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1: Hulbertson, Outcast


James Francis
Dwyer


1874-1952


Munsey's Magazine  Feb 1916


 


IT was a remark made by Baxter, the big American, that
brought the story. Baxter, with O'Neill, the captain of the Maori Belle,
Lawrence, the supercargo of the same vessel, and Hulbertson, lay on the sandy
beach of Yaon and talked. It was a moonlit night. Away to the right the cliffs
rose up nearly perpendicular, and upon the very edge of the wall of rock
clustered the palm-thatched huts of the natives. 


Hulbertson's little coral-limed
shack was close to the shore, not more than twenty feet from the spot where the
four men lay. The soft light from the slush lamp came through the open door and
fell upon the gray-headed beach-comber as he reclined upon the sand. 


Baxter had spoken of the
loneliness that was upon the island. He had rounded off his remarks by putting
a question to Hulbertson, who was known from Flinders Reef to the Paumotus by
the somewhat ironic title of " the Marquis of Yaon." 


"How can you stand it,
Hulbertson?" asked Baxter. "Why, this loneliness is like a cold hand
that chills one. It would drive me crazy!" 


"I have become used to
it," said the beach-comber. " I have been here nineteen years." 


A native woman, carrying a bottle
of whisky and four chipped cups, came from the little shack. She was a woman of
middle age, yet there was a suppleness about her that gave her a look of
surprising youthfulness. She had much natural charm, and she moved gracefully. 


Hulbertson looked up at her, made
a signal with his hand, and she brought the whisky-bottle to his side. Again he
made signs with his fingers; the woman went quickly back to the house and
returned with two young coconuts, the tops of which had been neatly chopped
off. 


After Hulbertson had put whisky
in the four cups, she filled them with the liquid from the coconuts; then she
looked at the man in the questioning, strained way in which a person unable to
hear looks when expecting an order. Again Hulbertson signaled to her, and with
a little curtsy to the other men, she returned slowly to the shack. 


The woman was the beach-comber's
native wife. She had been deaf from childhood. She adored Hulbertson, who was a
man so much out of the common that an observer could easily see why the title
of Marquis of Yaon had been conferred upon him. He had a fine-shaped head with
particularly good features. The nose was splendid; the eyes— deep-set,
flashing, blue eyes— were possessed of much intelligence; the mouth was firm
and handsome. The beach-comber's hands were so attractive that Baxter stared at
them when Hulbertson handed round the drinks. 


The four lifted their cups and
drank in silence. Then the beach-comber spoke. 


"I had been here just two
years when you made your first call, O'Neill," he said. 


"Yes, I remember well the
first day I put into Yaon," said the captain of the Maori Belle.
" That was seventeen years ago." 


"So you have camped here
nineteen years!" said Baxter. " Nineteen years on an island that a
man can walk around in half a day!" 


There was silence after Baxter
spoke. The three watched Hulbertson. He was not the ordinary beach-comber. He
had not degenerated into a rum-drinking sot, although he was tied up to a
native wife. He was always clean and presentable, and, wonderful to relate, he
shaved daily. 


Suddenly the beach-comber turned
upon Baxter and spoke. 


"Would you like to know why
I am here?" he asked in a quiet voice. " Would you?" 


"Sure," said the big
American, lifting himself on his elbow. " I would like very much to hear
the story." 


 


ii


 


FROM THE HUT came the voice of
Hulbertson's wife softly crooning a Tongan love-song. From the beach came the
hiss of the little waves that flung themselves upon the sand, which shone
milky-white in the moonlight. 


Hulbertson spoke. 


"I came down here from
Singapore," he said, " by way of Rabaul and the Carolines. I was
tired of the big centers of the world, and had a mad longing for sand and surf,
palm-trees and silence. It was a sort of spring longing, but in my case it had
become chronic. Every normal man gets the longing when the sap goes up the
trees, and I got it so infernally bad that it ate away the veneer of
civilization and made me a savage. I hated my own kind. I hated crowds, cities,
and I had to cut loose. 


"I got down here, and I
liked it. Neena was the chief's daughter. She liked me, I liked her, although
she was deaf, and we were married. I had put the world and its worries out of
my head, and I settled down to spend my days free from all cares. These little
green patches were the Islands of the Blest to me. The song of the surf upon
the beaches, the lullaby that the south wind sings to the palms, and the little
patter of the rain-drops on the thatched roof, were so many lariats that bound
me to the place." 


The beach-comber paused. He stood
up, took a dozen strides along the sand, then returned to the spot where he had
been sitting. The three listeners watched him as he took the short turn, and it
was then that the captain of the Maori Belle noticed how awkwardly
Hulbertson moved. The beach-comber was of athletic build, yet he walked with a
curious, disjointed motion of the knees which puzzled O'Neill. 


"I was here twelve months
when a yacht sailed in and anchored out there beyond the reef," said
Hulbertson, continuing his story. "I remember the day well. It was a sunny
day in spring, and I was lying on the top of the cliff, up there where the
village is. Neena and I lived there then. 


"I sat watching the yacht. I
knew that she was not a trading vessel. She was a pleasure yacht, and I didn't
view her arrival with any great enthusiasm. She sent ashore a boat manned by
four sailors, and in the boat were two men in white. They asked a few questions
of the natives on the beach, and I saw the boys pointing up to the top of the cliff,
where I lived. You know the path leading up the face of the rock? Well, they
started to climb it, and I wondered as I watched them. 


"Neena came out and stood
beside me as they clambered up that nearly perpendicular trail. She was
watching them closely, and she turned and asked me a question. 


" 'Who are they?' she said. 


" 'I don't know," I
answered. 


" 'I am afraid of them,' said
Neena. 


" 'Why?' I asked. 


" 'Because I think they have
come to take you back,' she said. 'Something tells me that they have.' 


"Now that was strange, when
I tell you of what happened. Those two climbed up and up till they reached the
top of the cliff. The boy who was acting as their guide pointed to me, and the
two walked toward me. Neena had taken hold of one of my hands, and she was
holding it tightly. 


" 'Good day,'  I said. 'Do
you want to see me?' 


"The older man of the two
took off his cap and bowed. 


" 'Is your name is
Hulbertson,' he said. 


" 'That is my name," ' I
answered." 


Again the beach-comber halted.
The silence seemed to grow more intense. It irritated Lawrence so much that he
tried to hurry the story-teller. 


"What did he say when you
told him it was your name?" he asked. 


"What did he say?"
repeated Hulbertson slowly. "He said something that jolted me hard. He
said something that took me away from the palms and the beaches and the blue
surf, and I saw St. James's Park, the Row, Piccadilly on a sunny morning, and
the sweet-smelling uplands of Surrey. I saw England, my England! Those
pictures, a million of them, came up within my brain like an overexposed
photographic plate that has been dipped into a strong developing solution. 


"The elder of those two men
stepped forward and bent himself nearly double. 


" 'I salute you, Sir Hugh!'
he said. 'I am very much pleased to be the first to tell you of your good
fortune.' 


"Isn't it strange how a man
can be twisted around in a moment? Some unexpected happening will unloose a mad
riot of feelings that he hasn't been aware of. That's what that man's words did
to me. I had been feeling contented, satisfied, but when he spoke a wild
nostalgia sprang upon me. The longing burst out from some chamber in my brain,
and I was crazed with a longing for home, for home! 


"I knew what had happened
when he called me by that title. When I sailed from Southampton two years
before, there were three between me and that little prefix— three healthy
people, and the most optimistic money-lender in London would not have loaned me
a sovereign on my chance of ever getting it. Stupidly I listened to what he
told me. Fate had made a clearing up. Two of the three were drowned together in
the Solent, during the week of the regatta at Cowes; the third met a bull
elephant in a temper somewhere out at the back of Nairobi, and his remains were
unrecognizable. Those things happen now and then. 


"It was when the three were
wiped out that they started to hunt for me. They traced me to Port Said, to
Suez, on through Aden to Bombay, and from Bombay down to Colombo. They lost me
there, but four months later they picked up my track at Rangoon, and followed
me down through Banjermassin and Rabaul, till they located me at Yaon. The
elder man was the family solicitor; the other was the captain of the yacht— my
yacht!" 
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HULBERTSON lifted his voice when
he cried out the words "my yacht," and the taunting echo was thrown
back by the cliffs. It seemed as if the very rocks were amazed to hear the
beach-comber of Yaon talking of his yacht. 


"I needn't tell you about
our conversation," Hulbertson continued. "I needn't tell you how much
the estate was worth. There was a cozy place with shooting and hunting down in
the Midlands, a town house near St. James's Park, and the yacht; that was all —
that and the title. Sir Hugh Hulbertson! Nice load for a beach-comber of Yaon,
eh? 


"But I wanted to go back.
Yes, I did! I was crazy to go back. Neena was nothing to me when that
homesickness clutched me. Yet I didn't want them to see me take leave of a
native woman. I guess you understand. They were white men with old-fashioned
notions of things, and when they looked at her standing there by my side, I—I—
why, I felt ashamed. 


"You know what I mean. She
was clean and sweet and modest, and yet the way they looked at her made me feel
as if they had discovered me in the act of committing some crime. Every time
that lawyer tacked the title to my name, it made me squirm. It seemed to me as
if the beggar was saying it as often as he could, to make me feel that I had
committed some crime against my name and race. The fawning devil told me that I
was a Hulbertson with a genealogical tree that ran back to the Crusaders. He
told me that a Hulbertson had once been chancellor of England, that another had
been Bishop of London, and that another— oh, what's the use of telling you this
sort of stuff? But I was a Hulbertson, and he had found me living with a native
woman— a native woman half clothed and unable to speak fifty words of English.
He made me hate him every time he turned his cunning little eyes on me! 


"I told them to go back to
the yacht and send a boat for me an hour later. I didn't want them to see a
native woman fling her arms around me in an effort to hold me. Neena couldn't
understand what they said, even if she could have heard it, but she felt it.
Yes, she felt it! When that sleek family solicitor took off his cap and bowed
before me, her grip tightened on my arm. Fear came into her eyes, and she edged
up closer to me, as if afraid that they were going to run off with me there and
then. 


"It was strange what Neena
gathered up out of their conversation. Afterward I discovered that in some way
she got the whole purport of it, although she did not hear one word of what
they said. Months afterward I found that out. She knew that the yacht was mine.
She knew that something had happened in my own country— something which, as she
told me, had made me a chief there. Her eyes gathered up a thousand little
things. She saw the obsequious manner of the solicitor, that confounded greasy,
please-don't-kick-me look of the man who wishes to ingratiate himself with his
new employer. 


"Neena stood beside me and
watched the two as they went down the path to the boat. She did not speak, but
her big eyes were wide with terror. I didn't explain till they were pulling out
toward the reef. Then I told her. I said that I was going away, going to
England. I told her that they were coming back from the yacht in an hour, and I
told her the reason why I had sent them away. I was brutal, because that home
longing made me brutal. It welled up within me and made me a devil, a selfish
devil. I told Neena that I didn't want them to see a brown woman clinging to
me, and that I would get the performance over before they returned. 


"Neena started to cry. She
loved me. She worshiped me. She flung herself at me and clasped her arms around
my neck. She fell upon her knees and clutched at me. In my longing to get away
I struck at her in an effort to break her grip. 


"I was mad, mad, mad! The
words of that fawning solicitor had brought me visions, visions that tore the
heart out of me. I think I kicked her. Yes, I'm sure I did. What do you think
of that? I, a Hulbertson, kicked a woman who had been a slave to me for months!
I was her god, and yet I didn't stop to realize her agony. 


"The boat was just putting
away from the yacht to pull back to the point when I tore myself away from her
and made a rush for the path that leads down the face of the cliff. She
wouldn't let me go. She ran after me, flung her arms around me, and held me in
a grip that I couldn't break. I couldn't tear myself from her clutch. She had a
strangle hold upon me. 


"It was then that I lost my
head completely. I struck at her fiercely. I showered blows upon her. I knocked
her unconscious, and I left her there where she fell, on the edge of the cliff
where the path leads down to the beach, 


"I had gone down that track
scores of times without ever thinking of a fall, but the story that the lawyer
told and the parting with Neena had shaken my nerves to pieces, so that I lost
control of my limbs. I was drunk with emotion, drunk with a home longing. A
thousand, a million memories sprang on me. I sniffed perfumes that I had not
sniffed for years— the gorse, the sweet smell of the downs, the odor of the
flower-market at Covent Garden on a spring morning. They sprang at me, those
smells! I heard noises, noises that I had forgotten. Running down that track, I
heard the rattle of the buses rolling along the Strand, the whir of the hansom
cabs, and the newsboys crying out 'Pyper, sir, pyper!' I heard them! You can
think me mad, but every sound connected with London, every sound connected with
the old days, came to me then, and the odors— Oh, they made me crazy! Why, I
thought I heard the laughter of the well-dressed women along Bond Street, and
it brought me a physical revulsion against Neena. 


"I reeled. I stumbled. Twice
I fell upon my face, clawed myself up, and ran on. I had no control over my
legs, because my brain, my mad brain, was filled with memories and odors that
had rushed into it from somewhere in the past. I reached the corner of the
track, the corner where one has to lean back against the wall of the cliff to
get by, and then— then the drunkenness that was upon me got its chance. I tried
to get around the curve, tried by clinging to the face of the cliff. London was
calling— my London! I was crying out to the dream Piccadilly that I was coming
back, coming back again as Sir Hugh Hulbertson of Hulbertson Hall. What a
maniac a man can become! I tried to cling to the cliff, but my legs, my drunken
legs, gave way beneath me. I slipped, clutched at the rock, and, shrieking like
a fiend, I went over the edge of the path, down, down, to the coral rocks
below! 


"I lost consciousness when I
struck the rocks, but after a while— an hour, perhaps— I came to my senses. I
tried to move my limbs, and then I found that the fall had put me out of
commission. I had broken both of my legs." 
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IN THE LITTLE SILENCE that
followed, O'Neill thought of the shambling manner in which Hulbertson of Yaon
walked. He understood now. 


"I lay on the rocks, trying
to think," continued Hulbertson. " I had told the lawyer and the
captain of the yacht to wait for me on the strip of beach below the point, and
they could not see me among the rocks. I was hidden by the big boulders, so
that unless any one looked down from the spot whence I had fallen, they could
not get a glimpse of me. 


