholy show of
cheerfulness.

"Not Arthur Craig?" cried the lady.

"And why not, Mrs. Mackay," tasked the other mourner sadly, "why not?"

"But | always understood from William that Mr. Craig was a fairly well-to-do
man."

Daniel shook his head in silent but eloquent comment on the vagaries of
fortune. "And what else did William tell you of me ?"

"You were schoolmates, your father left you a good Sydney business, and
you had been good to him in various ways."

Daniel nodded his head again, hut turned it away to hide the emotions that
threatened to overcome him.

"Yes." he murmured. "Bill never forgot my kindness, he had a grateful heart.
But what | did was a greater gratification to me than to him. It is indeed more
blessed to give than to receive, Mrs. Mackay, when the recipient is a friend
whom you love like a brother. Of what use, dear lady, is the world's riches to us
if we shut out from our souls the sufferings of our fellows, and deny ourselves
the sweetest of all joys, the privilege of extending a helping hand to the needy
and afflicted?"

"But, excuse me," said Mrs. Mackay; "you do not look like—"

Daniel put up a quavering hand in gentle protest.

"Don't," he said. "Mrs. Mackay, you behold a ruined man. | had almost said a
hopeless one. but while there are kind hearts in the world, why should we
despair? Yes, all gone, everything— business, friends, credit." He made a gesture
of utter abandonment. "l have come to Melbourne because | could no longer
bear to have Sydney people who knew what | was behold what | am."

"You were good to William." There was a touch of emotion in Mrs. Mackay's
voice.

"Don't speak of it," murmured Daniel. "Please, please, do not mention it."

But the matter was mentioned again and again. Daniel took particularly
good care of that, and other matters came out, from which the lady gathered
that the boyhood's friend of her late lamented was on the verge of starvation,
and had been twice out to the end of the Port Melbourne Pier, contemplating
suicide.

The whole thing was excellently done from the dramatic point of view.
Daniel's facial play was extremely fine, and within forty minutes of his
introducing himself he was accompanying the widow in a cab to her residence.

Mrs. Mackay explained by the way that she kept a boarding house; but she
pointed out that it was an extremely select boarding house.
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"William, you know, did not leave me too well off, but | am doing my best,"
she said ; "and it would be indeed hard if | could not help one to whom my dear
husband owed so much. | can at least give you meals and rest and some decent
raiment."

Daniel was smuggled into the select boarding house— a large, square,
cemented packing box of a house in a couple of acres, walled in by fir trees, ina
seaside suburb. He was given a little, room, and an evening suit of the late Mr.
Mackay's.

"We always dress for dinner," said Mrs. Mackay.

Daniel did his own clothes into a bundle, to be available for immediate
removal, a precaution he usually took in such circumstances.

Mr. Ash was easily the most striking figure at Mrs. Mackay's bright table that
night. He noticed that his entrance was a matter of common interest, and
wondered in what way the hostess had prepared her friends for the new guest.
Daniel talked all through the meal, trying deftly to keep conversation from the
deceased William James Mackay, but Mrs. Mackay showed a melancholy
tendency to revert to this theme.

"You know," she explained, "Mr. Craig was my poor dear husband's bosom
friend. Weren't you, Mr. Craig!"

"The consciousness of that is the joy of my life, Mrs. Mackay," Daniel replied.

Mrs. Mackay went into details, and Daniel noticed that the matter was
treated with marked concern by the guests. Evident the late William James
Mackay had been a lovable personality. Several of the gentlemen made
interesting inquiries about his youth and early manhood. All were moved by
Daniel's description of William's powers as a baritone singer. There was
altogether too much of William James Mackay.

Mrs. Mackay's boarders were of the commercial traveller and stock broker
class. There were several substantial looking Jews among them. Daniel began to
understand the house better after dinner, when there was an almost immediate
adjournment to a large room, set out about a dozen tables, all prepared for card
playing.

The gambling began immediately, and it was deep, earnest and persistent.
Other guests dropped in, and Daniel could not fail to notice that he was the first
subject of conversation between the hostess and the newcomers. After the
preliminary conversation the latest arrival was introduced to Daniel with great
elaboration.

"Mr. Arthur Craig, of Sydney," Mrs. Mackay would say. "You know, he was
my poor dear husband's best friend."

Daniel was already tired of the poor dear husband, but he was greatly
interested in the little hazard party that had established itself in the north-west
corner.
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"You will forgive me, | am sure, Mrs. MacKay," he said, taking the hostess
aside, "but where all are playing | seem like an outcast. Might | presume a little
further on your generosity? I'm certain my luck has turned."

Mrs. Mackay advanced two half-sovereigns, and Daniel joined the hazard
players.

The hazard players lived to regret it. Daniel Emanuel Ash won. His luck was
so good that he was presently able to emulate a brisk, gilded, young Hebrew,
who had just ordered half-a-dozen of champagne. The house provided the
wine— half-guinea bottles at a guinea.

Mrs. Mackay's boarding house was run on broad, profit-making principles.
Daniel's luck excited much concern. Daniel could not help noticing, as he
crammed notes into the tail pockets of the dress coat of the late W. J. Mackay,
that Mrs. Mackay's cordiality was ebbing away, and a little spite was manifesting
itself in her references to her recently deceased husband's affectionate friend.

"Mr. Mackay would be delighted with the good fortune of the friend of his
boyhood if he were only here," she said. The other guests gathered about,
watching Daniel's play, which was exceedingly daring.

"He would, he would, indeed," answered Daniel calmly. "William had a
sympathetic soul."

"Yes," admitted the hostess; "he must have been a pearl of price. It's really a
pity. | never met him."

"Madam!" Mrs. Mackay suddenly changed her tone and manner. "Ladies
and gentlemen," she said, "gather round and observe this freak. | picked it up in
the cemetery to-day. It's a new thing in spielers, and it tried to work its mean
little confidence trick off on me— tried to spoof Cleo of all women in the world
with a little baby stunt about my poor dead husband!"

The crowd laughed delightedly. One boisterous woman threw a pack of
cards in Daniel's face as he leaned composedly against the table examining the
group. Daniel was already armed with an idea.

"Unfortunately, Mr. Jay-catcher, | never had a husband, and Arthur Craig
was just a name that jumped into my mind when | was sitting by that grave. |
was merely resting. The party | was doing my little snivel over was in a grave a
quarter of a mile away. You butted in and | tumbled at once and took you on,
reckoning I'd get some fun out of you for the boys here. | know no more about
William James Mackay than you do, you two-penny imposter, and this is where
the fun warms up."

She threw a glass of wine at Daniel. The other women threw cards, cushions,
any small missile that presented itself. Daniel Emanuel Ash disregarded the
attack. He took up a cigarette in excellent imitation of the stage villain, lit it, and
blew a dreamy cloud.
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"But before concluding this evening's entertainment with a few pounds of
treacle and a little flour for Willie's bosom friend," said Cleo, "we must call for a
little disbursement. Willie's boyhood pal must fork out."

Daniel took out a sovereign, and clicked it on the table. "One pound cash
advanced," he said. "Ten shillings for one meal. I'll take a receipt, if you please."

He placed a half-sovereign by the sovereign.

"The meal is thrown in for the sake of the affecting sympathy between you
and my late husband," said Cleo. "What we are yearning for is the little pile
you've lifted at hazard tonight."

"You'll excuse me," said Daniel, "I've been playing keeps."

"If you won't dub up," said a large, portly Hebrew, with a threatening air,
"steps will be taken."

"D——d unpleasant steps," echoed Cleo.

"Miss Cleo," said Daniel, shooting his idea, "with many aliases, you don't
suppose you are the only party in town with a nice taste in practical jokes, do
you? You're a smart woman, and must see there are other whimsical people
inviting attention. For instance, up in the Detective Office we are hogs for
humour of the emphatic practical sort."

Daniel smoked his cigarette in the manner of the cynical villain in the black
cloak, and watched with joy the appearance of consternation his words had
produced. Already the stout Hebrew was edging towards the door.

"A'D,' " he gasped.

"We thought, for instance," Daniel continued calmly, "that it would be highly
interesting to find out exactly what was going on in this select establishment of
yours, miss or ma'am, as the case may be. We reckoned on a trifle of sly grog
selling, and probably a good deal in this line—" he threw a pack of cards along
the floor, "but we didn't go so far as to suppose that it was a hazard school on
swagger lines."

There was a visible drift towards the doors, Cleo was gazing at Daniel with
eyes full of apprehension.

"A trap?" she cried.

"Yes," said Daniel. "You'll do me the honour to admit that | fell into your
little joke in the most amiable spirit. We have three spies among your guests,
and" (he glanced at the clock) "the raid is just about due."

Nobody waited to weigh the probability of Daniel's story, nobody displayed
any further interest in his winnings. The women squealed and fled, and the men
followed silently where they did not lead expeditiously. Within two minutes
Daniel Emanuel Ash, Opportunist, was alone in the big room.