"I had some ugly moments
just then. You can imagine the kind of reflections that came to me. A Nemesis
had followed me down the path, and when it had got me to that corner it had
struck at me. All the sweet odors and sounds had fled. They had been swept away
by that fall. I was sane. My brain was cool again, and I realized what an
infernal fool I had been. 


"I fell near the edge of the
pool, a black pool that went in under the cliff. You have seen it, O'Neill. The
natives tell stories about it. They say that in that pool lives an evil spirit.
Curiously, I thought of all the stories regarding the pool as I lay on the edge
of it, helpless. Those yarns came up in me, the spook yarns that I had heard
told in the little huts. Lying there on my side, I stared at it— stared as if I
sensed something evil about it. I could see nothing, but yet, as I lay there
helpless, that pool made me creep with the horror that I sensed. There was
nothing in sight, mind you, but— but the look of it gave me a feeling of
goose-flesh. I thought that its black waters concealed something, something
loathsome, something the thought of which filled me with horror. 


"And that horror was there.
As I watched the water, something came up out of it, something which chilled
me— chilled me more than anything I had ever seen before. Do you know what it
was? It was the feeler of a devil-fish, a blind, waving tentacle that came up
out of the water about twenty feet from where I was lying and laid itself upon
a slimy rock. 


"What do you think I did
then? What do you think I, a Hulbertson, with the blood of the Crusaders in my
veins, did at that moment? Tell me, O'Neill, what you think I did." 


"Heaven knows," said
O'Neill. 


"I screamed!" cried the
beach-comber. "I screamed out to her, to Neena, forgetting in my fear that
she could not hear, even if she had recovered consciousness. I was a coward, a
damnable coward! The thing frightened me, terrified me, made me feel the
greatest craven the world ever saw. 


"Another feeler came up out
of the water, then another. It seemed as if that thing in the black pool heard
me as I screamed to Neena. It did hear me! Up out of the water came its eyes—
vicious eyes which looked across the dark pool toward the spot where I was
lying. 


"I screamed and screamed.
One of the feelers was lifted up, and it waved at me as if it was pointing me
out— me, with my broken legs, carrion that the fates had tossed down on the
edge of the pool! In my terror I had a conviction that the fawning lawyer had
been sent by the fates to tell that story, so that the devil-fish could get a
meal. Don't you see? I had mad thoughts, insane thoughts! I had a belief that
the three between me and the title had died, that the lawyer had wandered across
the world, and that I had gone mad, just because that thing in the black pool
was hungry. That's what I thought; and the terror that was upon me made me
scream out like a frightened child. 


"Then I saw Neena. I caught
a glimpse of her on the top of the cliff, far above me, silhouetted against the
sky. She was running up and down on the very edge, her head thrust forward,
trying to discover what had become of me. She could see the lawyer and the
captain waiting down below the point, but she could not see what had happened
to me. And then again I screamed out to her, screamed out like the madman that
I was! 


"I don't know how to explain
everything, but that pool, the mystery connected with it, and the state of mind
I was in at that moment so impressed that loathsome thing upon me that I saw it
in my sleep for weeks, for months afterward. Yes! I saw it, saw its slimy
feelers coming toward me, toward Sir Hugh Hulbertson, before whom a cringing
lawyer had bowed down. The title was worth a lot to me at that moment, wasn't
it? The town house was worth a lot, and so was the place in the Midlands, with
its hunting and shooting, of which that sleek, hand-rubbing lawyer had spoken! 


"Don't you understand the
kind of thoughts that came into my mind? The handful of gifts that fortune had
flung to me an hour before could not stop the big feelers that were coming
toward me, slowly, haltingly, but surely. The awful thing that stopped every
now and then and watched me didn't know that I was Sir Hugh Hulbertson, and
that I had the blood of Crusaders in my veins. It saw in me carrion— carrion !
Those rows of suckers along the big feelers were waiting to get at the blue
blood that the sniveling beast of a lawyer had spoken of! 


"I can shut my eyes and see
that hideous thing now. It burned itself into my brain so that I shall never
forget— never! I tried by clawing the rocks to drag myself along, but I got
wedged, and then the pain from my broken legs and the mental agony I was
suffering were too much for me, and I lost consciousness." 
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THE BEACHCOMBER halted. Lawrence
choked back a little exclamation. The soft voice of the native woman crooning a
tribal song came from the shack behind. Hulbertson was looking out beyond the
reef, where the jagged teeth of coral bit at the big waves that were rolling toward
the white beach. 


The beach-comber's voice was
lowered when he took up his narrative. 


"I came to my senses to find
some one dragging me, dragging me over the coral rocks. Yes, it was Neena. I
don't know how she found me, but she did. She found me lying there on the edge
of the pool with that cursed thing crawling toward me. She dragged me to the
bottom of the path, and then— I'm hanged if I know how she did it— she got me
on her back and carried me right up the path to the hut. 


"She laid me on the bed, set
my legs, put them in splints, and then gave me a drink of jalu leaves that
eased the pain I was suffering. Neena had quite a reputation as a doctor, and
she fussed round me as if she was glad that I had given her an opportunity to
show her skill. 


"The family solicitor and
the captain of the yacht came up the track after Neena had got me fixed up.
They had grown tired of waiting, and had come up to see what was wrong. I made
Neena pull a bamboo screen in front of the bed, and I talked to them from
behind the screen. At least, I talked to the solicitor. I dictated a little
statement, which I made him write out and hand in for me to sign; and after I
had signed that statement I told him he could take himself and the yacht back
to a young cousin whom I had mentioned in the statement, and who was then
trying to burn up London on two hundred pounds a year. He married a Gaiety
actress six months after he got the title, and he's been doing sensational
stunts ever since." 


The silence seemed to come down
heavier upon the island as the beachcomber stopped speaking. The cooing of a
disturbed wood-dove came from the palm grove; the woman still sang gaily within
the shack. 


The song seemed to draw
Hulbertson. He got to his feet and turned toward the little coral-limed
dwelling. It was then that Baxter asked a question. 


"Was there a doctor aboard
the yacht?" he asked. 


"Yes," said Hulbertson.



"Then why didn't you let him
attend to your legs?" 


"Like thunder! "
snorted the beachcomber. "Do you think I'd hurt her feelings by letting
the ship's sawbones touch me after she had fixed me up? Not I!" 


He turned and walked up the path
toward the shack, the curious, disjointed movements of his legs being plainly
visible to the three men on the sands as his big frame showed against the soft
glow that came from the doorway. 


____________











 


2: The Nameless Man


Rodrigues Ottolengui


1831-1937


The Idler, Jan 1895


Collected in: Final Proof, 1898


 


American dentist at detective story writer. Barnes and
Mitchel were characters in a series of short stories and novels


 


MR. BARNES was sitting in his private room,
with nothing of special importance to occupy his thoughts, when his
office boy announced a visitor.


"What name?" asked Mr.
Barnes.


"None," was the reply.


"You mean," said the
detective, "that the man did not give you his name. He must have one, of
course. Show him in."


A minute later the stranger
entered, and, bowing courteously, began the conversation at once.


"Mr. Barnes, the famous
detective, I believe?" said he.


"My name is Barnes,"
replied the detective. "May I have the pleasure of knowing yours?"


"I sincerely hope so,"
continued the stranger. "The fact is, I suppose I have forgotten it."


"Forgotten your name?"
Mr. Barnes scented an interesting case, and became doubly attentive.


"Yes," said the
visitor; "that is precisely my singular predicament. I seem to have lost my
identity. That is the object of my call. I wish you to discover who I am. As I
am evidently a full-grown man, I can certainly claim that I have a past
history, but to me that past is entirely blank. I awoke this morning in this
condition, yet apparently in possession of all my faculties, so much so, that I
at once saw the advisability of consulting a first-class detective, and, upon
inquiry, I was directed to you."


"Your case is most
interesting— from my point of view, I mean. To you, of course, it must seem
unfortunate. Yet it is not unparalleled. There have been many such cases
recorded, and, for your temporary relief, I may say that, sooner or later,
complete restoration of memory usually occurs. But now, let us try to unravel
your mystery as soon as possible, that you may suffer as little inconvenience
as there need be. I would like to ask you a few questions."


"As many as you like, and I
will do my best to answer."


"Do you think that you are a
New Yorker?"


"I have not the least idea
whether I am or not."


"You say you were advised to
consult me. By whom?"


"The clerk at the Waldorf
Hotel, where I slept last night."


"Then, of course, he gave
you my address. Did you find it necessary to ask him how to find my
offices?"


"Well, no, I did not. That
seems strange, does it not? I certainly had no difficulty in coming here. I
suppose that must be a significant fact, Mr. Barnes?"


"It tends to show that you
have been familiar with New York, but we must still find out whether you live
here or not. How did you register at the hotel?"


"M. J. G. Remington,
City."


"You are quite sure that
Remington is not your name?"


"Quite sure. After breakfast
this morning I was passing through the lobby when the clerk called me twice by
that name. Finally, one of the hall-boys touched me on the shoulder and
explained that I was wanted at the desk. I was very much confused to find
myself called 'Mr. Remington,' a name which certainly is not my own. Before I
fully realized my position, I said to the clerk, 'Why do you call me Remington?'
and he replied, 'Because you registered under that name.' I tried to pass it
off, but I am sure that the clerk looks upon me as a suspicious
character."


"What baggage have you with
you at the hotel?"


"None. Not even a
satchel."


"May there not be something in
your pockets that would help us; letters, for example?"


"I am sorry to say that I
have made a search in that direction, but found nothing. Luckily I did have a
pocketbook, though."


"Much money in it?"


"In the neighborhood of five
hundred dollars."


Mr. Barnes turned to his table
and made a few notes on a pad of paper. While so engaged his visitor took out a
fine gold watch, and, after a glance at the face, was about to return it to his
pocket, when Mr. Barnes wheeled around in his chair, and said:


"That is a handsome watch
you have there. Of a curious pattern, too. I am rather interested in old
watches."


The stranger seemed confused for
an instant, and quickly put up his watch, saying:


"There is nothing remarkable
about it. Merely an old family relic. I value it more for that than anything
else. But about my case, Mr. Barnes; how long do you think it will take to
restore my identity to me? It is rather awkward to go about under a false
name."


"I should think so,"
said the detective. "I will do my best for you, but you have given me
absolutely no clue to work upon, so that it is impossible to say what my
success will be. Still I think forty-eight hours should suffice. At least in
that time I ought to make some discoveries for you. Suppose you call again on the
day after to-morrow, at noon precisely. Will that suit you?"


"Very well, indeed. If you
can tell me who I am at that time I shall be more than convinced that you are a
great detective, as I have been told."


He arose and prepared to go, and
upon the instant Mr. Barnes touched a button under his table with his foot,
which caused a bell to ring in a distant part of the building, no sound of
which penetrated the private office. Thus any one could visit Mr. Barnes in his
den, and might leave, unsuspicious of the fact that a spy would be awaiting him
out in the street who would shadow him persistently day and night until
recalled by his chief. After giving the signal, Mr. Barnes held his strange
visitor in conversation a few moments longer to allow his spy opportunity to
get to his post.


"How will you pass the time
away, Mr. Remington?" said he. "We may as well call you by that name,
until I find your true one."


"Yes, I suppose so. As to
what I shall do during the next forty-eight hours, why, I think I may as well
devote myself to seeing the sights. It is a remarkably pleasant day for a
stroll, and I think I will visit your beautiful Central Park."


"A capital idea. By all
means, I would advise occupation of that kind. It would be best not to do any
business until your memory is restored to you."


"Business? Why, of course, I
can do no business."


"No. If you were to order
any goods, for example, under the name of Remington, later on when you resume
your proper identity you might be arrested as an impostor."


"By George! I had not
thought of that. My position is more serious than I had realized. I thank you
for the warning. Sight-seeing will assuredly be my safest plan for the next two
days."


"I think so. Call at the
time agreed upon, and hope for the best. If I should need you before then, I
will send to your hotel."


Then, saying "Good
morning," Mr. Barnes turned to his desk again, and, as the stranger looked
at him before stepping out of the room, the detective seemed engrossed with
some papers before him. Yet scarcely had the door closed upon the retreating
form of his recent visitor, when Mr. Barnes looked up, with an air of
expectancy. A moment later a very tiny bell in a drawer of his desk rang,
indicating that the man had left the building, the signal having been sent to
him by one of his employees, whose business it was to watch all departures and
notify his chief. A few moments later Mr. Barnes himself emerged, clad in an
entirely different suit of clothing, and with such alteration in the color of
his hair that more than a casual glance would have been required to recognize
him.


When he reached the street the
stranger was nowhere in sight, but Mr. Barnes went to a doorway opposite, and
there he found, written in blue pencil, the word "up," whereupon he
walked rapidly uptown as far as the next corner, where once more he examined a
door-post, upon which he found the word "right," which indicated the
way the men ahead of him had turned. Beyond this he could expect no signals,
for the spy shadowing the stranger did not know positively that his chief would
take part in the game. The two signals which he had written on the doors were
merely a part of a routine, and intended to aid Mr. Barnes should he follow;
but if he did so, he would be expected to be in sight of the spy by the time
the second signal was reached. And so it proved in this instance, for as Mr.
Barnes turned the corner to the right, he easily discerned his man about two
blocks ahead, and presently was near enough to see "Remington" also.


The pursuit continued until Mr.
Barnes was surprised to see him enter the Park, thus carrying out his intention
as stated in his interview with the detective. Entering at the Fifth Avenue
gate he made his way towards the menagerie, and here a curious incident
occurred. The stranger had mingled with the crowd in the monkey-house, and was
enjoying the antics of the mischievous little animals, when Mr. Barnes, getting
close behind him, deftly removed a pocket-handkerchief from the tail of his
coat and swiftly transferred it to his own.


On the day following, shortly
before noon, Mr. Barnes walked quickly into the reading-room of the Fifth
Avenue Hotel. In one corner there is a handsome mahogany cabinet, containing
three compartments, each of which is entered through double doors, having glass
panels in the upper half. About these panels are draped yellow silk curtains,
and in the centre of each appears a white porcelain numeral. These compartments
are used as public telephone stations, the applicant being shut in, so as to be
free from the noise of the outer room.