Even while he lingered carelessly the place was plunged in darkness. Cleo
had had the forethought to turn off the gas. Daniel Ash made his way calmly and
composedly to the room where his clothes were, possessed himself of the
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bundle, dropped from the window into the garden, and turned his face towards
the city whistling the Constable's Chorus from, "The Pirates of Penzance" in
quite the liveliest manner, and the tail pockets of his borrowed dress coat
bumped heavily against his legs as he jogged along. The Odd Man had had a
good night.

"I flatter myself." said Daniel, as he counted his ill-gotten gains an hour later,
"I made an excellent recovery."
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24: An Anarchist Picnic
15 September 1910

DANIEL EMANUEL ASH had a favourite bit of sea, a blue bay not many miles
from the city, with a clean spread of white sand, and a backing of ti-tree for
shade and seclusion. This was a happy hunting ground on pleasant spring days.
It seldom afforded a large monetary return for the professional exertions of the
Opportunist, but always provided meals and the trivial luxuries that go with
picnics.

On this particular spring day the Odd Man's quiet was invaded by a curious
crowd. Daniel was struck by the marked similarity of the men, and the raffish,
mad-house airs of the women. It was not so much a personal resemblance that
tied the men into a family bunch, as a sort, of moral sameness that had stamped
itself upon their faces, and given their figures the same angles.

Daniel's first guess was that this was a band of burglars and their female
relations, out for mental relaxation and to recuperate their energies; but a little
thought satisfied him that the burglar, as a whole, even the invertebrate
modern burglar who housebreaks on scientific lines, and may be something of a
physical degenerate, should be more alert and energetic, and have more the
appearance of being willing to breast an emergency in the shape of a galled
householder of the larger growth, armed with a water-bottle or a Colt's
revolver.

The men were, as a rule, tallish and thin, with stoop shoulders, and the
pallor of hard-grained dyspeptics. Their demeanour on the whole was sullen,
and their hair was unkempt. There were many dialects among them. They broke
the English language in every conceivable manner, with Russian, French,
German, Italian and Cockney accents.

The women resembled actresses in a bad state of repair, those actresses
who have been hounded from the stage by irrepressible middle age, and who
always look tousled and gaunt, and piteously dissatisfied with life. Daniel
thought; the party over again.

"It might be a secret, meeting of discarded actors," he ventured, "gathered
together to deplore the degeneracy of the times. But, no, | miss the golden
ingénue of fifty-seven, who dyes to her dying moments. Anarchists!"

The picnic had dissolved all doubts. It had unrolled a blood-red flag, and
stuck it in the sands near the ti-tree hedge.

"An anarchists' picnic," mused the Opportunist dreamily. "It should offer
entertainment if no emoluments."
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The chance of entertainment did not seem very promising at the outset. The
picnickers were markedly gloomy. The usual efforts of picnickers to emulate the
actions of the hillside goat were absent, nobody ran and skipped on the sand,
nobody canoodled, there was no friskiness, no frivolity, and no giggling. The
anarchists got down to their first meal almost immediately, and Daniel Ash
watched proceedings from his sunbath in the sand. The feeders talked together
as they attacked the funeral bake meats, and it occurred to Daniel that if these
were excellent representatives of their kind, society was in more danger from
the white-ant.

After the meal a long, bony anarchist in seedy black, with a misshapen head
like a coffin, and drooping whiskers that resembled bunches of crepe, arose
under the flag and delivered an address. He was a sad, solemn man, whose
meals did not agree with him. His nose, slightly red to begin with, waxed redder
and redder as his emotions and his recent meal got in their deadly work, till it
flamed like a waratah bloom in a hearse. He was an anarchist of the milder
growth, a philosophical anarchist, who advocated reforming the world with the
aid of desultory conversation.

"Eet iss-a the damarot!" hissed Arnolfo Pisano, banana hatcher, of Brogan's
Lane.

"No use-a the talk. The knife in the rib-a better much," growled Signor
Amati, rejuvenator of the wrong oyster.

Other anarchists approved, particularly Karl Zarncke, late of Mecklenberg-
Schwerin, author of the celebrated Zarncke Kartoffle puffle or potato salad. He
was fat, and habitually ate too much. Thoughts of the possibilities of a bomb
breaking under him made him a moral suasionist and a quiet man when awake,
but he was very noisy in his sleep, as Daniel learned later.

But Philippi Vendome was the bad man of the party. Philippi was a French
extremist in the egg and hen trade, and was credited with having invented a
scheme for providing the cursed bourgeoisie of Melbourne with breakfast eggs
containing miniature bombs that would explode when plugged with a spoon.
Philippi was a vehement man of eleven incisive spikes. His hair was dressed into
three poignant parts, two sharp abutments and spire: his eyebrows were drawn
up at the ends like doghooks; his nose was a blood-stained spearhead; his
moustache ran into two deadly points that might have punctured a tyre; his chin
whisker was sharpened down like a poignard, and his boots were like a rooster's
spurs wrong end on, and were so sharp he was suspected of sharpening them
every morning. A terrible little, man was Philippi Vendome.

"Talk—talk—spike—make the words! Ach! Ach! | haf not ze pashons. What |
say ees keel, keel!"
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IT WAS THE SLIM, pale stranger who ended this outburst. He suddenly
appeared erect upon the sandwich box, his long, dark hair hanging picturesquely
past his ears, his black tie tied in an enormous bow across his chest. He stilled
the hubbub resulting from Philippi's furious advocacy of carnage with his kingly
eye. He stood there silently, gazing at them, one hand thrust into his vest in the
favourite attitude of Napoleon when contemplating his solitude on the rock.
They all gazed at him in wonder, and in silence. He was a stranger, and yet
plainly one of themselves, despite his trampled bell-topper and his belated
dinner jacket. Slowly he looked from face to face, his black, glittering eye
seemed to penetrate. Even Philippi Vendome, bloody-minded as he was from
the daily slaying of elderly spring chickens, was impressed.

"Comrades," said the stranger in a deep, penetrating, manly voice, "l am a
new face among you, but my heart is the heart of a brother, and my soul flows
out in sympathy with you all because you are for the Cause, and the Cause is the
one and only hope of oppressed humanity."

"Ach, opple ooplecough!" said Karl Zarncke, clapping his fat hand.

"Pretty good-a!" cried Signor Amati, bestower of eternal youth on the
decrepit bivalve.

The stranger stilled them with a thin, white hand. "I have heard you all," he
said, "and | have listened to the comrades making similar talk in all the corners
of the earth, and because the anarchist cannot agree as to the fate of the enemy
anarchy fails. Anarchy that should strike the fetters from the tender limbs of
women, the irons from the ankles of babes, and set man upon his own true feet,
firm and free in the face of the world, is impotent because it is afraid of its
weapons."

"Vive le anarchy!" cried Philippi. "Ver' good. The weapon. Ah!"

He drew an egg from his pocket and hurled it at a tree. The crash of the shell
seemed to soothe him. "Strike!" he yelled. "Ees eet not so?"

"I have heard moral suasion preached from the snow fields of Siberia across
to the Rocky Mountains, | hear it preached here, but never yet have | seen the
food of it. But, comrades, | have seen my brothers hanged in Russia, shot in
Spain, and electrocuted in America from teaching moral suasion. Of what use
are words against the buttressed walls of privilege? Why hurl principles against
the iron battlements of property? They rebound in jibes upon your upturned
faces. No, my comrades, if anarchy is to progress it must be through the gaps
torn by her bombs, through the wounds her guns have made."

"Good-a, good!" applauded Arnolfo Pisano, of the banana hatchery, who sat
daily on the green banana to warm it to golden perfection. "I make-a the cut
so." He dug his knife into a penny roll.

"I have come from the older lands convinced of the futility of mere words as
weapons against the armoured wrongs of civilisation," said the stranger. "
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choose this new land for my propaganda because | believe you younger people
to be impressionable and brave. Were | rich | would work alone, but being poor
the assistance of my comrades is necessary to provide the force that will yet
strew this fair land with the wreckage of law, and property, and privilege.

"Comrades, | am an apostle of action. | am an anarchist, an enemy. In me-
behold the implacable foe of law. When | hate | strike. No passion animates
me— | am cold, determined, a machine. | do not hesitate to tell you my mission
here. We are brothers. We trust each other.

"I shall begin on the banks. It is the banks, my brothers, my sisters, through
which the life blood of civilisation flows. Strike at the banks and you drain away
that blood— civilisation bleeds to death!

"Would you like to see one of those great banks of Collins-street suddenly
rock on its foundations, belch and blow its stored gold to the heavens in the roar
of the mighty bomb, in whose voice resounds the true eloquence of anarchy?
That you shall see. | shall name the day, the hour, the very minute when all
Melbourne shall shake with the tumult of my little machine, and, puff, the
thousands of pound-notes, the thousands of sovereigns shall he blown to the
heavens.