Mr. Barnes spoke to the girl in
charge, and then passed into the compartment numbered "2." Less than
five minutes later Mr. Leroy Mitchel came into the reading-room. His keen eyes
peered about him, scanning the countenances of those busy with the papers or
writing, and then he gave the telephone girl a number, and went into the
compartment numbered "1." About ten minutes elapsed before Mr.
Mitchel came out again, and, having paid the toll, he left the hotel. When Mr.
Barnes emerged, there was an expression of extreme satisfaction upon his face.
Without lingering, he also went out. But instead of following Mr. Mitchel
through the main lobby to Broadway, he crossed the reading-room and reached
Twenty-third Street through the side door. Thence he proceeded to the station
of the elevated railroad, and went uptown. Twenty minutes later he was ringing
the bell of Mr. Mitchel's residence. The "buttons" who answered his
summons informed him that his master was not at home.


"He usually comes in to
luncheon, however, does he not?" asked the detective.


"Yes, sir," responded
the boy.


"Is Mrs. Mitchel at
home?"


"No, sir."


"Miss Rose?"


"Yes, sir."


"Ah; then I'll wait. Take my
card to her."


Mr. Barnes passed into the
luxurious drawing-room, and was soon joined by Rose, Mr. Mitchel's adopted
daughter.


"I am sorry papa is not at
home, Mr. Barnes," said the little lady, "but he will surely be in to
luncheon, if you will wait."


"Yes, thank you, I think I
will. It is quite a trip up, and, being here, I may as well wait a while and
see your father, though the matter is not of any great importance."


"Some interesting case, Mr.
Barnes? If so, do tell me about it. You know I am almost as interested in your
cases as papa is."


"Yes, I know you are, and my
vanity is flattered. But I am sorry to say that I have nothing on hand at
present worth relating. My errand is a very simple one. Your father was saying,
a few days ago, that he was thinking of buying a bicycle, and yesterday, by
accident, I came across a machine of an entirely new make, which seems to me
superior to anything yet produced. I thought he might be interested to see it,
before deciding what kind to buy."


"I am afraid you are too
late, Mr. Barnes. Papa has bought a bicycle already."


"Indeed! What style did he
choose?"


"I really do not know, but
it is down in the lower hall, if you care to look at it."


"It is hardly worth while,
Miss Rose. After all, I have no interest in the new model, and if your father
has found something that he likes, I won't even mention the other to him. It
might only make him regret his bargain. Still, on second thoughts, I will go
down with you, if you will take me into the dining-room and show me the head of
that moose which your father has been bragging about killing. I believe it has
come back from the taxidermist's?"


"Oh, yes. He is just a
monster. Come on."


They went down to the
dining-room, and Mr. Barnes expressed great admiration for the moose's head,
and praised Mr. Mitchel's skill as a marksman. But he had taken a moment to
scrutinize the bicycle which stood in the hallway, while Rose was opening the
blinds in the dining-room. Then they returned to the drawing-room, and after a
little more conversation Mr. Barnes departed, saying that he could not wait any
longer, but he charged Rose to tell her father that he particularly desired him
to call at noon on the following day.


Promptly at the time appointed,
"Remington" walked into the office of Mr. Barnes, and was announced.
The detective was in his private room. Mr. Leroy Mitchel had been admitted but
a few moments before.


"Ask Mr. Remington in,"
said Mr. Barnes to his boy, and when that gentleman entered, before he could
show surprise at finding a third party present, the detective said:


"Mr. Mitchel, this is the
gentleman whom I wish you to meet. Permit me to introduce to you Mr. Mortimer
J. Goldie, better known to the sporting fraternity as G. J. Mortimer, the
champion short-distance bicycle rider, who recently rode a mile in the
phenomenal time of 1.36, on a three-lap track."


As Mr. Barnes spoke, he gazed
from one to the other of his companions, with a half-quizzical and wholly
pleased expression on his face. Mr. Mitchel appeared much interested, but the
newcomer was evidently greatly astonished. He looked blankly at Mr. Barnes a
moment, then dropped into a chair with the query:


"How in the name of
conscience did you find that out?"


"That much was not very
difficult," replied the detective. "I can tell you much more; indeed,
I can supply your whole past history, provided your memory has been
sufficiently restored for you to recognize my facts as true."


Mr. Barnes looked at Mr. Mitchel,
and winked one eye in a most suggestive manner, at which that gentleman burst
out into hearty laughter, finally saying:


"We may as well admit that
we are beaten, Goldie. Mr. Barnes has been too much for us."


"But I want to know how he
has done it," persisted Mr. Goldie.


"I have no doubt that Mr.
Barnes will gratify you. Indeed, I am as curious as you are to know by what means
he has arrived at his quick solution of the problem which we set for him."


"I will enlighten you as to
detective methods with pleasure," said Mr. Barnes. "Let me begin with
the visit made to me by this gentleman two days ago. At the very outset his
statement aroused my suspicion, though I did my best not to let him think so.
He announced to me that he had lost his identity, and I promptly told him that
his case was not uncommon. I said that in order that he might feel sure that I
did not doubt his tale. But truly, his case, if he was telling the truth, was
absolutely unique. Men have lost recollection of their past, and even have
forgotten their names. But I have never before heard of a man who had forgotten
his name, and at the same time knew that he had done so."


"A capital point, Mr.
Barnes," said Mr. Mitchel. "You were certainly shrewd to suspect
fraud so early."


"Well, I cannot say that I
suspected fraud so soon, but the story was so improbable that I could not
believe it immediately. I therefore was what I might call 'analytically
attentive' during the rest of the interview. The next point worth noting which
came out was that, although he had forgotten himself, he had not forgotten New
York, for he admitted having come to me without special guidance."


"I remember that,"
interrupted Mr. Goldie, "and I think I even said to you at the time that
it was significant."


"And I told you that it at
least showed that you had been familiar with New York. This was better proven
when you said that you would spend the day at Central Park, and when, after
leaving here, you had no difficulty in finding your way thither."


"Do you mean to say that you
had me followed? I made sure that no one was after me."


"Well, yes, you were
followed," said Mr. Barnes, with a smile. "I had a spy after you, and
I followed you as far as the Park myself. But let me come to the other points
in your interview and my deductions. You told me that you had registered as 'M.
J. G. Remington.' This helped me considerably, as we shall see presently. A few
minutes later you took out your watch, and in that little mirror over my desk,
which I use occasionally when I turn my back upon a visitor, I noted that there
was an inscription on the outside of the case. I turned and asked you something
about the watch, when you hastily returned it to your pocket, with the remark
that it was 'an old family relic.' Now can you explain how you could have known
that, supposing that you had forgotten who you were?"


"Neatly caught,
Goldie," laughed Mr. Mitchel. "You certainly made a mess of it
there."


"It was an asinine
slip," said Mr. Goldie, laughing also.


"Now, then," continued
Mr. Barnes, "you readily see that I had good reason for believing that you
had not forgotten your name. On the contrary, I was positive that your name was
a part of the inscription on the watch. What, then, could be your purpose in
pretending otherwise? I did not discover that for some time. However, I decided
to go ahead, and find you out if I could. Next I noted two things. Your coat
opened once, so that I saw, pinned to your vest, a bicycle badge, which I
recognized as the emblem of the League of American Wheelmen."


"Oh! Oh!" cried Mr.
Mitchel. "Shame on you, Goldie, for a blunderer."


"I had entirely forgotten
the badge," said Mr. Goldie.


"I also observed," the
detective went on, "little indentations on the sole of your shoe, as you
had your legs crossed, which satisfied me that you were a rider even before I
observed the badge. Now then, we come to the name, and the significance
thereof. Had you really lost your memory, the choosing of a name when you
registered at a hotel would have been a haphazard matter of no importance to
me. But as soon as I decided that you were imposing upon me, I knew that your
choice of a name had been a deliberate act of the mind; one from which
deductions could be drawn."


"Ah; now we come to the
interesting part," said Mr. Mitchel. "I love to follow a detective
when he uses his brains."


"The name as registered, and
I examined the registry to make sure, was odd. Three initials are unusual. A
man without memory, and therefore not quite sound mentally, would hardly have
chosen so many. Then why had it been done in this instance? What more natural
than that these initials represented the true name? In assuming an alias, it is
the most common method to transpose the real name in some way. At least it was
a working hypothesis. Then the last name might be very significant.
'Remington.' The Remingtons make guns, sewing-machines, typewriters, and
bicycles. Now, this man was a bicycle rider, I was sure. If he chose his own
initials as a part of the alias, it was possible that he selected 'Remington'
because it was familiar to him. I even imagined that he might be an agent for
Remington bicycles, and I had arrived at that point during our interview, when
I advised him not to buy anything until his identity was restored. But I was
sure of my quarry when I stole a handkerchief from him at the park, and found
the initials 'M. J. G.' upon the same."


"Marked linen on your
person!" exclaimed Mr. Mitchel. "Worse and worse! We'll never make a
successful criminal of you, Goldie."


"Perhaps not. I shan't cry
over it."


"I felt sure of my success
by this time," continued Mr. Barnes, "yet at the very next step I was
balked. I looked over a list of L. A. W. members and could not find a name to
fit my initials, which shows, as you will see presently, that, as I may say,
'too many clues spoil the broth.' Without the handkerchief I would have done
better. Next I secured a catalogue of the Remingtons, which gave a list of
their authorized agents, and again I failed. Returning to my office I received
information from my spy, sent in by messenger, which promised to open a way for
me. He had followed you about, Mr. Goldie, and I must say you played your part
very well, so far as avoiding acquaintances is concerned. But at last you went
to a public telephone, and called up some one. My man saw the importance of
discovering to whom you had spoken, and bribed the telephone attendant to give
him the information. All that he learned, however, was that you had spoken to
the public station at the Fifth Avenue Hotel. My spy thought that this was
inconsequent, but it proved to me at once that there was collusion, and that
your man must have been at the other station by previous appointment. As that
was at noon, a few minutes before the same hour on the following day, that is
to say, yesterday, I went to the Fifth Avenue Hotel telephone and secreted
myself in the middle compartment, hoping to hear what your partner might say to
you. I failed in this, as the boxes are too well made to permit sound to pass
from one to the other; but imagine my gratification to see Mr. Mitchel himself
go into the box."


"And why?" asked Mr.
Mitchel.


"Why, as soon as I saw you,
I comprehended the whole scheme. It was you who had concocted the little
diversion to test my ability. Thus, at last, I understood the reason for the
pretended loss of identity. With the knowledge that you were in it, I was more
than ever determined to get at the facts. Knowing that you were out, I hastened
to your house, hoping for a chat with little Miss Rose, as the most likely
member of your family to get information from."


"Oh, fie! Mr. Barnes,"
said Mr. Mitchel; "to play upon the innocence of childhood! I am ashamed
of you!"


" 'All's fair,' etc. Well, I
succeeded. I found Mr. Goldie's bicycle in your hallway, and, as I suspected,
it was a Remington. I took the number and hurried down to the agency, where I
readily discovered that wheel No. 5086 is ridden by G. J. Mortimer, one of
their regular racing team. I also learned that Mortimer's private name is
Mortimer J. Goldie. I was much pleased at this, because it showed how good my
reasoning had been about the alias, for you observe that the racing name is
merely a transposition of the family name. The watch, of course, is a prize,
and the inscription would have proved that you were imposing upon me, Mr.
Goldie, had you permitted me to see it."


"Of course; that was why I
put it back in my pocket."


"I said just now," said
Mr. Barnes, "that without the stolen handkerchief I would have done
better. Having it, when I looked over the L. A. W. list I went through the
'G's' only. Without it, I should have looked through the 'G's,' 'J's,' and
'M's,' not knowing how the letters may have been transposed. In that case I
should have found 'G. J. Mortimer,' and the initials would have proved that I
was on the right track."


"You have done well, Mr.
Barnes," said Mr. Mitchel. "I asked Goldie to play the part of a
nameless man for a few days, to have some fun with you. But you have had fun
with us, it seems. Though, I am conceited enough to say, that had it been possible
for me to play the principal part, you would not have pierced my identity so
soon."


"Oh, I don't know,"
said Mr. Barnes. "We are both of us a little egotistical, I fear."


"Undoubtedly. Still, if I
ever set another trap for you, I will assign myself the chief rôle."


"Nothing would please me
better," said Mr. Barnes. "But, gentlemen, as you have lost in this
little game, it seems to me that some one owes me a dinner, at least."


"I'll stand the expense with
pleasure," said Mr. Mitchel.


"Not at all," interrupted
Mr. Goldie. "It was through my blundering that we lost, and I'll pay the
piper."


"Settle it between
you," cried Mr. Barnes. "But let us walk on. I am getting
hungry."


Whereupon they adjourned to
Delmonico's.


___________
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'A LADY to see you, sir.' 


Frank Tremayne hastily drew his
feet from the mantlepiece where they had been reposing, and flinging the end of
his cigar into the fire, turned his chair around and assumed a more decorous
positon before the table. 


'Show her in, Dick,' he said
laconically, and as the lad went to obey him he seized a pen and began
scribbling busily upon the margin of a very legal looking document. 'I hope
it's a case,' he muttered. 'But it will be just my luck if it isn't' 


The door swung open once more and
a lady, dressed sombrely and wearing a thick veil over her face, Frank rose,
bowed politely, and placed a chair for her near the fire, then waited. She sat
down, and for a few moments a dead silence reigned. Frank felt rather than knew
that two piercing eyes regarding him fixedly from behind that screening veil,
and cool and unconcerned as he usually was, the calm scrutiny set his pulses
beating faster and caused him to fidget uneasily. 


At last, with a preliminary
cough, he was about to open the conversation by some trivial remark when, as
though divining his intention, the stranger forstalled him.


'Mr. Frank Tremayne, I believe,'
she began in a singularly sweet voice. 


He bowed his head affirmatively,
then after an instant's hesitation said: 


'You wish to consult me on some
business matter, I suppose madam?' 


'Yes,' she murmured, and with a
rapid gesture flung back her veil, disclosing a delicate, olive-tinted face, a
small scarlet mouth, and a pair of very dark lustrous eyes that were a little
melancholy in their expression. Frank started, and a thrill of excitement
stirred his heart. Glad as he was to at last see a possible client sitting in
his office, it added to the interest that she was young and beautiful, and
while he remained silent, lost in wondering admiration, she rose to her feet a
few steps nearer to him, and gazed at him long and earnestly. 


'Mr. Tremayne,' she said at
length, and her voice sounded a little tremulous, 'I have come to make a
singular proposal— one that will no doubt surprise you.' She paused a second;
then, with-out the faintest suspicion of a blush or look of self-consciousness,
she added: 'Will-will you marry me?' 


Had a bombshell exploded at
Frank's feet he could not have looked more amazed. He pushed back his chair,
and not knowing whether to feel indignant or amazed at what he considered an
extraordinary joke, he stood speechless, regarding his strange visitor with a
curious blending of wratg and mortification in his blue eyes. 


'Madam,' he began presently, but
with a gesture half-appealing, half-imperious, she stopped him. 


'Hear me first,' she remarked,
and Frank was astonished at the coolness of her tones. 'No doubt you think me
crazy, but I assure you I am in full possession of my senses, and in all my
life was never more in earnest. I ask you to marry me, and it will be to your
advantage to accept the proposal. You are poor, and at the beginning of your
career. You want money and influence to insure success Marry me, and one week
from the day on which I take your name you will find your-self a free man, with
one hundred thousand dollars at your control. 


One hundred thousand dollars! For
one moment Frank felt dizzy, and the hot blood rushed in a torrent to his head.
Then he recovered himself, and put the temptation from him. 


'Do no speak yet,' the sweet,
calm voice continues. 'I want you to thoroughly understand my intentions. The
marriage that I propose will in no way bind us together. You will be free to go
your way or and I mine. There is only one service which I shall demand of you— only
once after the ceremony shall we meet again, and then I shall pass from you
life, and in a few weeks you will have forgotten that you ever knew me,' 


'But—' 


'I do not want your answer now.
Take two days to think it over, and at the end of that time I will return to
learn your decision. It is not much I ask of you—  just to go through the
simple form of marriage, and as we part after-wards it cannot make any difference
to your life, unless" —here for the first time a wave of colour passed
over her cheeks— "unless your troth is already plighted to some one you
love?' 


'Oh no!' Frank hastily replied,
and blushed almost as deep as his companion. 


She heaved a little sigh of
relief, and held out her hand with a charming smile. 'You may expect me on
Thursday at this hour,' she said, 'Good-bye until then.' 


Mechanically he clasped the
slender fingers, and in another moment she had gone from the office, leaving
him in the state of bewildered doubt not easy to be described.


He dropped heavily in his chair,
and for a long time remained plunged in thought. The girl's startling proposal
haunted him in spite of all his efforts to dismiss it from his mind. One
hundred thousand dollars was no small sum to be lightly rejected. He was young,
poor, and ambitious. Gold was the magic wand that could beat down the barrier
that now stood between him and success. Gold would buy him influence and
friends, and open the way to the realisation of his dearest hopes. Why should
he not accept the tempting offer? He was heart whole and not averse to settling
down into contended bachelorship, and as long as she did not mind entering into
the strange compact, why should he? 


These and similar thoughts
agitated him for the next two days, and when on Thursday the beautiful stranger
again stood before him he had firmly decided what to do. 


'Well?' she exclaimed, looking at
him eagerly. 


'I accept the offer,' he answered
with an intense gravity in his voice, 'and I hope we shall neither of us regret
it. Now, may I ask you one or two questions?'


'Certainly,' 


'Do you mind telling me your
name?' 


'Nita— Nita Sinclair,' she
re-sponded, smiling. 


'And may I know why you want me
to marry you?' 


She looked embarassed for an
instant, then said slowly: 'I cannot tell you at present. After you have
rendered me the service I shall ask I will give you a complete explanation.
Until then will you not trust me?' 


Her large, soft eyes were gazing
steadfastly into his, and a sweet, half tremulous smile parted her red lips.
For a second Frank, who, in spite of a certain amount of rough knocking about
the world, was sufficiently romantic and impressionable, completely lost his
head and seizing her hand he carried it to his lips as he fervently exclaimed:
'I will trust you! Yes. Only tell me what I can do to serve you and your orders
shall always be blindly and implicitly obeyed.' 


 


TWO WEEKS later, as Frank
Tremayne sat in his office, indulging in happy day dreams for the future, Dick
suddenly entered and laid a small blue-tinted note on the table before him.
Frank opened it hurriedly, recognising the delicate hand-writing. When he had
mastered the contents he pondered for a minute or two, a thoughtful look on his
brow. 


'To-morrow I am to be at St.
James' Church, she says,' he muttered at last, 'and act as my heart and honour
prompt me. Well, it's a queer and a singular place of rendezvous, but as I have
promised to obey I must keep my word. I shall be glad when the business is
over, and the one hundred thousand mine, and yet—' He broke off with a sigh as
before him rose the vision of a lovely dusky face and two tender dark eyes.
Then a forced laugh escaped him, and he brushed his hand across his brow.


'Bah! I believe I am getting
sentimental,' he exclaimed half contemptuously. 


 


THE NEXT MORNING at the hour
indicated, Frank entered the church Nita had mentioned in her letter. An
unusual stir about it and the large number of fashionably dressed people
assembled betrayed that something of an interest was about to take place. The
flowers and the red cloth that reached from the altar steps to the gate outside
convinced Frank that the 'something' was a wedding. 


He took his place in one of the
pews and waited, a curious, excited sensation thrilling him. He looked at the
bridegroom-elect, who was already standing near the altar, a handsome man in
the prime of his life, with a dark, haughty face and cold glittering eyes. A
movement behind made Frank turn, and he gazed rather curiously at the white
draped form slowly approaching. As the bride, leaning on the arm of an elderly
man, passed the pew where he sat she raised her head, and her eyes met his— a
brief glance, but which nevertheless sent an electric thrill through him. 


'Nita,' he scarcely breathed, and
like one under the influence of a spell watched the strange and unreal scene.
At first he saw without hearing, but presently the clergyman's voice fell
distinctly on his ears, and the words he uttered made Frank rise to his feet
and move mechanically up to the altar. 


'I forbid this marriage,' he said
loudly and imperiously, and seizing Nita's hand held it fast.


The bridegroom grew crimson, and
a sinister light sprang to his eyes. He glanced from Frank's calm face to Nita's,
and something in her eyes— a glow of secret exultation— roused a sudden, wild suspicion
in his breast. 


'Who are you, sir?' he hissed 'By
what right do you forbid this marriage?' 


'By the greatest of all rights.
This lady is my wife, and while I live she can marry no other man.' 


'It is a lie!' the bridegroom
almost shouted, while a lady, whose resemblance to him proclaimed her to be his
mother moved to his side, her face deathly white. 


'Your proofs!' she gasped. 


Frank drew the certificate of
marriage from his breast and held it before their eyes. Then as both fell back,
baffled and speechless, he smiled coldly, and, turning to Nita, said: 'Shall I
take you from here?' 


In silence she laid her hand on
his arm, and together they passed from the church. As they entered the waiting
carriage Nita gave a quick order to the groom; but when they had left the
church far behind she looked at him, and for an instant laid her hand on his. 


'Thank you,' she said simply.
'You did well.' 


'Still I don't quite understand.'
he replied. 'What's the meaning of this farce?' 


'It means revenge,' she answered
with a little laugh. 'I owe you an explanation, and you shall have it.' 


Then she went on to tell him how
when, years ago, her beautiful mother died, and she had been left a lonely,
sorrowful child, to the care of her dead father's sister, that lady's ambition
had induced her to make sure of the girl's vast wealth by betrothing her early
to her only son, Vincent Maxwell. Kept closely imprisoned during girlhood, Nita
had grown up entirely ignorant of the world, and completely under the influence
of a designing woman and a cold-hearted, despotic man. Even her marriage with
Vincent was looked upon as a matter of course, and much as she disliked him,
she dared not revolt against her fate. 


'And I should never have thought
of defying him had he not by his own savage temper roused me from the state of
semi-apathy into which I had fallen,' she added, and an indignant light flashed
into her eyes. 'One day I had refused to do his bidding— fetch him something
that he had commanded in his usual imperative way— and in a momentary fit of
passion he struck me.'


'The coward!' Frank exclaimed and
unconsciously twined his arm around her trembling form. 


'I never forgot nor forgave,'
Nita continued. 'I simply acquiesced in all they proposed, and bided my time.
To have revenge was the one aim of my life, and that is why I asked you to
marry me. The denouement I planned in my head succeeded beautifully, and I have
to thank you again for the charming way you did your part. I felt that I could
rely on you.' 


Frank gazed at her a moent in
silence; then said: 'Will you tell me now why you chose me, above all other
men, to be the instrument of your vengeance?' 


'Because I knew no one else. I
met you once, two years ago. You have probably forgotten the incident. When
coming up from Vermont you rendered some slight assistance to Aunt Mary, and
upon or accident, left your card on the seat. Some impulse made me keep the
piece of pasteboard, and when I had determined to free myself from the net Aunt
Mary had drawn so skillfully around me I remembered you, and— and you know the
rest.' 


He had no time to answer. The
carriage stopped in front of a small hotel, and before Frank could recover from
his bewilderment he found himself alone in a warm, comfortably furnished sitting-room,
with Nita's parting words ringing in his ears. 


'Wait for me here, please, Mr.
Tremayne. I shall not be long, and then— to business. Ten minutes later she
again stood in his presence, her bridal robes changed for an elegant garnet
velvet dress, which set off to advantage her slender form, dusky complexion,
and silky back hair. As she came half-shyly towards him, Frank glanced at her
with a new light in his eyes, and stretched out both hands he clasped hers. 


'Well, what next?' 


'I wrote my solicitors to meet me
here, but they have not yet arrived. When they do they will arrange with you
about the money and then— then we will say good-bye.' 


Frank released her hands
suddenly, and, folding his arms across his breast, gazed at her with a strange
expression in his eyes. 


'No,' he said at last in a deep
moved voice. 'We will not say good-bye, Nita, or, if we do, I will accept
nothing from you.' 


'You mean you will not take the
money,' she whispered. 


'Yes, unless— unless, Nita, I
take my wife with it.' 


A dead silence followed his
words, during which he remained steadfastly, regarding her, while she, with
downcast eyes and heaving breast, hesitated. Presently, with a sweet tremulous light
on her face, she moved nearer to him, and laid both hands upon his breast. 'You
will take the money, Frank?' 


'With you?' 


'Yes.' He put up his arms very
gently rounk her, and bending his head pressed his lips to hers.


 In the eloquent pause which followed
that caress, they looked into each other's eyes with a sort of timid wonder, a
low, tremulous ecstasy awakened in both their hearts. At last Frank whispered:
'Nita, my wife, you will never leave me know? 


And Nita softly answered:
'Never!'


______
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IT WAS A HARD JOLT for me, one of the most bitterest I ever
had to face. And it all came about through my own foolishness too. Even yet,
sometimes, when I think of it, I want to cry or swear or kick myself. Perhaps,
even now, after all this time, there will be a kind of satisfaction in making
myself look cheap by telling of it.


It began at three o'clock one
October afternoon as I sat in the grand stand at the fall trotting and pacing
meet at Sandusky, Ohio.


To tell the truth, I felt a
little foolish that I should be sitting in the grand stand at all. During the
summer before I had left my home town with Harry Whitehead and, with a nigger
named Burt, had taken a job as swipe with one of the two horses Harry was
campaigning through the fall race meets that year. Mother cried and my sister
Mildred, who wanted to get a job as a school teacher in our town that fall,
stormed and scolded about the house all during the week before I left. They
both thought it something disgraceful that one of our family should take a
place as a swipe with race horses. I've an idea Mildred thought my taking the
place would stand in the way of her getting the job she'd been working so long
for.


But after all I had to work and
there was no other work to be got. A big lumbering fellow of nineteen couldn't
just hang around the house and I had got too big to mow people's lawns and sell
newspapers. Little chaps who could get next to people's sympathies by their
sizes were always getting jobs away from me. There was one fellow who kept
saying to everyone who wanted a lawn mowed or a cistern cleaned, that he was
saving money to work his way through college, and I used to lay awake nights
thinking up ways to injure him without being found out. I kept thinking of
wagons running over him and bricks falling on his head as he walked along the
street. But never mind him.


I got the place with Harry and I
liked Burt fine. We got along splendid together. He was a big nigger with a
lazy sprawling body and soft kind eyes, and when it came to a fight he could
hit like Jack Johnson. He had Bucephalus, a big black pacing stallion that
could do 2.09 or 2.10 if he had to, and I had a little gelding named Doctor
Fritz that never lost a race all fall when Harry wanted him to win.


We set out from home late in July
in a box car with the two horses and after that, until late November, we kept
moving along to the race meets and the fairs. It was a peachy time for me, I'll
say that. Sometimes, now, I think that boys who are raised regular in houses,
and never have a fine nigger like Burt for best friend, and go to high schools
and college, and never steal anything or get drunk a little, or learn to swear
from fellows who know how, or come walking up in front of a grand stand in
their shirt sleeves and with dirty horsey pants on when the races are going on
and the grand stand is full of people all dressed up— What's the use talking
about it? Such fellows don't know nothing at all. They've never had no opportunity.


But I did. Burt taught me how to
rub down a horse and put the bandages on after a race and steam a horse out and
a lot of valuable things for any man to know. He could wrap a bandage on a
horse's leg so smooth that if it had been the same color you would think it was
his skin, and I guess he'd have been a big driver too and got to the top like
Murphy and Walter Cox and the others if he hadn't been black.


Gee whizz, it was fun. You got to
a county seat town maybe, say, on a Saturday or Sunday, and the fair began the
next Tuesday and lasted until Friday afternoon. Doctor Fritz would be, say, in
the 2.25 trot on Tuesday afternoon and on Thursday afternoon Bucephalus would
knock 'em cold in the "free-for-all" pace. It left you a lot of time
to hang around and listen to horse talk, and see Burt knock some yap cold that
got too gay, and you'd find out about horses and men and pick up a lot of stuff
you could use all the rest of your life if you had some sense and salted down
what you heard and felt and saw.


And then at the end of the week
when the race meet was over, and Harry had run home to tend up to his livery
stable business, you and Burt hitched the two horses to carts and drove slow
and steady across country to the place for the next meeting so as to not
over-heat the horses, etc., etc., you know.


Gee whizz, gosh amighty, the nice
hickorynut and beechnut and oaks and other kinds of trees along the roads, all
brown and red, and the good smells, and Burt singing a song that was called
Deep River, and the country girls at the windows of houses and everything. You
can stick your colleges up your nose for all me. I guess I know where I got my
education.