"Comrades, would it please you to have golden rain in Melbourne, to see the
bank notes floating from the skies like autumn leaves?"

This proposition provoked an absolute roar of approval. Philippi got up, and
danced about in a frenzy, endangering everybody with his spikes. The Italians
were jigging like organ monkeys, and even the honoured contriver of the
celebrated potato salad was uttering hoarse, Teutonic grunts of joy. The whole
meeting was captured. The women squealed and clapped their hands.

"You shall see it, | swear to you," said the stranger. "Give me but the little
aid | need, and that hour is nigh. What have we here?"

He made a dramatic gesture, and drew a small, oblong packet from his
pocket. It looked like a box tied in brown paper. There were a few veils of
apprehension. Philippi, the brave, sprang back, and got down behind a rock, and
Karl Zarncke, late of Mecklenberg-Schwerin, being too fat to rise quickly, set
about rolling to a place of safety. He took nine revolutions. The Italians fled
backwards.

"Fear not," said the speaker. "At this moment my little darling is not more
harmful than a cheese sandwich. But another like this, bring the two together,
and your bank is torn like an exploding balloon, your air is filled with
misbegotten money.

"Shall it be, oh my comrades! | ask no other hand, | incriminate no brother,
no sister; but, see, my pocket is empty, and the machine costs money. A couple
of pounds will serve to provide the companion to this."

He held the oblong package above his head.

134



"Are the Melbourne anarchists willing to provide it?"

The speaker talked at greater length before sending round the hat but his
eloquence lingered about the stirring picture of the exploded bank, and. the fine
sensation of the golden rain and the bunches of bank notes fluttering in the
streets. It was the long, lean, threadbare anarchist who took round the hat. The
stranger counted the contents.

"Good !" he said. "There is sufficient. Then let it be next Thursday, the hour
two in the afternoon." He named a bank.

"Let those of my comrades who trust me be waiting and watching at a safe
distance, but mind there is no gathering. Suspicion must not be excited. Adieu!
We shall meet again on Thursday."

Daniel Emanuel Ash bowed very low, with a grand sweep of his bell-topper,
and made a striking exit into the ti-tree scrub.

About a mile away he seated himself in the shade, took a hunk of bread
from one pocket, and the small oblong box done in brown paper from the other,
and ate his lunch. The small oblong bomb was in point of fact a harmless tin of
sardines.

AT TEN MINUTES TO TWO on the following Thursday afternoon, Daniel
Emanuel Ash, screened behind a furniture van drawn up before an auction room
in Collins-street, saw four notable anarchists standing on the kerb on the other
side of the way, making some show of engaging in casual conversation. The four
were the long, lean orator, Philippi Vendome, and the two Italians: They turned
anxious eves upon a bank on a distant corner, waiting for the tragic moment
when it should open and belch gold and notes against the smiling sky. The long,
lean anarchist carried a carpet bag. Further up the street fat Karl Zarncke was
pretending interest in a tobacconist's window. Several other members of the
picnic party were scattered about trying to look disinterested.

Daniel Ash signalled a street urchin.

"My sweet child," he said, "do you want to earn an honest sixpence?"

"Where an' 'ow?" answered the sweet child.

Daniel Ash explained, and the sweet child's unirrigated face split in a wicked
grin.

"Blime," he said, "I'd do it fer love."

Daniel prepared to enjoy himself. The four anarchists lingered; the boy
drifted, towards them, kicking his hat. Suddenly there was an explosion right in
the midst of them. One anarchist, promptly fell in a fit, two crawled under a fruit
hawker's barrow, the long, lean one with the carpet bag dashed into the road,
was bumped by a tram, fell over a dog, and pitched into the gutter. Meanwhile,
the small boy, who had discharged the Odd Man's penny bung-bung, was
making a strategic retreat into Bourke-street.
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Daniel Emanuel Ash was thoroughly enjoying himself from his balcony seat
in the furniture van. The anarchist who had fainted was valiant Philippi
Vendome, editor of the explosive egg. The long, lean anarchist had regained his
feet, and was excitedly cramming scraps of paper into his carpet bag.

Daniel's anarchist outrage was a great success.
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25: Daniel Ash Forgets Himself
22 September 1910

THE ODD MAN'S INTEREST in Mr. Oliver Hopkins was aroused by the story of his
kindness to the Richmond cataleptic. The Richmond cataleptic was famous for a
few weeks spent in a condition of suspended animation. Then he awoke, and
found himself insignificant again. The world has no concern with an awakened
cataleptic.

Daniel inquired into Mr. Oliver Hopkins's idiosyncrasies, and the man leaning
on the pale blue pub at the corner was eloquent.

"Reg'lar crank, he is, take it frim yer nunkie," said the prop and stay of the
English Rose hostelry. "Ain't 'appy unless he's got some kind iv a 'uman throw-
back on his hands. Loves messin' round with mild idiots, an' 'ump-' backs, an'
blokes with mental disorders. Sez he's a bloomin' sociologist, an' a stoodent iv
anthro— what's this."

"Anthropology," suggested Daniel Ash.

"That's the identical it; but, 'tween me an' you an' the bar door, mate, he's
jist pure crank, ratty, got a kink in his thinker. Why, on'y last month he kep' a
wild Cornishman in his back-yard, who thort he was a dorg. Ole Dotty 'Opkins
humoured the bloke, put up a dorg kennel for him, an' let him bark iv nights till
all the neighbourhood was roused, and in a state iv open rebellion. He'd a-had
him there yet, on'y he bit the postman, an' the police interfered, an' took the
'uman dorg to a jibber house. You know— loonatics' camp. 'Afore that he had a
speckled boy, an' 'afore that a man what turned black when stood in the
sunlight. Oh, Ole Dotty 'Opkins is a fair treat!"

Daniel looked Mr. Hopkins over with considerable interest. The
anthropologist was a short, stout man, with very square shoulders, and no neck
worth mentioning. He had the sweetest lambswool side whiskers, a deeply
dimpled chin, round red knobs of cheek, and little, twinkling black eyes.

IT WAS a few days after this that Mr. Hopkins came upon the interesting
stranger sitting on a seat in the bowling green, where Oliver often rolled
globular objects across a green sward with a number of stout Scotch.

Several of the stout Scotch were already standing about the interesting
object, gazing at it with a sort of dull, bovine wonder intensified by whisky.

The unspecified person was sitting bolt upright, staring straight ahead of
him, with eyes that saw nothing. His hands hung limply by his sides. He seemed
like a man in a trance. This singular individual had a pale, interesting, clean-
shaven face with regular features and fine dark eyes. His longish, waving dark
hair was streaked with grey. He wore a dinner jacket in the early afternoon, and
a bell-topper that had endured the vicissitudes of a hard life. On the whole the
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nameless one suggested an artist who had been painting masterpieces for the
Australian consumer, and living on stolen carrots.

"Aye, he's been sittin' so these twa hoors," said an efficient bowler. "The
chiel's daft."

"He didna' speak!" said another. "He's cracket, I'm thinkin"."

"Aye, | axed him to have a wee drop whuskie, an' he gie me no heed," said a
third. "Mad as March hare, he must be."

Mr. Oliver Hopkins shook the insensate stranger. Daniel Emanuel Ash turned
a pair of dim, unseeing eyes upon the anthropologist.

"Hey," he said vaguely. "Who are you? Where do you come from?"

Daniel looked hard, a painful intellectual effort seemed to be going but the
light faded, he shook his head wearily, and passed a frail hand across his brow.
Mr. Oliver Hopkins stood squarely in front of Daniel, clasped his face between
his hands, and said firmly, "Come, now, pull yourself together. | insist. What is
your name?"

The Opportunist endured another mental struggle, but collapsed once more,
and shook his head.

"You don't remember who you are?" Again Daniel shook his head.

"Your name is Smith," said Mr. Hopkins decisively. Daniel struggled hard to
recollect, but gave it up as a had job.

"Your name is Jones," said Mr. Hopkins just as emphatically as he had just
insisted that Daniel's name was Smith. "Brown," said Mr. Hopkins. "Robinson,
Jackson, Ryan, Evans?" Mr. Hopkins reeled off name after name for a quarter of
an hour, without awakening any sense of his own identity in the unknown.

"Extraordinary case of mental lapse," said Mr. Hopkins excitedly. He had. the
air of an archaeologist who has made a valuable find.

"Dilly as a rabbit," said a bowler. "Better call in the police."

"No, no," insisted Mr. Hopkins, "certainly not. | saw him first. He is mine. The
authorities always bungle these matters. | claim him. Most interesting case. Shall
take him to my house, and investigate. Curious moral phenomenon."

Mr. Hopkins seized upon the Odd Man, and led him away. Daniel was
unresisting. He submitted like a little child.