Why, one of those little burgs of
towns you come to on the way, say now, on a Saturday afternoon, and Burt says, "let's
lay up here." And you did.


And you took the horses to a
livery stable and fed them and you got your good clothes out of a box and put
them on.


And the town was full of farmers
gaping, because they could see you were race horse people, and the kids maybe
never see a nigger before and was afraid and run away when the two of us walked
down their main street.


And that was before prohibition
and all that foolishness, and so you went into a saloon, the two of you, and
all the yaps come and stood around, and there was always someone pretended he
was horsey and knew things and spoke up and began asking questions, and all you
did was to lie and lie all you could about what horses you had, and I said I
owned them, and then some fellow said, "Will you have a drink of whiskey?"
and Burt knocked his eye out the way he could say, offhand like, "Oh,
well, all right, I'm agreeable to a little nip. I'll split a quart with you."
Gee whizz.


But that isn't what I want to
tell my story about. We got home late in November and I promised mother I'd
quit the race horses for good. There's a lot of things you've got to promise a
mother because she don't know any better.


And so, there not being any work
in our town any more than when I left there to go to the races, I went off to
Sandusky and got a pretty good place taking care of the horses for a man who
owned a teaming and delivery and storage business there. It was a pretty good
place with good eats and a day off each week and sleeping on a cot in the big
barn, and mostly just shoveling in hay and oats to a lot of big good-enough
skates of horses that couldn't have trotted a race with a toad. I wasn't
dissatisfied and I could send money home.


And then, as I started to tell
you, the fall races come to Sandusky and I got the day off and I went. I left
the job at noon and had on my good clothes and my new brown derby hat I'd just
bought the Saturday before, and a stand-up collar.


First of all I went downtown and
walked about with the dudes. I've always thought to myself, "put up a good
front," and so I did it. I had forty dollars in my pocket and so I went
into the West House, a big hotel, and walked up to the cigar stand. "Give
me three twenty-five cent cigars," I said. There was a lot of horse men
and strangers and dressed-up people from other towns standing around in the
lobby and in the bar, and I mingled amongst them. In the bar there was a fellow
with a cane and a Windsor tie on, that it made me sick to look at him. I like a
man to be a man and dress up, but not to go put on that kind of airs. So I
pushed him aside, kind of rough, and had me a drink of whiskey. And then he
looked at me as though he thought maybe he'd get gay, but he changed his mind
and didn't say anything. And then I had another drink of whiskey, just to show
him something, and went out and had a hack out to the races all to myself, and
when I got there I bought myself the best seat I could get up in the grand
stand, but didn't go in for any of these boxes. That's putting on too many
airs.


And so there I was, sitting up in
the grand stand as gay as you please and looking down on the swipes coming out
with their horses and with their dirty horsey pants on and the horse blankets
swung over their shoulders same as I had been doing all the year before. I
liked one thing about the same as the other, sitting up there and feeling grand
and being down there and looking up at the yaps and feeling grander and more
important too. One thing's about as good as another if you take it just right.
I've often said that.


Well, right in front of me, in
the grand stand that day, there was a fellow with a couple of girls and they
was about my age. The young fellow was a nice guy all right. He was the kind
maybe that goes to college and then comes to be a lawyer or maybe a newspaper
editor or something like that, but he wasn't stuck on himself. There are some
of that kind are all right and he was one of the ones.


He had his sister with him and
another girl and the sister looked around over his shoulder, accidental at
first, not intending to start anything—she wasn't that kind—and her eyes and
mine happened to meet.


You know how it is. Gee, she was
a peach. She had on a soft dress, kind of a blue stuff and it looked carelessly
made, but was well sewed and made and everything. I knew that much. I blushed
when she looked right at me and so did she. She was the nicest girl I've ever
seen in my life. She wasn't stuck on herself and she could talk proper grammar
without being like a school teacher or something like that. What I mean is, she
was O.K. I think maybe her father was well-to-do, but not rich to make her
chesty because she was his daughter, as some are. Maybe he owned a drug store
or a dry goods store in their home town, or something like that. She never told
me and I never asked.


My own people are all O.K. too,
when you come to that. My grandfather was Welsh and over in the old country, in
Wales he was—but never mind that.


 


THE FIRST HEAT of the first race
come off and the young fellow setting there with the two girls left them and
went down to make a bet. I knew what he was up to, but he didn't talk big and
noisy and let everyone around know he was a sport, as some do. He wasn't that
kind. Well, he come back and I heard him tell the two girls what horse he'd bet
on, and when the heat was trotted they all half got to their feet and acted in
the excited, sweaty way people do when they've got money down on a race, and
the horse they bet on is up there pretty close at the end, and they think maybe
he'll come on with a rush, but he never does because he hasn't got the old
juice in him, come right down to it.


And then, pretty soon, the horses
came out for the 2.18 pace and there was a horse in it I knew. He was a horse
Bob French had in his string, but Bob didn't own him. He was a horse owned by a
Mr. Mathers down at Marietta, Ohio.


This Mr. Mathers had a lot of
money and owned some coal mines or something, and he had a swell place out in
the country, and he was stuck on race horses, but was a Presbyterian or
something, and I think more than likely his wife was one, too, maybe a stiffer
one than himself. So he never raced his horses hisself, and the story round the
Ohio race tracks was that when one of his horses got ready to go to the races
he turned him over to Bob French and pretended to his wife he was sold.


So Bob had the horses and he did
pretty much as he pleased and you can't blame Bob, at least, I never did.
Sometimes he was out to win and sometimes he wasn't. I never cared much about
that when I was swiping a horse. What I did want to know was that my horse had
the speed and could go out in front if you wanted him to.


And, as I'm telling you, there
was Bob in this race with one of Mr. Mathers' horses, was named "About Ben
Ahem" or something like that, and was fast as a streak. He was a gelding
and had a mark of 2.21, but could step in .08 or .09.


Because when Burt and I were out,
as I've told you, the year before, there was a nigger Burt knew, worked for Mr.
Mathers, and we went out there one day when we didn't have no race on at the
Marietta Fair and our boss Harry was gone home.


And so everyone was gone to the
fair but just this one nigger, and he took us all through Mr. Mathers' swell
house and he and Burt tapped a bottle of wine Mr. Mathers had hid in his
bedroom, back in a closet, without his wife knowing, and he showed us this Ahem
horse. Burt was always stuck on being a driver, but didn't have much chance to
get to the top, being a nigger, and he and the other nigger gulped that whole
bottle of wine and Burt got a little lit up.


So the nigger let Burt take this
About Ben Ahem and step him a mile in a track Mr. Mathers had all to himself,
right there on the farm. And Mr. Mathers had one child, a daughter, kinda sick
and not very good looking, and she came home and we had to hustle and get About
Ben Ahem stuck back in the barn.


I'm only telling you to get
everything straight. At Sandusky, that afternoon I was at the fair, this young
fellow with the two girls was fussed, being with the girls and losing his bet.
You know how a fellow is that way. One of them was his girl and the other his
sister. I had figured that out.


"Gee whizz," I says to
myself, "I'm going to give him the dope."


He was mighty nice when I touched
him on the shoulder. He and the girls were nice to me right from the start and
clear to the end. I'm not blaming them.


And so he leaned back and I gave
him the dope on About Ben Ahem. "Don't bet a cent on this first heat
because he'll go like an oxen hitched to a plough, but when the first heat is
over go right down and lay on your pile." That's what I told him.


Well, I never saw a fellow treat
any one sweller. There was a fat man sitting beside the little girl that had
looked at me twice by this time, and I at her, and both blushing, and what did
he do but have the nerve to turn and ask the fat man to get up and change
places with me so I could set with his crowd.


Gee whizz, amighty. There I was.
What a chump I was to go and get gay up there in the West House bar, and just
because that dude was standing there with a cane and that kind of a necktie on,
to go and get all balled up and drink that whiskey, just to show off.


Of course she would know, me
setting right beside her and letting her smell of my breath. I could have
kicked myself right down out of that grand stand and all around that race track
and made a faster record than most of the skates of horses they had there that
year.


Because that girl wasn't any mutt
of a girl. What wouldn't I have give right then for a stick of chewing gum to
chew, or a lozenger, or some licorice, or most anything. I was glad I had those
twenty-five cent cigars in my pocket, and right away I give that fellow one and
lit one myself. Then that fat man got up and we changed places and there I was
plunked right down beside her.


They introduced themselves, and
the fellow's best girl he had with him, was named Miss Elinor Woodbury, and her
father was a manufacturer of barrels from a place called Tiffin, Ohio. And the
fellow himself was named Wilbur Wessen and his sister was Miss Lucy Wessen.


I suppose it was their having
such swell names got me off my trolley. A fellow, just because he has been a
swipe with a race horse, and works taking care of horses for a man in the
teaming, delivery and storage business, isn't any better or worse than any one
else. I've often thought that, and said it, too.


But you know how a fellow is.
There's something in that kind of nice clothes, and the kind of nice eyes she
had, and the way she had looked at me, awhile before, over her brother's
shoulder, and me looking back at her, and both of us blushing.


I couldn't show her up for a
boob, could I?


I made a fool of myself, that's
what I did. I said my name was Walter Mathers from Marietta, Ohio, and then I
told all three of them the smashingest lie you ever heard. What I said was that
my father owned the horse About Ben Ahem, and that he had let him out to this
Bob French for racing purposes, because our family was proud and had never gone
into racing that way, in our own name, I mean. Then I had got started and they
were all leaning over and listening, and Miss Lucy Wessen's eyes were shining,
and I went the whole hog.


I told about our place down at
Marietta, and about the big stables and the grand brick house we had on a hill,
up above the Ohio River, but I knew enough not to do it in no bragging way.
What I did was to start things and then let them drag the rest out of me. I
acted just as reluctant to tell as I could. Our family hasn't got any barrel
factory, and, since I've known us, we've always been pretty poor, but not
asking anything of anyone at that, and my grandfather, over in Wales— but never
mind that.


We set there talking like we had
known each other for years and years, and I went and told them that my father
had been expecting maybe this Bob French wasn't on the square, and had sent me
up to Sandusky on the sly to find out what I could.


And I bluffed it through I had
found out all about the 2.18 pace in which About Ben Ahem was to start.


I said he would lose the first
heat by pacing like a lame cow and then he would come back and skin 'em alive
after that. And to back up what I said I took thirty dollars out of my pocket
and handed it to Mr. Wilbur Wessen and asked him would he mind, after the first
heat, to go down and place it on About Ben Ahem for whatever odds he could get.
What I said was that I didn't want Bob French to see me and none of the swipes.


Sure enough the first heat come
off and About Ben Ahem went off his stride, up the back stretch, and looked
like a wooden horse or a sick one, and come in to be last. Then this Wilbur
Wessen went down to the betting place under the grand stand and there I was
with the two girls, and when that Miss Woodbury was looking the other way once,
Lucy Wessen kinda, with her shoulder you know, kinda touched me. Not just
tucking down, I don't mean. You know how a woman can do. They get close, but
not getting gay either. You know what they do. Gee whizz.


And then they give me a jolt.
What they had done when I didn't know, was to get together, and they had
decided Wilbur Wessen would bet fifty dollars, and the two girls had gone and
put in ten dollars each of their own money, too. I was sick then, but I was
sicker later.


About the gelding, About Ben
Ahem, and their winning their money, I wasn't worried a lot about that. It come
out O.K. Ahem stepped the next three heats like a bushel of spoiled eggs going
to market before they could be found out, and Wilbur Wessen had got nine to two
for the money. There was something else eating at me.


Because Wilbur come back after he
had bet the money, and after that he spent most of his time talking to that
Miss Woodbury, and Lucy Wessen and I was left alone together like on a desert
island. Gee, if I'd only been on the square or if there had been any way of
getting myself on the square. There ain't any Walter Mathers, like I said to
her and them, and there hasn't ever been one, but if there was, I bet I'd go to
Marietta, Ohio, and shoot him tomorrow.


There I was, big boob that I am.
Pretty soon the race was over, and Wilbur had gone down and collected our
money, and we had a hack downtown, and he stood us a swell dinner at the West
House, and a bottle of champagne beside.


And I was with that girl and she
wasn't saying much, and I wasn't saying much either. One thing I know. She wasn't
stuck on me because of the lie about my father being rich and all that. There's
a way you know.... Craps amighty. There's a kind of girl you see just once in
your life, and if you don't get busy and make hay then you're gone for good and
all and might as well go jump off a bridge. They give you a look from inside of
them somewhere, and it ain't no vamping, and what it means is— you want that
girl to be your wife, and you want nice things around her like flowers and
swell clothes, and you want her to have the kids you're going to have, and you
want good music played and no ragtime. Gee whizz.


There's a place over near
Sandusky, across a kind of bay, and it's called Cedar Point. And when we had
had that dinner we went over to it in a launch, all by ourselves. Wilbur and
Miss Lucy and that Miss Woodbury had to catch a ten o'clock train back to
Tiffin, Ohio, because when you're out with girls like that you can't get
careless and miss any trains and stay out all night like you can with some
kinds of Janes.


And Wilbur blowed himself to the
launch and it cost him fifteen cold plunks, but I wouldn't ever have knew if I
hadn't listened. He wasn't no tin horn kind of a sport.


Over at the Cedar Point place we
didn't stay around where there was a gang of common kind of cattle at all.


There was big dance halls and
dining places for yaps, and there was a beach you could walk along and get
where it was dark, and we went there.


She didn't talk hardly at all and
neither did I, and I was thinking how glad I was my mother was all right, and
always made us kids learn to eat with a fork at table and not swill soup and
not be noisy and rough like a gang you see around a race track that way.


Then Wilbur and his girl went
away up the beach and Lucy and I set down in a dark place where there was some
roots of old trees the water had washed up, and after that, the time, till we
had to go back in the launch and they had to catch their trains, wasn't nothing
at all. It went like winking your eye.


Here's how it was. The place we
were setting in was dark, like I said, and there was the roots from that old
stump sticking up like arms, and there was a watery smell, and the night was
like— as if you could put your hand out and feel it— so warm and soft and dark
and sweet like a orange.


I most cried and I most swore and
I most jumped up and danced, I was so mad and happy and sad.


When Wilbur come back from being
alone with his girl, and she saw him coming, Lucy she says, "we got to go
to the train now," and she was most crying, too, but she never knew
nothing I knew, and she couldn't be so all busted up. And then, before Wilbur
and Miss Woodbury got up to where she was, she put her face up and kissed me
quick and put her head up against me and she was all quivering and— Gee whizz.


Sometimes I hope I have cancer
and die. I guess you know what I mean. We went in the launch across the bay to
the train like that, and it was dark too. She whispered and said it was like
she and I could get out of the boat and walk on the water, and it sounded
foolish, but I knew what she meant.


And then quick, we were right at
the depot, and there was a big gang of yaps, the kind that goes to the fairs,
and crowded and milling around like cattle, and how could I tell her? "It
won't be long because you'll write and I'll write to you." That's all she
said.


I got a chance like a hay barn
afire. A swell chance I got.


And maybe she would write me,
down at Marietta that way, and the letter would come back, and stamped on the
front of it by the U.S.A. "there ain't any such guy," or something
like that, whatever they stamp on a letter that way.


And me trying to pass myself off
for a bigbug and a swell— to her, as decent a little body as God ever made.
Craps amighty. A swell chance I got.


And then the train come in and
she got on, and Wilbur Wessen come and shook hands with me and that Miss
Woodbury was nice and bowed to me and I at her and the train went and I busted
out and cried like a kid.


Gee, I could have run after that
train and made Dan Patch look like a freight train after a wreck, but socks
amighty, what was the use? Did you ever see such a fool?


I'll bet you what— if I had an
arm broke right now or a train had run over my foot— I wouldn't go to no doctor
at all. I'd go set down and let her hurt and hurt— that's what I'd do.


I'll bet you what— if I hadn't a
drunk that booze I'd a never been such a boob as to go tell such a lie— that
couldn't never be made straight to a lady like her.


I wish I had that fellow right
here that had on a Windsor tie and carried a cane. I'd smash him for fair. Gosh
darn his eyes. He's a big fool— that's what he is.


And if I'm not another you just
go find me one and I'll quit working and be a bum and give him my job. I don't
care nothing for working and earning money and saving it for no such boob as
myself.


___________
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"Forthwith this frame
of mine was wrench'd


With a woful agony,


Which forced me to begin
my tale,


And then it set me free.


 


"Since then, at an
uncertain hour,


That agony returns;


And till my ghastly tale
is told


This heart within me
burns."


 


— Coleridge's Ancient
Mariner.


 


I HAVE HEARD IT SAID, that, when any strange, supernatural,
and necromantic adventure has occurred to a human being, that being, however
desirous he may be to conceal the same, feels at certain periods torn up as it
were by an intellectual earthquake, and is forced to bare the inner depths of
his spirit to another. I am a witness of the truth of this. I have dearly sworn
to myself never to reveal to human ears the horrors to which I once, in excess
of fiendly pride, delivered myself over. The holy man who heard my confession,
and reconciled me to the Church, is dead. None knows that once— 


Why should it not be thus? Why
tell a tale of impious tempting of Providence, and soul-subduing humiliation?
Why? answer me, ye who are wise in the secrets of human nature! I only know
that so it is; and in spite of strong resolve,— of a pride that too much
masters me— of shame, and even of fear, so to render myself odious to my
species,— I must speak.


Genoa! my birthplace— proud city!
looking upon the blue Mediterranean— dost thou remember me in my boyhood, when
thy cliffs and promontories, thy bright sky and gay vineyards, were my world?
Happy time! when to the young heart the narrow-bounded universe, which leaves,
by its very limitation, free scope to the imagination, enchains our physical
energies, and, sole period in our lives, innocence and enjoyment are united.
Yet, who can look back to childhood, and not remember its sorrows and its
harrowing fears? I was born with the most imperious, haughty, tameless spirit.
I quailed before my father only; and he, generous and noble, but capricious and
tyrannical, at once fostered and checked the wild impetuosity of my character,
making obedience necessary, but inspiring no respect for the motives which
guided his commands. To be a man, free, independent; or, in better words,
insolent and domineering, was the hope and prayer of my rebel heart.


My father had one friend, a
wealthy Genoese noble, who in a political tumult was suddenly sentenced to
banishment, and his property confiscated. The Marchese Torella went into exile
alone. Like my father, he was a widower: he had one child, the almost infant
Juliet, who was left under my father's guardianship. I should certainly have
been unkind to the lovely girl, but that I was forced by my position to become
her protector. A variety of childish incidents all tended to one point,— to
make Juliet see in me a rock of defence; I in her, one who must perish through
the soft sensibility of her nature too rudely visited, but for my guardian
care. We grew up together. The opening rose in May was not more sweet than this
dear girl. An irradiation of beauty was spread over her face. Her form, her
step, her voice— my heart weeps even now, to think of all of relying, gentle, loving,
and pure, that she enshrined. When I was eleven and Juliet eight years of age,
a cousin of mine, much older than either— he seemed to us a man— took great
notice of my playmate; he called her his bride, and asked her to marry him. She
refused, and he insisted, drawing her unwillingly towards him. With the
countenance and emotions of a maniac I threw myself on him— I strove to draw
his sword— I clung to his neck with the ferocious resolve to strangle him: he
was obliged to call for assistance to disengage himself from me. On that night
I led Juliet to the chapel of our house: I made her touch the sacred relics— I
harrowed her child's heart, and profaned her child's lips with an oath, that
she would be mine, and mine only.


Well, those days passed away. Torella
returned in a few years, and became wealthier and more prosperous than ever.
When I was seventeen, my father died; he had been magnificent to prodigality;
Torella rejoiced that my minority would afford an opportunity for repairing my
fortunes. Juliet and I had been affianced beside my father's deathbed— Torella
was to be a second parent to me.


I desired to see the world, and I
was indulged. I went to Florence, to Rome, to Naples; thence I passed to
Toulon, and at length reached what had long been the bourne of my wishes,
Paris. There was wild work in Paris then. The poor king, Charles the Sixth, now
sane, now mad, now a monarch, now an abject slave, was the very mockery of
humanity. The queen, the dauphin, the Duke of Burgundy, alternately friends and
foes,— now meeting in prodigal feasts, now shedding blood in rivalry,— were
blind to the miserable state of their country, and the dangers that impended
over it, and gave themselves wholly up to dissolute enjoyment or savage strife.
My character still followed me. I was arrogant and self-willed; I loved
display, and above all, I threw off all control. My young friends were eager to
foster passions which furnished them with pleasures. I was deemed handsome— I
was master of every knightly accomplishment. I was disconnected with any
political party. I grew a favourite with all: my presumption and arrogance was
pardoned in one so young: I became a spoiled child. Who could control me? not
the letters and advice of Torella— only strong necessity visiting me in the
abhorred shape of an empty purse. But there were means to refill this void.
Acre after acre, estate after estate, I sold. My dress, my jewels, my horses
and their caparisons, were almost unrivalled in gorgeous Paris, while the lands
of my inheritance passed into possession of others.


The Duke of Orleans was waylaid
and murdered by the Duke of Burgundy. Fear and terror possessed all Paris. The
dauphin and the queen shut themselves up; every pleasure was suspended. I grew
weary of this state of things, and my heart yearned for my boyhood's haunts. I
was nearly a beggar, yet still I would go there, claim my bride, and rebuild my
fortunes. A few happy ventures as a merchant would make me rich again.
Nevertheless, I would not return in humble guise. My last act was to dispose of
my remaining estate near Albaro for half its worth, for ready money. Then I
despatched all kinds of artificers, arras, furniture of regal splendour, to fit
up the last relic of my inheritance, my palace in Genoa. I lingered a little longer
yet, ashamed at the part of the prodigal returned, which I feared I should
play. I sent my horses. One matchless Spanish jennet I despatched to my
promised bride: its caparisons flamed with jewels and cloth of gold. In every
part I caused to be entwined the initials of Juliet and her Guido. My present
found favour in hers and in her father's eyes.


Still to return a proclaimed
spendthrift, the mark of impertinent wonder, perhaps of scorn, and to encounter
singly the reproaches or taunts of my fellow-citizens, was no alluring
prospect. As a shield between me and censure, I invited some few of the most
reckless of my comrades to accompany me: thus I went armed against the world,
hiding a rankling feeling, half fear and half penitence, by bravado.


I arrived in Genoa. I trod the
pavement of my ancestral palace. My proud step was no interpreter of my heart,
for I deeply felt that, though surrounded by every luxury, I was a beggar. The
first step I took in claiming Juliet must widely declare me such. I read
contempt or pity in the looks of all. I fancied that rich and poor, young and
old, all regarded me with derision. Torella came not near me. No wonder that my
second father should expect a son's deference from me in waiting first on him.
But, galled and stung by a sense of my follies and demerit, I strove to throw
the blame on others. We kept nightly orgies in Palazzo Carega. To sleepless,
riotous nights followed listless, supine mornings. At the Ave Maria we showed
our dainty persons in the streets, scoffing at the sober citizens, casting
insolent glances on the shrinking women. Juliet was not among them— no, no; if
she had been there, shame would have driven me away, if love had not brought me
to her feet.


I grew tired of this. Suddenly I
paid the Marchese a visit. He was at his villa, one among the many which deck
the suburb of San Pietro d'Arena. It was the month of May, the blossoms of the
fruit-trees were fading among thick, green foliage; the vines were shooting
forth; the ground strewed with the fallen olive blooms; the firefly was in the
myrtle hedge; heaven and earth wore a mantle of surpassing beauty. Torella
welcomed me kindly, though seriously; and even his shade of displeasure soon
wore away. Some resemblance to my father— some look and tone of youthful
ingenuousness, softened the good old man's heart. He sent for his daughter— he
presented me to her as her betrothed. The chamber became hallowed by a holy
light as she entered. Hers was that cherub look, those large, soft eyes, full
dimpled cheeks, and mouth of infantine sweetness, that expresses the rare union
of happiness and love. Admiration first possessed me; she is mine! was the
second proud emotion, and my lips curled with haughty triumph. I had not been
the enfant gâté of the beauties of France not to have learnt the art of
pleasing the soft heart of woman. If towards men I was overbearing, the
deference I paid to them was the more in contrast. I commenced my courtship by
the display of a thousand gallantries to Juliet, who, vowed to me from infancy,
had never admitted the devotion of others; and who, though accustomed to
expressions of admiration, was uninitiated in the language of lovers.


For a few days all went well.
Torella never alluded to my extravagance; he treated me as a favourite son. But
the time came, as we discussed the preliminaries to my union with his daughter,
when this fair face of things should be overcast. A contract had been drawn up
in my father's lifetime. I had rendered this, in fact, void by having
squandered the whole of the wealth which was to have been shared by Juliet and
myself. Torella, in consequence, chose to consider this bond as cancelled, and
proposed another, in which, though the wealth he bestowed was immeasurably
increased, there were so many restrictions as to the mode of spending it, that
I, who saw independence only in free career being given to my own imperious
will, taunted him as taking advantage of my situation, and refused utterly to
subscribe to his conditions. The old man mildly strove to recall me to reason.
Roused pride became the tyrant of my thought: I listened with indignation— I
repelled him with disdain.


"Juliet, thou art mine! Did
we not interchange vows in our innocent childhood? Are we not one in the sight
of God? and shall thy cold-hearted, cold-blooded father divide us? Be generous,
my love, be just; take not away a gift, last treasure of thy Guido— retract not
thy vows— let us defy the world, and, setting at nought the calculations of
age, find in our mutual affection a refuge from every ill."


Fiend I must have been with such
sophistry to endeavour to poison that sanctuary of holy thought and tender
love. Juliet shrank from me affrighted. Her father was the best and kindest of
men, and she strove to show me how, in obeying him, every good would follow. He
would receive my tardy submission with warm affection, and generous pardon
would follow my repentance;— profitless words for a young and gentle daughter
to use to a man accustomed to make his will law, and to feel in his own heart a
despot so terrible and stern that he could yield obedience to nought save his
own imperious desires! My resentment grew with resistance; my wild companions
were ready to add fuel to the flame. We laid a plan to carry off Juliet. At
first it appeared to be crowned with success. Midway, on our return, we were
overtaken by the agonized father and his attendants. A conflict ensued. Before
the city guard came to decide the victory in favour of our antagonists, two of
Torella's servitors were dangerously wounded.


This portion of my history weighs
most heavily with me. Changed man as I am, I abhor myself in the recollection.
May none who hear this tale ever have felt as I. A horse driven to fury by a
rider armed with barbed spurs was not more a slave than I to the violent
tyranny of my temper. A fiend possessed my soul, irritating it to madness. I
felt the voice of conscience within me; but if I yielded to it for a brief
interval, it was only to be a moment after torn, as by a whirlwind, away— borne
along on the stream of desperate rage— the plaything of the storms engendered
by pride. I was imprisoned, and, at the instance of Torella, set free. Again I
returned to carry off both him and his child to France, which hapless country,
then preyed on by freebooters and gangs of lawless soldiery, offered a grateful
refuge to a criminal like me. Our plots were discovered. I was sentenced to
banishment; and, as my debts were already enormous, my remaining property was
put in the hands of commissioners for their payment. Torella again offered his
mediation, requiring only my promise not to renew my abortive attempts on
himself and his daughter. I spurned his offers, and fancied that I triumphed
when I was thrust out from Genoa, a solitary and penniless exile. My companions
were gone: they had been dismissed the city some weeks before, and were already
in France. I was alone— friendless, with neither sword at my side, nor ducat in
my purse.


I wandered along the sea-shore, a
whirlwind of passion possessing and tearing my soul. It was as if a live coal
had been set burning in my breast. At first I meditated on what I should do.
I would join a band of freebooters. Revenge!— the word seemed balm to me; I
hugged it, caressed it, till, like a serpent, it stung me. Then again I would
abjure and despise Genoa, that little corner of the world. I would return to
Paris, where so many of my friends swarmed; where my services would be eagerly
accepted; where I would carve out fortune with my sword, and make my paltry
birthplace and the false Torella rue the day when they drove me, a new
Coriolanus, from her walls. I would return to Paris— thus on foot— a beggar— and
present myself in my poverty to those I had formerly entertained sumptuously?
There was gall in the mere thought of it.