Daniel Ash as an extraordinary case of amnesia was a welcome guest at
Hopkins's house. Hopkins was a bachelor, with an elderly housekeeper, who was
too wise in her day and generation to interfere with her master's whims. A week
later the Opportunist was still quits at home with Oliver Hopkins. He was well
fed, comfortably bedded, and well cared for, and Mr. Hopkins was studying his
case with enormous enthusiasm. He would lead Daniel into the sunshine, seat
him on a garden chair, and devote hours to the task of refreshing his vanished
memory. He called in old fogies with fad s similar to his own. Daniel took it very
kindly. His appetite was excellent, and he was sleeping well and resting
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completely. He thoroughly appreciated Mr. Hopkins's practice of drinking
sparkling Burgundy to dinner. If there was one wine Daniel appreciated more
than another it was a nice, clean sparkling Burgundy of good origin and fair age.

"He has not forgotten his appetite," said Mr Hopkins to an ancient doctor
and a mouldy philosopher one afternoon five days after the capture of the
interesting experiment, "and he preserves an appreciation of good wine and the
best cigars that must have been acquired. | conclude that he must have been at
some time a man of means."

"If we cannot revive memories," said Dr. Miggle, "we shall have the great
privilege of creating a whole new personality in an adult. The opportunity has
extraordinary possibilities."

The experimenters sat in a ring about Daniel Ash, and recited names of men
and places in the hope of touching a chord. Once only did they succeed in
stirring the patient to anything approaching susceptibility, and that was when
Professor Horound mentioned the word "Mother"

Daniel started. He looked at the Professor in great Perplexity, and a tear
stole down his cheek.

"Eureka! Eureka! It moves! It moves!" cried Mr. Hopkins.

Then for an hour Daniel was plied with words having some connection with
mother and home.

"Father" failed to touch him, and he was unresponsive to "Aunt Jane," and
quite cold to observations about the twins.

If it were hard to break down Daniel's lesion, Mr. Hopkins experienced
considerable success in setting up a new memory in his singularly attractive
patient.

As in the case of the wine and cigars, Daniel cultivated a taste for pleasant
things almost immediately. His fondness for cold tongue and chicken, with a nice
salad and iced Chabilis for lunch, was cultivated in a few moments, and Mr.
Hopkins regarded it as his most gratifying success.

The man without a memory could not be kept dark. The papers had heard of
him, and his case exciting public interest. People came to perch on the fences
and peep through the cracks while Daniel was receiving tuition in the garden.

Among these came a certain literary light, a distinguished author of most
romantic and affecting begging letters, previously heard of in these truthful
chronicles.

He gazed open-mouthed from the top of a post for a space of two minutes,
then he gasped: "The Odd Man, by all that is wonderful!" and fell off the fence
on his neck in an ecstasy of admiration. Daniel was seen to start and change
colour at this.

"A clue! A clue! cried the Professor.

"Catch that man!" yelled Mr. Hopkins.
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They captured the celebrated man of letters, and brought him face to face
with the man without a memory, but the experiment was a failure. Daniel only
shook his head wearily and the distinguished litterateur insisted that never seen
the Opportunist before.

It was Dr O'Neil Hooran who suggested the idea of a great shock.

Dr. O'Neil Hooran was a comparatively young man for whose opinion
"Dotty" Hopkins had shown a great respect since he discovered that the famous
spotted boy was spurious, the spots being produced by subcutaneous injections.

"It often happens in such cases that a sudden and severe shock will effect a
cure," said Dr. Hooran.

Mr Hopkins left the nature of the shock entirely to Dr. Hooran, and of course
it was not mentioned within the patient's hearing.

"What we want," the doctor explained, "is a strong contrast. Work the
patient's expectations to a high point, and suddenly disappoint him at the same
time, substituting a powerful physical revulsion."

Dr O'Neil Hooran suggested the bright dinner. He was rather partial to
"Dotty" Hopkins's dinners.

So it came about that Daniel Emanuel Ash, faultlessly dressed in the black
and white of the regulation evening fit-up, and holding the arm of the host,
entered a gaily-lit dining room where several gentlemen were seated. The sight
was most inspiring; it warmed Daniel's heart. The table was magnificently
spread. A curious seat was placed for the guest of the evening, the man without
a memory, a long settee drawn close to the table.

"That you may lie down if you feel fatigued," explained the kindly Hopkins.

The merriment began instantly; but Daniel had only settled down
comfortably when, at a signal from Dr. Hooran, a servant did something to the
settee, and suddenly the Odd Man found himself precipitated head over heels
into a bath. The bath was full of ice-cold water, and the victim went under at the
first plunge. That was not sufficient; Dr. Hooran thrust him under again and
again, and held him under. Dripping wet, frozen to the marrow, and utterly
disgusted and disillusioned, the memoryless man was subjected to tests. The
shock was unsuccessful. Daniel had still sufficient wit to remember the necessity
of forgetting.

After that many deliberate shocks were inflicted on the hapless Odd Man.
One night fifty gallons of water fell on him in bed. Another night he awakened to
find his room in flames, as he imagined. On a third occasion he found a hideous
hob-goblin, devised by Dr. O'Neil Hooran, playing with his feet in the dark and
early hours.

But Daniel refused to recollect, and so he found himself one evening led into
"Dotty" Hopkins's library. The door was closed behind him, and guarded. There
were about twenty persons present. The library had been converted into an
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operating theatre; the table was prepared for its victim. Dr. Hooran was in his
shirt-sleeves, and two big men, also in their shirt-sleeves, stood near with straps.

"Strip him!" said Dr. Hooran. Daniel was seized by the men and stripped.

"My idea," explained the doctor, formally, while . sharpening a large knife on
an oil-stone, "is that this lesion is produced by the presence of bone occasioning
a derangement of the transverse interhemispherical commissure. It will be
necessary to operate. | shall open the skull at the parieto-occipital fissure,
remove the posterior part of the superior and middle frontal convolutions, and
note the effect. It will not be necessary to chloroform the patient, as | am
convinced the injury to the medulla oblongata has deadened all sensations in
this unfortunate man. When | have opened the skull | shall make a partition
showing a transverse section of the brain, and point out the defects in the
transverse interhemispherical commissure."

Daniel Emanuel Ash refrained from smiling with some difficulty. He.
recognised that Dr. Hooran was putting up sundry little games on him, and he
offered no resistance when they strapped him to the table. His reward was a
very marked expression of surprise in the M.D.

"We shall waste no time," said Dr. Hooran. "Observe, | remove the top of the
skull, never a difficult operation."

The doctor swung his awful knife, and to Daniel's amazement and horror he
felt an intense pain circle his head, followed by a chill, numb feeling as though
his brain matter had been suddenly exposed to the cold draught. Then, to his
still greater horror, he saw Dr. Hooran standing at his side, holding the top of a
human skull in his left hand as you might hold a saucer.

"Now, gentlemen," said the operating surgeon, "l invite your attention to
the shocking state of the patient's brain. It is, you will observe—"

"Murderer!" yelled Daniel Ash. "You infernal quack, what are you doing with
my head?"

"Just so," said the doctor, calmly; "the pressure is removed. Already you
remember."

"Remember, you d——d butcher," cried Daniel Ash— "I'll remember you!"

"Your faculties are restored?" questioned Dr. Hooran. "You are quite sure
you recollect you are one Daniel Ash, a common impostor."

Daniel pulled himself together; he grinned amiably. "l recollect it distinctly,"
he said. Nevertheless, when unstrapped, Daniel's first action was to feel the top
of his head anxiously.

"It Is all there, my friend," said the M.D. "The back of a hot knife was run
round your head; the coldness and numbness were chemically induced. You are
whole and in your right mind."
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Daniel was given his old clothes to dress in, and was unceremoniously kicked
from the premises of "Dotty" Hopkins; but he had had a good time, and, if cast
out, was not cast down.
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26: A Tale of a Dog
29 Sep 1910

DANIEL EMANUEL ASH was first attracted to little Como by the sweet thing's
charming adroitness in snapping a piece out of his calf, when Daniel crossed the
lawn at "Dovelands" to invite the attention of the terrier's mistress to a new
kind of bird seed The Odd Man had recently invented.

"Wasn't that just too cunning of dear Como?" said Miss Hibblethwaite to her
maid, as Daniel limped away.

Had Daniel succeeded in placing a consignment of his patent bird food,
deftly manufactured from sawdust, he might have been reconciled to the bite in
some measure, but Miss Hibblethwaite declined to deal. This occasioned some
little brooding on the part of the Opportunist. He seized the occasion to study
Como and her mistress rather more closely.