The reality of things began to
dawn upon my mind, bringing despair in its train. For several months I had been
a prisoner: the evils of my dungeon had whipped my soul to madness, but they
had subdued my corporeal frame. I was weak and wan. Torella had used a thousand
artifices to administer to my comfort; I had detected and scorned them all, and
I reaped the harvest of my obduracy. What was to be done? Should I crouch
before my foe, and sue for forgiveness?— Die rather ten thousand deaths!— Never
should they obtain that victory! Hate— I swore eternal hate! Hate from whom?— to
whom?— From a wandering outcast— to a mighty noble! I and my feelings were
nothing to them: already had they forgotten one so unworthy. And Juliet!— her
angel face and sylph-like form gleamed among the clouds of my despair with vain
beauty; for I had lost her— the glory and flower of the world! Another will
call her his!— that smile of paradise will bless another!


Even now my heart fails within me
when I recur to this rout of grim-visaged ideas. Now subdued almost to tears,
now raving in my agony, still I wandered along the rocky shore, which grew at
each step wilder and more desolate. Hanging rocks and hoar precipices
overlooked the tideless ocean; black caverns yawned; and for ever, among the seaworn
recesses, murmured and dashed the unfruitful waters. Now my way was almost
barred by an abrupt promontory, now rendered nearly impracticable by fragments
fallen from the cliff. Evening was at hand, when, seaward, arose, as if on the
waving of a wizard's wand, a murky web of clouds, blotting the late azure sky,
and darkening and disturbing the till now placid deep. The clouds had strange,
fantastic shapes, and they changed and mingled and seemed to be driven about by
a mighty spell. The waves raised their white crests; the thunder first
muttered, then roared from across the waste of waters, which took a deep purple
dye, flecked with foam. The spot where I stood looked, on one side, to the
widespread ocean; on the other, it was barred by a rugged promontory. Round
this cape suddenly came, driven by the wind, a vessel. In vain the mariners
tried to force a path for her to the open sea— the gale drove her on the rocks.
It will perish!— all on board will perish! Would I were among them! And to my
young heart the idea of death came for the first time blended with that of joy.
It was an awful sight to behold that vessel struggling with her fate. Hardly
could I discern the sailors, but I heard them. It was soon all over! A rock,
just covered by the tossing waves, and so unperceived, lay in wait for its
prey. A crash of thunder broke over my head at the moment that, with a
frightful shock, the vessel dashed upon her unseen enemy. In a brief space of
time she went to pieces. There I stood in safety; and there were my
fellow-creatures battling, how hopelessly, with annihilation. Methought I saw
them struggling— too truly did I hear their shrieks, conquering the barking
surges in their shrill agony. The dark breakers threw hither and thither the
fragments of the wreck: soon it disappeared. I had been fascinated to gaze till
the end: at last I sank on my knees— I covered my face with my hands. I again
looked up; something was floating on the billows towards the shore. It neared
and neared. Was that a human form? It grew more and more distinct; and at last
a mighty wave, lifting the whole freight, lodged it upon a rock. A human being
bestriding a sea-chest!— a human being! Yet was it one? Surely never such had
existed before— a misshapen dwarf, with squinting eyes, distorted features, and
body deformed, till it became a horror to behold. My blood, lately warming
towards a fellow-being so snatched from a watery tomb, froze in my heart. The
dwarf got off his chest; he tossed his straight, struggling hair from his
odious visage.


"By St. Beelzebub!" he
exclaimed, "I have been well bested." He looked round and saw me. "Oh,
by the fiend! here is another ally of the mighty One. To what saint did you
offer prayers, friend— if not to mine? Yet I remember you not on board."


I shrank from the monster and his
blasphemy. Again he questioned me, and I muttered some inaudible reply. He
continued:— 


"Your voice is drowned by
this dissonant roar. What a noise the big ocean makes! Schoolboys bursting from
their prison are not louder than these waves set free to play. They disturb me.
I will no more of their ill-timed brawling. Silence, hoary One!— Winds, avaunt!—
to your homes!— Clouds, fly to the antipodes, and leave our heaven clear!"


As he spoke, he stretched out his
two long, lank arms, that looked like spider's claws, and seemed to embrace
with them the expanse before him. Was it a miracle? The clouds became broken
and fled; the azure sky first peeped out, and then was spread a calm field of
blue above us; the stormy gale was exchanged to the softly breathing west; the
sea grew calm; the waves dwindled to riplets.


"I like obedience even in
these stupid elements," said the dwarf. "How much more in the
tameless mind of man! It was a well-got-up storm, you must allow— and all of my
own making."


It was tempting Providence to
interchange talk with this magician. But Power, in all its shapes,
is respected by man. Awe, curiosity, a clinging fascination, drew me towards
him.


"Come, don't be frightened,
friend," said the wretch: "I am good-humoured when pleased; and
something does please me in your well-proportioned body and handsome face,
though you look a little woe-begone. You have suffered a land— I, a sea wreck.
Perhaps I can allay the tempest of your fortunes as I did my own. Shall we be
friends?"— And he held out his hand; I could not touch it. "Well,
then, companions— that will do as well. And now, while I rest after the
buffeting I underwent just now, tell me why, young and gallant as you seem, you
wander thus alone and downcast on this wild sea-shore."


The voice of the wretch was
screeching and horrid, and his contortions as he spoke were frightful to
behold. Yet he did gain a kind of influence over me, which I could not master,
and I told him my tale. When it was ended, he laughed long and loud: the rocks
echoed back the sound: hell seemed yelling around me.


"Oh, thou cousin of Lucifer!"
said he; "so thou too hast fallen through thy pride; and, though bright as
the son of Morning, thou art ready to give up thy good looks, thy bride, and
thy well-being, rather than submit thee to the tyranny of good. I honour thy
choice, by my soul!— So thou hast fled, and yield the day; and mean to starve
on these rocks, and to let the birds peck out thy dead eyes, while thy enemy
and thy betrothed rejoice in thy ruin. Thy pride is strangely akin to humility,
methinks."


As he spoke, a thousand fanged
thoughts stung me to the heart.


"What would you that I
should do?" I cried.


"I!— Oh, nothing, but lie
down and say your prayers before you die. But, were I you, I know the deed that
should be done."


I drew near him. His supernatural
powers made him an oracle in my eyes; yet a strange unearthly thrill quivered
through my frame as I said, "Speak!— teach me— what act do you advise?"


"Revenge thyself, man!— humble
thy enemies!— set thy foot on the old man's neck, and possess thyself of his
daughter!"


"To the east and west I
turn," cried I, "and see no means! Had I gold, much could I achieve;
but, poor and single, I am powerless."


The dwarf had been seated on his
chest as he listened to my story. Now he got off; he touched a spring; it flew
open! What a mine of wealth— of blazing jewels, beaming gold, and pale silver— was
displayed therein. A mad desire to possess this treasure was born within me.


"Doubtless," I said, "one
so powerful as you could do all things."


"Nay," said the monster
humbly, "I am less omnipotent than I seem. Some things I possess which you
may covet; but I would give them all for a small share, or even for a loan of
what is yours."


"My possessions are at your
service," I replied bitterly— "my poverty, my exile, my disgrace— I
make a free gift of them all."


"Good! I thank you. Add one
other thing to your gift, and my treasure is yours."


"As nothing is my sole
inheritance, what besides nothing would you have?"


"Your comely face and
well-made limbs."


I shivered. Would this
all-powerful monster murder me? I had no dagger. I forgot to pray— but I grew
pale.


"I ask for a loan, not a
gift," said the frightful thing: "lend me your body for three days— you
shall have mine to cage your soul the while, and, in payment, my chest. What
say you to the bargain?— Three short days."


We are told that it is dangerous
to hold unlawful talk; and well do I prove the same. Tamely written down, it
may seem incredible that I should lend any ear to this proposition; but, in
spite of his unnatural ugliness, there was something fascinating in a being
whose voice could govern earth, air, and sea. I felt a keen desire to comply;
for with that chest I could command the worlds. My only hesitation resulted
from a fear that he would not be true to his bargain. Then, I thought, I shall
soon die here on these lonely sands, and the limbs he covets will be mine no
more:— it is worth the chance. And, besides, I knew that, by all the rules of
art-magic, there were formula and oaths which none of its practisers dared
break. I hesitated to reply; and he went on, now displaying his wealth, now
speaking of the petty price he demanded, till it seemed madness to refuse. Thus
is it;— place our bark in the current of the stream, and down, over fall and
cataract it is hurried; give up our conduct to the wild torrent of passion, and
we are away, we know not whither.


He swore many an oath, and I
adjured him by many a sacred name; till I saw this wonder of power, this ruler
of the elements, shiver like an autumn leaf before my words; and as if the
spirit spake unwillingly and perforce within him, at last, he, with broken
voice, revealed the spell whereby he might be obliged, did he wish to play me
false, to render up the unlawful spoil. Our warm life-blood must mingle to make
and to mar the charm.


Enough of this unholy theme. I
was persuaded— the thing was done. The morrow dawned upon me as I lay upon the
shingles, and I knew not my own shadow as it fell from me. I felt myself
changed to a shape of horror, and cursed my easy faith and blind credulity. The
chest was there— there the gold and precious stones for which I had sold the
frame of flesh which nature had given me. The sight a little stilled my
emotions: three days would soon be gone.


They did pass. The dwarf had
supplied me with a plenteous store of food. At first I could hardly walk, so
strange and out of joint were all my limbs; and my voice— it was that of the
fiend. But I kept silent, and turned my face to the sun, that I might not see
my shadow, and counted the hours, and ruminated on my future conduct. To bring
Torella to my feet— to possess my Juliet in spite of him— all this my wealth
could easily achieve. During dark night I slept, and dreamt of the
accomplishment of my desires. Two suns had set— the third dawned. I was
agitated, fearful. Oh expectation, what a frightful thing art thou, when
kindled more by fear than hope! How dost thou twist thyself round the heart,
torturing its pulsations! How dost thou dart unknown pangs all through our
feeble mechanism, now seeming to shiver us like broken glass, to nothingness— now
giving us a fresh strength, which can do nothing, and so
torments us by a sensation, such as the strong man must feel who cannot break
his fetters, though they bend in his grasp. Slowly paced the bright, bright orb
up the eastern sky; long it lingered in the zenith, and still more slowly
wandered down the west: it touched the horizon's verge— it was lost! Its
glories were on the summits of the cliff— they grew dun and grey. The evening
star shone bright. He will soon be here.


He came not!— By the living
heavens, he came not!— and night dragged out its weary length, and, in its
decaying age, "day began to grizzle its dark hair;" and the sun rose
again on the most miserable wretch that ever upbraided its light. Three days
thus I passed. The jewels and the gold— oh, how I abhorred them!


Well, well— I will not blacken
these pages with demoniac ravings. All too terrible were the thoughts, the
raging tumult of ideas that filled my soul. At the end of that time I slept; I
had not before since the third sunset; and I dreamt that I was at Juliet's
feet, and she smiled, and then she shrieked— for she saw my transformation— and
again she smiled, for still her beautiful lover knelt before her. But it was
not I— it was he, the fiend, arrayed in my limbs, speaking with my voice,
winning her with my looks of love. I strove to warn her, but my tongue refused
its office; I strove to tear him from her, but I was rooted to the ground— I
awoke with the agony. There were the solitary hoar precipices— there the
plashing sea, the quiet strand, and the blue sky over all. What did it mean?
was my dream but a mirror of the truth? was he wooing and winning my betrothed?
I would on the instant back to Genoa— but I was banished. I laughed— the dwarf's
yell burst from my lips— I banished! Oh no! they had not exiled the foul
limbs I wore; I might with these enter, without fear of incurring the
threatened penalty of death, my own, my native city.


I began to walk towards Genoa. I
was somewhat accustomed to my distorted limbs; none were ever so ill-adapted
for a straightforward movement; it was with infinite difficulty that I
proceeded. Then, too, I desired to avoid all the hamlets strewed here and there
on the sea-beach, for I was unwilling to make a display of my hideousness. I
was not quite sure that, if seen, the mere boys would not stone me to death as
I passed, for a monster; some ungentle salutations I did receive from the few
peasants or fishermen I chanced to meet. But it was dark night before I
approached Genoa. The weather was so balmy and sweet that it struck me that the
Marchese and his daughter would very probably have quitted the city for their
country retreat. It was from Villa Torella that I had attempted to carry off
Juliet; I had spent many an hour reconnoitring the spot, and knew each inch of
ground in its vicinity. It was beautifully situated, embosomed in trees, on the
margin of a stream. As I drew near, it became evident that my conjecture was
right; nay, moreover, that the hours were being then devoted to feasting and
merriment. For the house was lighted up; strains of soft and gay music were
wafted towards me by the breeze. My heart sank within me. Such was the generous
kindness of Torella's heart that I felt sure that he would not have indulged in
public manifestations of rejoicing just after my unfortunate banishment, but
for a cause I dared not dwell upon.


The country people were all alive
and flocking about; it became necessary that I should conceal myself; and yet I
longed to address some one, or to hear others discourse, or in any way to gain
intelligence of what was really going on. At length, entering the walks that
were in immediate vicinity to the mansion, I found one dark enough to veil my
excessive frightfulness; and yet others as well as I were loitering in its
shade. I soon gathered all I wanted to know— all that first made my very heart
die with horror, and then boil with indignation. To-morrow Juliet was to be
given to the penitent, reformed, beloved Guido— to-morrow my bride was to
pledge her vows to a fiend from hell! And I did this!— my accursed pride— my
demoniac violence and wicked self-idolatry had caused this act. For if I had acted
as the wretch who had stolen my form had acted— if, with a mien at once
yielding and dignified, I had presented myself to Torella, saying, I have done
wrong, forgive me; I am unworthy of your angel-child, but permit me to claim
her hereafter, when my altered conduct shall manifest that I abjure my vices,
and endeavour to become in some sort worthy of her. I go to serve against the
infidels; and when my zeal for religion and my true penitence for the past
shall appear to you to cancel my crimes, permit me again to call myself your
son. Thus had he spoken; and the penitent was welcomed even as the prodigal son
of Scripture: the fatted calf was killed for him; and he, still pursuing the
same path, displayed such open-hearted regret for his follies, so humble a
concession of all his rights, and so ardent a resolve to reacquire them by a
life of contrition and virtue, that he quickly conquered the kind old man; and
full pardon, and the gift of his lovely child, followed in swift succession.