The latter was a tall, thin, maiden lady with more corners than a Queen
Anne villa, a head of canary-coloured hair, and feet like Vienna loaves. She was
prinked over with bite of ribbon and artificial botanical specimens, and wore
diamond rings that might have illuminated a street or financed a trans-
continental railway. Still precious and coy at fifty, Miss Tilly Hibblethwaite lived
an exclusively feminine existence with her birds, her maids and her adored
terrier at "Dovelands," a roomy villa securely walled in from the prying eyes and
the nefarious intentions of man, excepting at the front, where a large, iron,
open-work gate afforded a view of the garden and glimpses of the house.

Como was a black and tan terrier of the softer sex, extremely inquisitive, and
most insolent to her inferiors. She hopped like a sparrow, usually with one leg
tucked up, and bit all children who came within her reach. Little Como was not
popular in The Arbour, the very retired blind street in which Miss Tilly
Hibblethwaite lived. There were fathers of families there who would have
contributed liberally to a fund for bribing a villain to assassinate little Como with
a brick.

One bright noonday Daniel Emanuel Ash leaned negligently against the
stonework beside Miss Hibblethwaite's gate. To a casual observer, had there
been one, Daniel might have appeared as an eccentric person or a harmless
idiot, who had slipped his keepers.

Daniel was fishing.

From the Old Man's hand a line passed through the iron work of the gate.
On the path within lay a tempting bit of steak. Within the garden little Como
was dancing aimlessly on three legs, sniffing everything. Presently she sniffed
the steak. Gently Daniel Ash drew the bait nearer the gate.
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There was nobody abroad in The Arbour. Few people stirred in The Arbour
at ordinary times; at lunch time the street was deserted. Daniel could almost
hear the champ of jaws as the new-rich crushed their lunch in the feverish red
villas.

Como had a nip at the piece of steak. The lone fisherman drew it nearer.
Como growled. Daniel drew the meat, slowly, tantalisingly. Como snapped it.
Fearful of losing the prize, Como swallowed hastily. Daniel had his dog.

Hidden in a coat, with her head cruelly muffled, Como had no opportunity of
entering a protest. She went with the cruel man.

THERE WAS excitement at "Dovelands" when Como was missed. The
excitement spread from end to end of The Arbour. The despicable terrier was
lost, Miss Tilly Hibblethwaite had sacked two maids, and had had a fit and a half,
and another was momentarily expected. The hunt for the lost dog was close,
and was maintained for days. Como was advertised for. A fancy reward was
offered, and Miss Hibblethwaite had hysterical attacks once a day, and was
considered wholly inconsolable.

Then, when it seemed that the dog would never return, and that the
mistress of "Dovelands" would never smile again, Daniel Ash appeared on the
lawn before Miss Hibblethwaite, carrying a small bag that seemed to contain an
object about the size of a pound of currants. Daniel raised his hat
ceremoniously; his expression was one of chastened melancholy.

"You are Miss Hibblethwaite?" he said with he air of a man having no
interest in life.

"lam."

"You have lost a dog?"

"Yes, yes, | Oh, yes! Have you found my arling Como? You have him there?"

"I have a dog here, lady. Is your dog a black and tan terrier?"

"With a tan spot on each ear?" Miss Hibblethwaite almost squealed in her
excitement.

"'Tis she," said Daniel. He sighed heavily.

"What do you mean?" The old maid paled, alarm transfixed her. "She is
dead?"

"No, miss, no— not to say dead."

"She is ill. My poor little Como! Give her to me. You shall have the reward.
Give her to me quickly."

Daniel still withheld the bag.

"I am certain this is your dog, miss," he said, "but my conscience troubles
me. | do not know that | deserve your generous reward. |— | almost stole the"
poor little dog."

Miss Hibblethwaite regarded Daniel with increasing alarm.
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"Only give her to me and | will pay you," she said.

"I regret, dear lady, but it is not so easy a matter. You see, | picked the little
animal up on the green facing the Bay over a week ago, and | have kept her ever
since.

"Oh, so long as she is well | will forgive you."

"Daniel's distress seemed to increase.

"Dear lady, can | confide in you?" he said appealingly. "It is worse— far
worse than you imagine. | may not actually have stolen dog; she was lost far
from home, and | picked her up, but— but—"

Here Daniel looked anxiously about. "Are you sure we cannot be overheard,
miss?"

The old maid felt like screaming, but her affection for Como sustained her.

"There is no one to hear," she said. "And if | tell you the whole truth— the
awful, awful truth— will you promise not to betray me?"

Miss Hibblethwaite, tremulous with excitement, nodded her head, "I
promise," she replied, "if only my little Como is safe."

"I took the dog, miss, but it was she stole the diamond ring."

"Stole the diamond ring? The man's mad!" Miss Hibblethwaite arose. She
was on the point of running.

"Ah, hear me, hear the confession of a penitent sinner," wailed Daniel Ash.
"See this." He took an Age from his pocket, and showed Miss Hibblethwaite a
marked advertisement.

"Lost, a valuable, three-stoned diamond ring, on or near the monument green, St. Kilda
Beach, on the 10th inst., £7 reward. Apply 'Crocus,’ 'Age." "

"What has this to do with me?" asked Miss Hibblethwaite.

"Your dog stole that ring, lady. She did, upon my honour, and that is why |
stole the dog. She is still in possession of the stolen property. Do not run from
me. Let me explain tile extent of my wickedness. | have hardly slept since. | don't
know what to do. You can see, miss, | am a poor man. | have heavy
responsibilities. | wanted food. Well, on the morning of the 16th | was sitting on
one of the seats on the green when the people came searching for this diamond
ring. | saw the ring lying in the grass. | was eating a sandwich a kind woman had
given me, and on the evil impulse of the moment | dropped a piece of the
sandwich on the ring, and trod the ring into the sandwich, intending to take it,
dreaming of a good reward.

"Oh, yes, yes, | know it was wicked, it was almost thieving, but heaven
frustrated my sinful scheme, for while | waited, fearing to pick up the ring,
knowing | should be observed, your little dog came hopping along, discovered
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the sandwich, sniffed it, and then, as | uttered a cry of apprehension, snapped it
up, and bolted it, ring and all!

"Then it was. miss, that | stole the dog. You cannot blame me. You will see
the awfulness of my position. Had | let the dog go, the ring would have been lost
forever, | should have been forever a thief, no restitution would have been
possible.

"l took the dog home. | saw your offer of reward. | also saw the offer of a
reward for the ring. | was torn with doubt. Should | give up the ring to the
rightful owner, or the dog to her sorrowing mistress.

"If I gave up the ring, the poor little dog would certainly have been ruthlessly
sacrificed, and her mistress's life might have been 'endcred miserable. If, on the
other hand, | gave up the dog, the owner of the ring would be defrauded, and |
should never know anoth?r moment's peace of mind.

"In this extremity | determined to appeal to your kindness of heart, to beg of
you to perit me to sacrifice the dog, recover the ring, relieve my soul of its
oppressive burden of guilt, and secure the £7 reward which | and mine so
urgently need. Ah, you will say | say vivisect the dog. You will— you will!"

"No, no, no !" cried Miss Hibblethwaite. "Never will | consent to the slaying
of my sweet Como. Give her up to me at once, and | will pay you the same
reward as is offered for the ring."

"But consider, lady, you will be getting a dog and a £50 diamond ring for a
paltry £7. Your sense of fair dealing will not permit of that."

"I don't want the wretched ring. | have more rings than | need. | will give you
£10, not a penny more."

Daniel bowed his head, racked with emotion.

"I will take it, lady," he said at length. "Heaven knows | hate to do it, but
what can a poor man do?"

Daniel received £10 in gold before emptying poor little Como out into his
mistress's lap. Then Daniel went away. He did not go hurriedly, but with just
sufficient expedition.

THREE DAYS LATER a stoutish man, with a clean-shaven round face, and an
expression of great severity, knocked at the front door of "Dovelands". He
wanted to see Miss Hibblethwaite particularly; he wished to see her privately
and a few minutes later was alone with the mistress of the house and her toy
terrier.

"Madam," he said, "excuse my seeming abruptness, but the business in hand
does not call for suavity. | am about to take an action against you."

"Against me," gasped "an action?"
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"Yes, madam, an action, and a very serious action, too. The charge is
criminal, the punishment is prison. | understand you are a receiver of stolen
property."

"Sir, this is outrageous!"

"Madam, it is utterly outrageous— it is infamous. At the present moment
you are in possession oi a three-stone diamond ring valued at £50, well knowing
it to be stolen."

"It is false. It is—"

Your protestations are useless. You have have the ring about you at this this
moment, inside that dog!"

The accuser pointed dramatically at Como lying in her mistress's lap. Miss
Hibblethwaite uttered a little scream of terror and dismay, and hugged Como to
her breast.

"You shan't cut her up!" she cried. "You shan't! You shan't!"

"The law will settle that, madam. There is my card. My name is Banks,
Joseph Banks, of Banks, Parlett and Newcombe. The law shall decide whether
my ring shall be sacrificed to this miserable animal, or whether the dog shall be
sacrificed for the ring. You do not deny that the ring is in possession of the dog,
and the dog is in our possession. That constitutes receiving in the eye of the law,
and the minimum sentence for receiving is twelve months' hard labour."

"But | did not take the ring, and the dog is mine."

"A quibble, madam, a mere quibble. The fellow who saw the dog swallow
the ring, driven almost to suicide by his remorse, has confessed everything.
Unless restitution is made | shall take action at once, and action must result in
death for the thief and imprisonment for the receiver, who, as you doubtless
know, is considered worse than the thief."

Miss Hibblethwaite was in a dreadful state of perturbation.

"We did not steal the ring. My Como shall not die!" she cried.

"That is nonsense—mere sentimental rubbish," said Mr. Banks. "And let me
advise you to be careful. If it got about that that wretched cur contained a
valuable diamond ring thieves and cut-throats would be attracted to this place;
your life might not be worth a moment's purchase. There are gangs in
Melbourne who would go through fire and water to steal a dog containing a £50
ring."

"Oh! Oh!" cried Miss Hibblethwaite. "What shall | do?" She was very pale.

Mr. Banks started up. He was staring at the old maid's right hand.

"So, madam," he said, sternly, "you have recovered the ring! There, there—
that ring on your third finger is mine. That is the ring | lost. | would swear to it in
a thousand."

"It is not," gasped Miss Hibblethwaite, excitedly. "That ring has been in my
possession for years. | can prove it."
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"Perhaps you can, perhaps you cannot. At any rate, the ring is practicallly
identical with mine. If you care to give it to me we can call the matter square. |
shall carry the case no further. If not. | shall at once proceed to the law."

Miss Hibblethwaite was utterly flustered, ftg Mr. Banks gave her small
chance to recover her wits. He enlarged upon the dangers that would beset her
when the Press got hold of the case and thieves were made aware of the value
of the dog, but promised, on the other hand, strictest secrecy in the event of a
settlement satisfactory to both parties being arrived at.

"Restore the ring," said Mr. Banks, "and there the matter ends. | am not
vengeful."

Fifteen minutes later Mr. Banks left "Dovelands" with Miss Tilly
Hibblethwaite's three-stone diamond ring in his right-hand vest pocket.

It is as well to explain that there is no such firm as Banks, Parlett and
Newcombe. The Mr. Banks who appears in this case did not own the name ;
Daniel Ash had given it to him; Daniel had provided the suit of clothes in which
he conducted the case, and had suggested the lines on which the case was run.
It was he, too, inserted the "Lost" advertisement in the Age.

Mr. Banks was really our friend the begging letter-writer, an occasional
collaborateur of Mr. Ash's. He received £5 for his able assistance. Daniel Ash was
receiver-general.

Is it necessary to mention that the diamond ring in Como's interior was
purely an effort of imagination?
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27: Daniel and the Devil
6 October 1910

IT ONLY REMAINS to describe how Daniel Ash took up with a mode of life all the
best people must regard as wholly reprehensible, and to tell why and how he
left it for a more sober and orderly career. The former is my present task, the
latter another and a final story.

At the age of thirty-five Daniel Emanuel Ash was endeavouring to make a
comfortable living and win fame as a man of letters, but, unhappily, his literary
taste and that of the Australian mass failed to coincide. The arch representative
of the masses in art, the ideal editor, could not see money in Daniel's efforts, so
Daniel wasted his sweetness on the desert paper. Daniel had been a tutor, and
later a school teacher. He gave up these pursuits as intolerable to a man of
action and liberal thought. Daniel's spirit wanted scope, his intellect sought a
wide range; teaching the young idea to scoot is a task for machines. Daniel Ash
was of the opinion that the perfecting of mechanical appliances would
eventually lead to the schoolmaster being displaced by penny-in-the slot
devices.

So Mr. Ash took a somewhat worn body and fagged intellect into literature
and journalism. He worked hard, sending much stuff to many editors. His reward
was the aspiration of the retail trader— small profits and quick returns. Daniel's
"stuff" came back with the regularity of the cat famed in song and story. He
made just about enough out of freelance journalism to pay for bread. The rent
he owed. When he could no longer owe, it was a case of gee. Fortunately Daniel
could gee with no great difficulty. That is one of the advantages of avoiding
expensive furnishings.

Still the Odd Man kept his nose to the literary grindstone. He was writing a
big book, a book into which he put all his heart and soul, and Daniel had art. It
sometimes happens in this utilitarian age that a man fails because his work is
too good.

Then one night, after about eighteen hours of close, continuous work, there
was the devil to pay. Daniel was called from his task by a distinct tap on the
shoulder. He turned abruptly, and there stood the Devil in whom he implicitly
disbelieved.

"Well, I'm d——d !" That was D. Ash's natural exclamation.

The Devil nodded and smiled, showing shark fangs, and "To be sure," he
said, amiably. The Devil was dressed quite conventionally— that is to say, like a
conventional Devil. He had the Mephistophelian red cloak and the little round
red cap with the red feather. Daniel looked at his feet; they were cloven hoofs,
and he carried his spiked tail looped over his left arm. Daniel rubbed his eyes,
and looked again, but his friend had gone.
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However, it was not a long parting.

On the following night our hero felt the same touch on his shoulder, and
discovered the same smiling, fish-fanged, red Devil by his side.

Daniel grinned back at His Majesty. "I hope you wiped your feet on the mat,"
he said.

After that the Devil became too frequent a visitor, and Daniel went to see a
doctor about it. The doctor said "complete rest and change, with stimulating
diet." He gave Daniel a nerve tonic.

Daniel started on the tonic, but that evening he discovered a cat in the
corner of his room where no cat should have been. It was rather a large cat of a
curious mauve colour, and it crouched in the dark corner, and stared at him
steadily with two burning, opalescent eyes.

"Shoo said Daniel Ash. The cat did not budge.

Daniel reached for a boot, and hurled it at the cat. The cat did not stir. Daniel
noticed in confirmation of his suspicion that this was no ordinary cat, a peculiar
circumstance— the boot reposed in the same corner as the cat, and was
distinctly visible through the cat.

After that the large mauve cat with the fiery eyes was always turning up. It
glared at Daniel Ash from the oddest places. Sometimes it walked with him
down Collins-street. Once it sat out a performance of "Magda" with him at a
Melbourne theatre. It occupied a prominent position on the head of the leader
of the orchestra. The conductor did not seem to know the cat was there; but
there it was all the time, with its disconcerting eyes always on Daniel Ash. Mr.
Ash awoke at night to find the cat sitting on his chest, with its ninety-candle
power incandescent eyes still glowing. At such times the mauve cat was usually
about the size of an adult elephant, but occasionally it assumed the dimensions
of a two-storied house.

When the cat brought its family home, and intent mauve cats with glowing
eves appeared in every corner, Daniel Ash understood the true nature of Poe's
raven, and went to see the doctor again.

"Now it is cats," he said. "l don't mind the Devil, but | detest cats, more
particularly large mauve cats like motor-cars in the dark."

The doctor looked grave, and repeated his former ukase re rest, change and
stimulating diet. He provided more nerve tonics.

The Devil came back later, with the mauve cat on his shoulder, and then
things began to happen in the daylight. Daniel went for a walk in the street, and
presently found himself walking in the clouds. He had the dizzy sensations of a
man a mile high walking on the crumbling edges of clouds, climbing great snowy
mountains of cloud on which he slipped, with the prospect of a dreadful fall to
the world below. It was not a pleasant sensation to a man wholly unaccustomed
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to aerial navigation. Daniel could see Melbourne away beneath him as he poised
himself like a rope-walker on thin threads of cloud.

The policeman said: "Here, get along off out of this, or it's a cold cell for
yours."

That was a nice way to talk to an anxious man and a brother taking a
constitutional run on "a collection of visible vapour, or watery particles,
suspended in the upper atmosphere," which is Webster's definition of a cloud.
In point of fact, half the traffic of Collins-street was piled up behind Daniel Ash,
and he was really walking the public highway with the gingerly tread of a pale,
nervous, amateur Blondin crossing Niagara on a tight wire.

"Lave the drink alone, and get home, me man," said the policeman, giving
Daniel's shoulder an admonitory shake.

There were repetitions of this experience. Daniel was continually finding
himself walking in hideous terror on the thin edge of nothing much miles high.
Sometimes the Devil was with him, sometimes the mauve cat went along. Once
Daniel was nearly run down by a comet. He had great difficulty in dodging the
planets. The terror of falling never left him.

Daniel went back to the doctor. He explained about the aeronautical feats,
and described his shaking symptoms. He had the idea that he was shaking like a
dry-blower. It seemed to him that wherever he went people must notice that he
was shaking from head to foot.

"This has got to stop," the doctor said. "Keep on, and take your choice— the
Idiot Asylum or the noisome tomb."

"The noisome tomb, if you please, doctor," said Daniel. "l despise Idiot
Asylums ; they are so like Houses of Parliament."

"Well, take to the open, live in it, sleep in it. Drop the quest of fame, and
pursue grubs in the woods."

"A hut in the bush or a mansion in the skies?"

"Something like that."

"And the triviality of bread and butter, or, say, cheese?"

"No matter. Consider the lilies. Consider the sparrows."

"I've considered them. They toil not, neither do they spin. | am no lily and
my sparrow imitation would terminate fatally in about five days. It's between
neurasthenia and starvation my choice lies."

"A man can always steal," said the immoral doctor.

Daniel grinned. "Wouldn't the intellectual pressure of a thief's calling be too
much for a poor driveller with a brain full of mauve cats and red devils?"

"Perhaps. Anyhow, go and lie in the sun, walk in the sun, sleep under the
moon, and chance the ducks."

"Very well, doctor; I'll chance the ducks, no matter whose."
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Daniel took that advice out with him into the open. He took it down to the
sea with him. Once or twice he was promenading space beside the unlit stars,
and now and again the mauve cat drifted into his ken, and out again like a
spook, but Mr. Ash clung to the notion. The world would not pay for the honest
and excellent work he could do; very well, he would be no sacrifice on the altar
of art. He would do nothing, and the world should nay for that and pay
handsomely.

Daniel Ash burrowed down into the hot sand, and had a sun bath. Having
abandoned all intention of finishing his big book or writing verse and story for
vitiated editors, he felt relieved. He wished the infernal mauve cat would go, but
noticed with some satisfaction that it was not as solid and serene as it had been
and its eves had lost some of their brightness. Still the wretched cat loitered and
lingered. If it would only go Daniel felt that he might be quite comfortable.

He reached for a missile, found a lump of driftwood, and hurled it at the cat,
The piece of wood rattled against the back of the head of a middle-aged,
gentleman sitting under a large yellow silk umbrella, eating cucumber
sandwiches off a green plate. The middle-aged gentleman was very indignant—
naturally so.

"You villain!" he cried. "How dare you?"

He poised the deadly umbrella threateningly.

Daniel rubbed his eves. "Bless me," he murmured, "here's a new one. Excuse
me, sir, are you actual?"

"Actual?" cried the gentleman. "If you try to find out if decent citizens are
actual by throwing logs of wood at them you will get yourself into trouble."

"I beg your pardon," said Daniel. "I did not mean that for you; | meant it for
the cat."

"Rubbish, man— too thin— there is no cat."

"True, to your merely mortal sense there is no cat, but to my refined and
higher sight there is a cat, a large mauve cat like an illuminated motor in a fog. |
threw the stick at that."

The man looked at Daniel with a new interest, "You are not well, my friend,"
he said, "Here have a sandwich."

Daniel took a sandwich. "There are also devils " he said— "large red devils
and small purple devils. And | sometimes walk with the stars. You, | presume,
never walk with the stars?"

Daniel took another sandwich.

"Never " said the middle-aged gentleman. "l am a decent God-fearing
citizen; | have nothing to do with the theatrical class."

Daniel smiled gently. "You misunderstand. When | say | walk with the stars |
mean that | parade the Celestial heights and hob-nob with the planets."
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"You walk in the air? Ah, | see, | see." The gentleman looked at Daniel
sympathetically. He offered a third sandwich.

"You should have someone to look after you. Have you no friends?"

Daniel shook his head. "There's the cat," he said, "and the larger devil, but |
sometimes suspect the latter, he seems too effusive, too propitiatory. Alas ! |
suspect that even the Devil is not honest."

"Poor fellow, poor fellow!" said the respectable citizen. "Would you like to
come with me!"

"Why, certainly. You are very good. Wait a moment till | throw another stick
at the cat." Daniel found a stick, threw it, and then took the arm of his friend.

Within a quarter of an hour Daniel found himself in a nice little villa house,
drinking a glass of iced Chablis and eating more cucumber sandwiches, and
heard his friend, James H. Willington, explaining to Mrs. Willington, a pleasant-
faced, motherly woman, in a low voice:

"Poor fellow— mental derangement. Quite harmless, but thinks he is
followed by cats and devils. Must have someone to look after him. May do
himself a mischief. You and Jane keep an eye on him; | shall go and inform the
police."

"But he may break out," gasped Mrs. Willington.

"Pooh, pooh! not at all. Quite harmless. Just humour him— humour him,
give in to him. I'll be back in no time."

When Mr. Willington had gone, Daniel entertained Mrs. W. with some
information about the mauve cat and his heavenly perambulations, and then
said suddenly: "Give me two pounds five,"

"But— but, my good man—" faltered the lady.

Daniel arose and faced her. "Give me two pounds five," he said, gently.
"With that sum | can hire assistance, capture the red Devil, and put him in
pound. He really should be impounded. There's no saying what harm he may do
if left at large. Give me two pounds five."

The lady protested, but Daniel repeated his request. He showed indication of
becoming agitated and Mrs. Willington remembering her husband's advice
produced her purse and counted out two pounds five shillings with a tremulous
hand.

"Thank you, madame," said the Opportunist taking up the money, "You have
done the world noble service. | shall secure the assistance of a stockman, round
up the Devil and put him in pound.”

Mr. Ash walked to the window, opened it and stepped out. He went off by
Willington's back gate, got on to the tram at the nearest point, and rode into the
city. The mauve cat accompanied him, sitting in the large hat of a lady in the
opposite corner, but to Daniel s quiet joy the spook was even paler in outline
than it had appeared on the sands.
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"You are evaporating, Tabby, chortled Daniel— "your eyes burn low."

"The conductor shook him. "Here, hev yeh got rats?" he said.

"No," answered Daniel, cheerfully; "cats— cats and devils."

The Odd Man went to his room, deposited certain manuscripts in a box,
walked forth and stored the box, and then stepped out into the sunlight again.

"So," he said, "a good beginning. Now the world is my oyster, and | do not
purpose ever taking the trouble to open it; it shall open itself, and drop
sustenance for Daniel Emanuel Ash, Opportunist. Come puss, puss, puss."

With the shadowy mauve cat at his heels, Daniel went walking in the warm
Domain, rattling the remains of Mrs. Willington's two pounds five in his left-
hand trouser pocket, and whistling odd scraps of "La Boheme" with subdued
cheerfulness.
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28: The Finishing Act
13 October 1910

DANIEL HAD EATEN his al fresco lunch, and sat with his back to a gum in the
Domain, his knees drawn up, the spring breeze toying with his waving hair.

The scrap of paper in Daniel's fingers had swathed his hot saveloy, and was
somewhat greasy; but Mr. Ash scanned the "Missing Friends" advertisements
with semi-somnolent interest. Presently Daniel Ash sat up, extremely wide
awake. He read advertisement No. 3 over again. It ran:

"Wahr, W. H., apply Messrs. Brooks and Rooke, solicitors, urgent. Legacy. Anybody
knowing whereabouts— reward. Wabhr, slim, dark, 5ft. 9in., about forty-five."

Daniel Emanuel Ash read that advertisement three times, and then he arose,
dusted the crumbs from his dinner jacket, adjusted his collapsed high hat, and
faced city-wards. Within half an hour D. E. Ash was seated in the office of
Messrs. Brooks and Rooke, composedly awaiting an interview with the senior
partner in re Wahr, W, H.

The senior partner was a thin-lipped, thin-faced gentleman, with cheek
bones like the hips of a cow, a leathery complexion, and a clump of side
whiskers of the brand once familiarly known as mutton chop. He looked as if his
great aim in life was to realise the Charles Dickens ideal of a confidential family
solicitor.

Daniel was kept waiting longer than he expected, but eventually confronted
Mr. Brooks in the latter's special compartment.

"Re Wahr— William Henry Wahr," said the solicitor; "have you anything of
value to communicate?"

"Not hurriedly," replied Daniel Ash, "not on he impulse of the moment, as it
were. | want few a facts myself as a preliminary."

The lawyer looked at him suspiciously, and took snuff, as a further
concession to the "Bleak House" ideal.

"There is a reward of £100," said he shortly.

"For the recovery of William Henry Wahr, dead or alive?"

"For proof either way."

"It may be that William Henry is reluctant to disclose his whereabouts at this
moment. You, as an eminent lawyer, with a good practice, will understand when
| say that there are moments in the lives of all great men like William Henry
Wahr when publicity is shunned, and invitations of this kind"— Daniel tapped
the paper— "are regarded with marked suspicion."

"You mean that the man Wahr has reasons for hiding himself away?"
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"I mean that he has reasons for seeking to avoid those who are most anxious
to cultivate his close acquaintance."

"Humph! Well, | do not think Mr. Wahr would be suspicious of three
thousand seven hundred a year and a lovely home in Devon."

"No, no, he is not bigoted, not so exclusive as to wish to avoid responsibility
of that sort. In point of fact, he would hail with rapture an opportunity of leaving
this lovely climate for a colder atmosphere, if he were sure it could be done
unostentatiously. His yearning for privacy is wholly local. Out of Australia he
would have no particular desire to blush unseen."

"May | enquire if Mr Wahr is aware of the fact that he is being sought for?"

"He is well aware of it. It has caused him much uneasiness and many
sleepless nights. Fortunately he is not widely known here as William Henry
Wabhr, still he is suspicious. In point of fact, our poor friend is in an extremely
tight place, from which it will take some discretion and not a little £.s.d. to
extricate him, and until he is assured that these intentions are strictly
honourable he prefers his present incognito."

"I can assure you," said Mr. Brooks, "that our business with Mr. Wahr is only
such as will bring him joyful satisfaction. We are in connection with one of the
largest inquiry agencies in England, and tracing missing friends is the most
considerable part of our business. Our one desire is to bring Mr. Wahr into
communication with a firm of London solicitors, who know him only as the heir
of his uncle, the late Thomas Ogilvie Wahr, of Moreton, Devon. Apart from
helping him to a fine fortune, Brooks and Rooke have no interest in William
Henry Wahr."

"And strict privacy may be guaranteed?"

"We seek to know nothing of Wahr but that he is the man wanted, and since
our aim is to deliver him over to our principals in England, naturally we shall be.
careful to take no action that might lead to his being detained here indefinitely."

"Neatly put, and most satisfactory. What of money for present needs?"

"We are instructed to provide a reasonable sum to enable the heir to return
to his home in manner creditable to himself and his family."

"That will do, | think. Mr. Brooks, allow me to introduce myself."

Daniel Ash took a small card from his pocket, and laid it on the table under
the lawyer's nose. On the card the name of William Henry Wahr was written in
neat script.

"You, William Wahr?" said the lawyer.

"At your service."

"Of course, you have proofs?"

"None whatever."

"You have papers— friends who can testify?"
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"None. What papers and small valuables | had on arriving in Australia were
stolen from my lodgings. | have no friends here who can swear | am William
Wahr, for the very excellent reason that they all know me as a totally different
person. | have not used my own name for years."

"Of course, Mr. Wahr, you do not expect to take up a considerable fortune
on your bare statement that you are the rightful heir?"

"Can you explain what is to be done? In England | should be known; there
there would be no difficulty. Can't you send for photographs?"

"You do not seem to have left any tangible evidence of that kind behind you,
Mr. Wahr. We have your description, that is all."

"Then there is only one course open. | can be packed home, F.0.B., as the
missing heir, and the important question of identification must be deferred."

"But, excuse me, sir, you may be an impostor."

"To be sure, | may be, but an impostor usually has an object in view, unless
he is a mere crank; where do | score if | cannot satisfy them in England that in
the matter of this missing heirship I am It?"

"True, true, and there are a few small matters that may serve to give us
confidence in you. Your uncle—"

"Old Uncle Tony— Thomas Ogilvie Wahr? There you might have tripped me
up at once. | give you my word | never knew he had a middle name, "the Ogilvie
is quite a new one on me. He was always Uncle Tom, you know."

Mr. Brooks proceeded to put Daniel Ash through a form of examination on a
few bare details, mostly town matters. Daniel knew that Uncle Tom Wahr was a
ship owner. He answered a few other questions correctly, and bluntly confessed
ignorance on several points.

"Really, you are almost convincing," said the solicitor, "but we cannot afford
to jump at conclusions. Give us three days, and call again."

"And may | urge my present necessities upon your attention? It cannot
escaped your eagle eye that | am not in affluent circumstances."

"I am sorry," said Mr. Brooks, "that your credentials do not justify a
considerable advance. There is a sovereign for immediate needs, and by
Thursday | have no doubt we shall be in a position to extend material help."

Daniel was disappointed in the sum, but he took up the sovereign and left
gaily enough.

"It will provide a dinner suitable to the occasion," he said.

The Opportunist debated the point off and on during the following days,
whether he should follow up his quest. His better sense advised him not to and
yet his almost insatiable love of intellectual adventure drove him on. He did not
wholly trust Mr. Brooks.

"Solicitor Brooks is a sly-boots, me thinks," said Daniel. "I more than half
believe that he was engaged in stretching my nether leg all the time, and yet he
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does not appeal to my mordant understanding as a frivolous wretch. | do not
feel disposed to look upon him as an irresponsible giddy, but what's his little
game?"

Eventually Daniel Ash decided to call in upon Messrs. Brooks and Rooke
again, it only to explain his own error in having mistaken himself for William
Henry Wabhr.

It was into Mr. Brooks's room that Daniel was shown— very readily this
time. A man who had followed the Opportunist in from the street entered with
him.

"Anything new, Rogers?" asked Brooks.

"No, sir," said the man. "He came on his own."

"Very good, Rogers. Remain in the office."

Rogers withdrew, and Brooks turned to his partner.

"This is our missing friend, Wahr, Rooke," he said. Rooke smiled at Daniel,
and Daniel returned the smile most cordially.

"Do you know, | did not think you would keep this appointment to-day," said
Brooks, "so we had Rogers at your elbow to remind you had you forgotten."

Daniel smiled again. "Wholly unnecessary, Mr. Brooks," he said. "The former
meeting was so enjoyable | could not forego the delight of meeting you again."

"You can advance no further proof in support of your claim upon the Wahr
Estate, | suppose?"

"None at all."

"But you are still willing to be favoured with a first-class passage to England
to enable you to establish your identity?"

"Quite willing, Mr. Brooks, thank you."

"Ah, fortunately it is wholly unnecessary. Fortunately, we need not trouble
you, having secured the missing heir some three months ago. You neglected to
observe, my man, that the paper in which you read our advertisement was quite
six months old."

"The date, unhappily, was torn off." Daniel was wholly unperturbed. "But, as
you are already suited with a heir to the Wahr estates, | shall merely thank you
for your urbanity, and withdraw."

"Not so quickly. There's a matter of a sovereign between us."

"A gift, a gratuity, a charitable offering."

"Nothing of the kind. There's also a question of false pretences to be
debated, Mr. Daniel Ash."

The Odd Man showed no amazement on hearing his name.

"Rogers again?" he said cheerfully.

"Yes, Mr. Ash, Rogers is a faithful soul, and quite excellent as a sleuth. He
has found out a good deal about you in two days."

"I hope you found his report interesting."
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"Most interesting. Do you know, Mr. Ash, why | did not call a policeman and
give you in charge the other day? Of course, you do not imagine | was
humbugged for a single moment. It was this saved you."

Mr. Brooks drew a photograph from a drawer, and placed it before Daniel.
For once Daniel Ash's nonchalance forsook him. He took the photograph in his
hand, and looked at it in silence for fully a minute.

"Myself," he said. "Taken in Devon seventeen years ago."

"Yes, | have no doubt of it. This time | think you are the real missing heir, the
authentic lost nephew— the Simon Pure."

"Do you mean that |— | am wanted, |— at home there in Devon?"

Daniel's excitement had the better of him. His words were fiercely spoken,
his attitude and manner were entirely foreign to the placid Opportunist we have
met in so many strange situations.

"If you are Walter Ironsides, and | do not doubt it for a moment."

"I am Walter Ironsides, but that has never been my name in Australia."

"Otherwise it must have come to your ears some time ago that matters to
your advantage were awaiting settlement. We have been advertising for you for
guite a time."

"Aunt Sophie?"

"To be sure— Sophie Ironsides, spinster, of Moreton, Devon, England. She
leaves you a property valued at £700 a year. | noticed your astonishing
resemblance to this photograph, sent to assist us in our investigations, the
moment | clapped eyes on you. Need | say there was no Uncle Thomas Ogilvie
Wahr, of Moreton, Devon, he was merely introduced and located in Moreton to
give me an opportunity of satisfying myself that you knew the town."

Daniel had seated himself. He was greatly agitated.

"You are not tricking' me?" he said, "This is true? My aunt is dead? | am her
heir?"

"Of that there will be small difficulty in satisfying you, the moment you place
on this table some reasonable proof of your identity with Walter Ironsides."

Daniel started up. "I shall be back within an hour," he said. "Send Rogers
with me."

When Daniel Ash returned he carried a portmanteau in his hand. From this
he tumbled a mass of letters and photographs on the table before the solicitor.
"Rogers will tell you | merely snatched us this portmanteau from my room and
returned. These are authentic documents."

Brooks looked through the papers.

"This will do," be said. "Our cheque for one hundred pounds is at your
disposal, Mr. Ironsides, or, | should say ninety-nine pounds, you having had one

pound in advance, | think. | suppose you will leave Australia almost immediately
?II
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"By the next Orient boat, Mr. Brooks."
And on the next mail boat Daniel Emanuel Ash passed out from Australia,
and beyond the ken of the writer of these faithful chronicles.
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