Oh, had an angel from Paradise
whispered to me to act thus! But now, what would be the innocent Juliet's fate?
Would God permit the foul union— or, some prodigy destroying it, link the
dishonoured name of Carega with the worst of crimes? To-morrow at dawn they
were to be married: there was but one way to prevent this— to meet mine enemy,
and to enforce the ratification of our agreement. I felt that this could only
be done by a mortal struggle. I had no sword— if indeed my distorted arms could
wield a soldier's weapon— but I had a dagger, and in that lay my hope. There
was no time for pondering or balancing nicely the question: I might die in the
attempt; but besides the burning jealousy and despair of my own heart, honour,
mere humanity, demanded that I should fall rather than not destroy the
machinations of the fiend.


The guests departed— the lights
began to disappear; it was evident that the inhabitants of the villa were
seeking repose. I hid myself among the trees— the garden grew desert— the gates
were closed— I wandered round and came under a window— ah! well did I know the
same!— a soft twilight glimmered in the room— the curtains were half withdrawn.
It was the temple of innocence and beauty. Its magnificence was tempered, as it
were, by the slight disarrangements occasioned by its being dwelt in, and all
the objects scattered around displayed the taste of her who hallowed it by her
presence. I saw her enter with a quick light step— I saw her approach the
window— she drew back the curtain yet further, and looked out into the night.
Its breezy freshness played among her ringlets, and wafted them from the
transparent marble of her brow. She clasped her hands, she raised her eyes to
heaven. I heard her voice. Guido! she softly murmured— mine own Guido! and
then, as if overcome by the fulness of her own heart, she sank on her knees;— her
upraised eyes— her graceful attitude— the beaming thankfulness that lighted up
her face— oh, these are tame words! Heart of mine, thou imagest ever, though
thou canst not portray, the celestial beauty of that child of light and love.


I heard a step— a quick firm step
along the shady avenue. Soon I saw a cavalier, richly dressed, young and,
methought, graceful to look on, advance. I hid myself yet closer. The youth
approached; he paused beneath the window. She arose, and again looking out she
saw him, and said— I cannot, no, at this distant time I cannot record her terms
of soft silver tenderness; to me they were spoken, but they were replied to by
him.


"I will not go," he
cried: "here where you have been, where your memory glides like some
heaven-visiting ghost, I will pass the long hours till we meet, never, my
Juliet, again, day or night, to part. But do thou, my love, retire; the cold
morn and fitful breeze will make thy cheek pale, and fill with languor thy
love-lighted eyes. Ah, sweetest! could I press one kiss upon them, I could,
methinks, repose."


And then he approached still
nearer, and methought he was about to clamber into her chamber. I had
hesitated, not to terrify her; now I was no longer master of myself. I rushed
forward— I threw myself on him— I tore him away— I cried, "O loathsome and
foul-shaped wretch!"


I need not repeat epithets, all
tending, as it appeared, to rail at a person I at present feel some partiality
for. A shriek rose from Juliet's lips. I neither heard nor saw— I felt only
mine enemy, whose throat I grasped, and my dagger's hilt; he struggled, but
could not escape. At length hoarsely he breathed these words: "Do!— strike
home! destroy this body— you will still live: may your life be long and merry!"


The descending dagger was
arrested at the word, and he, feeling my hold relax, extricated himself and
drew his sword, while the uproar in the house, and flying of torches from one
room to the other, showed that soon we should be separated. In the midst of my
frenzy there was much calculation:— fall I might, and so that he did not
survive, I cared not for the death-blow I might deal against myself. While
still, therefore, he thought I paused, and while I saw the villanous resolve to
take advantage of my hesitation, in the sudden thrust he made at me, I threw
myself on his sword, and at the same moment plunged my dagger, with a true,
desperate aim, in his side. We fell together, rolling over each other, and the
tide of blood that flowed from the gaping wound of each mingled on the grass.
More I know not— I fainted.


Again I return to life: weak
almost to death, I found myself stretched upon a bed— Juliet was kneeling
beside it. Strange! my first broken request was for a mirror. I was so wan and
ghastly, that my poor girl hesitated, as she told me afterwards; but, by the
mass! I thought myself a right proper youth when I saw the dear reflection of
my own well-known features. I confess it is a weakness, but I avow it, I do entertain
a considerable affection for the countenance and limbs I behold, whenever I
look at a glass; and have more mirrors in my house, and consult them oftener,
than any beauty in Genoa. Before you too much condemn me, permit me to say that
no one better knows than I the value of his own body; no one, probably, except
myself, ever having had it stolen from him.


Incoherently I at first talked of
the dwarf and his crimes, and reproached Juliet for her too easy admission of
his love. She thought me raving, as well she might; and yet it was some time
before I could prevail on myself to admit that the Guido whose penitence had
won her back for me was myself; and while I cursed bitterly the monstrous
dwarf, and blest the well-directed blow that had deprived him of life, I
suddenly checked myself when I heard her say, Amen! knowing that him whom she
reviled was my very self. A little reflection taught me silence— a little
practice enabled me to speak of that frightful night without any very excessive
blunder. The wound I had given myself was no mockery of one— it was long before
I recovered— and as the benevolent and generous Torella sat beside me, talking
such wisdom as might win friends to repentance, and mine own dear Juliet
hovered near me, administering to my wants, and cheering me by her smiles, the
work of my bodily cure and mental reform went on together. I have never,
indeed, wholly recovered my strength— my cheek is paler since— my person a
little bent. Juliet sometimes ventures to allude bitterly to the malice that
caused this change, but I kiss her on the moment, and tell her all is for the
best. I am a fonder and more faithful husband, and true is this— but for that
wound, never had I called her mine.


I did not revisit the sea-shore,
nor seek for the fiend's treasure; yet, while I ponder on the past, I often
think, and my confessor was not backward in favouring the idea, that it might
be a good rather than an evil spirit, sent by my guardian angel, to show me the
folly and misery of pride. So well at least did I learn this lesson, roughly
taught as I was, that I am known now by all my friends and fellow-citizens by
the name of Guido il Cortese.


___________
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"...IT IS
NOW a year since anything was heard of Dr. Bland, who set out in a 20-foot boat
to sail round the world single-handed. It is feared that some fatal
catastrophe must have befallen him, and his relatives have given him up for
lost..."


 


MR. BROWN looked up from the newspaper leaning against the
teapot. His glance travelled to his comfortable wife sitting opposite, and
beyond her to the trim french window, and beyond the french window to the best
roses raised above the clay of Wembley Park. Then his wife's voice broke in
upon his thoughts. 


"Anything interesting?"
inquired Mrs. Brown. 


"Well, I see they've given
up that Dr. Bland for lost," replied Mr. Brown. "Fool things some
people do!"


"What did he do?" asked
Mrs. Brown. 


"What, don't you
remember?" exclaimed Mr. Brown. "Dr. Bland— that chap who went off a
year ago to sail round the world in a boat no bigger than a match-box!" 


"Oh, yes, of course!"
nodded Mrs. Brown. "He got into some trouble with the Medical Council,
didn't he?" 


"That's right. Illegal
operation, or something of the sort. Remember my saying, 'I'll bet he's going
round the world to think about it'?... I wonder what happened to him?" 


"I'm afraid the tea's rather
strong. I believe she measures it out with a soup-ladle instead of a tea
spoon!" 


"Probably ran into a storm
or something..." 


 


THE MATCH-BOX in which Dr. Bland
nad set out to encircle the globe was racing like a speed-boat. It raced
through a confusion of winds and currents, in a sea that lilted it and dropped
it and heaved it about derisively. Behind was a vast rock that had been missed
by inches. Ahead were more rocks, now clearly visible, now lost in a mist of
blind ing spray. 


But the doctor was not afraid.
His nerve was as steady as though he were performing a vital operation; in
fact, he felt as though he were performing an operation. The rocks ahead loomed
suddenly large. They appeared to be rush ing at him. The boat curved gently
away from them, and they swept behind and became a memory. A long line of
furious foam was the next item in the obstacle race. 


An odd, ridiculous thought
flashed into the doctor's mind: "If only I could have given the sea an
anaesthetic!" He awarded himself a bad mark for the thought. It suggested
lack of concentration. 


 


HE struck the white line. It
grappled him and shook him and drenched him. It was no longer a white line, it
was a broad, white hell. 


"Well, never mind!" he
muttered aloud, not knowing he was doing it. "It's been good fun."


And then he opened his eyes on a
sandy shore. He closed them again imme diately. The sea was pounding ominously
near his feet, but he could not attend to that. He breathed slowly and deeply.
He counted each breath as he took it. He wasn't going to get up tottering. At
thirty he reopened his eyes. A familiar object caught his eye. It was his boat.
It had been tossed up on some rocks a few yards away. At the impact he must
have been hurled or poured out of it, and now he dimly remembered a vague
aerial journey through a stormy darkness. Damned lucky! Yes— but what next? 


There was no food in the boat. He
had not eaten for thirty hours, and it was partly hunger that had driven him to
risk this hazardous landing when, rousing himself out of a dangerous lethargy,
he had seen the beckoning breakers in the distance. Better to drown tbari to
starve, he had decided. Weil, he had escaped the drowning. Whether he would
also escape the starvation remained to be seen. 


He rose from the sand. He found
he could stand. Good! He took a step or two. He found he could walk. Better! He
turned his back on the sea, which had been his ceaseless view for a fortnight,
and walked towards a tangled mass of vegetation. A track led through the
tangle. He followed it. It took him to a little clearing. 


Here he paused abruptly, and
stared. 


Dr. Bland had seen many strange
sights in his time, but no sight ever clung to his memory more than this one.
At the foot of a tree lay a small, dusky child. The child was naked, and
appeared in pain. It was whimpering. Squatting by the child was a girl.
Fifteen? Twenty? He could not say. She, too, was naked to the waist, and she
was watching the child with an expression that acted on the doctor like a cold
douche. He forgot that he was wet and weary and hungry. The girl's tragedy
absorbed him. 


 


ALL at once she raised her head and
saw him. Now her expression changed. "I'm terrifying her!" thought
Dr. Bland. "She'll run!" 


He went forward. But she did not
run. With fear and astonishment in her eyes, she remained where she was, only
she stretched a long, supple arm out and placed it on the child. 


"Well done!" thought
the doctor. "That's plucky. Here comes Dr. Bland, a strange, uncouth
creature. For all she knows, I may be a devil or a monster, about to pounce
upon her. But she's holding on. There's a fine nerve in that fine body. A fine
love, too. She'd run all right, but for the child! I must do some thing for
her." 


It was refreshing to think about
doing something for somebody else, when for so long he had thought about
nothing but doing something for himself. Here was spiritual lood, anyway! He
felt better already. 


 


BEFORE he could put his impulse
into practice, however, a new diversion occurred, and in its way this new
diversion was even more startling. From behind a clump of bushes emerged a
creature so weird as to be almost unbelievable. The face was covered with a
mask that made the civilised creations of November the Fifth pale into
insignificance. Above the mask waved great colored feathers. Below the mask was
a highly tattooed body. And in the creature's hand was a grinning skull upon a
long golden stick. 


Dr. Bland was startled, but not
perplexed. He immediately identified the newcomer as, in a sense, a rival in
medicine. It was a devil-doctor. who had clearly come to kill or cure the
injured child by a process of terror. He moved back to watch. For a few moments
the devil-doctor was unaware that he no longer possessed a monopoly. He began
gesticulating and waving the skull about and uttering hideous sounds. The
child's whimpering broke into active howling. Then Bland ran forward, and the
devil-doctor stood transfixed. 


"Don't worry— I'll soon have
this fixed ail right," he said to the girl. He knew she would not
understand him, but he wanted some friendly vocal inflexion to go with his re
assuring smile. "Had a fall, has he?" The girl leapt up and bit him.
He shoved her gently aside, though her sharp teeth had made him wince, and
began feeling the child's leg. 


"I must keep quite
cool," he deckled, "just as I did in the boat." 


His coolness caused a delay in
the next attack. Had be shown anger or fear, or any violent emotion, he would
not have bad time to discover the dislocated joint. He discovered it while the
girl stared at him from the spot to which he had pushed her, and while the
devil-doctor remained stock-still at this affront to Cosmos, and with a quick,
deft manipulation of his sensitive fingers he had the bone back in its normal
place just before the devil-doctor swooped at him. 


"Oh, shut up!" said Dr.
Bland. "Take that!" 


HE knew where to hit, and he
wasn't particular. Lord Lonsdale wasn't looking. The devil-doctor went down
like a stone, writhed and lay still. 


"Good!" said Dr. Bland,
and turned back to the child, smiling. "How are you feeling, sonny?
Fine?" He smiled. 


The child was no longer crying or
whimpering. He patted the child's shoulder and smiled harder. The child smiled
back. 


"Thanks, old chap— that's
what I needed," said Dr. Bland, and pointed to him. "See?" 


The girl was thoroughly
bewildered and confused. He took a risk and, bend ing down, lifted the child
and carried it to her. She took it from him swiftly, and held it against her
breast. 


"Hooray!" he exclaimed.
"Now wait a minute!" He made a gesture which he hoped conveyed his
meaning, turned, and walked away towards the beach. Would she wait? He
wondered. But he did not hurry until he knew she was out of sight. Then he
raced to the boat, snatched a leather case from a locker, and raced back to the
point from where he had started to run. He completed the last part of the
journey back to the clearing with leisurely strides, and discovered to his
relief that no one had moved. Not even the devil-doctor.


"Poor devil!" muttered
Bland. "He doesn't know any better. But— can you believe it?"


Now he opened the case. It was a
medical case, and included cotton-wool and bandages. The girl drew closer, and
peered in the case curiousiy. Her fear had gone. In three minutes the child's
leg was bound. But in three minutes also the devil-doctor was sitting up. 


A sudden weariness came over Dr.
Bland. He had performed his seeming miracle. It had all been so pleasant. Was
it to end with another fight? He was very tired; felt a bit faint, in fact. He
might not be so lucky in the next scrap! 


He need not have worried. The
devil-doctor rolled away from him, groaning, scrambled to his feet, and
tottered off. 


"That chap's going to tell a
nasty story about me," reflected Dr. Bland. "Well, sufficient lor the
moment!" 


And now the girl suddenly took
command. She held the child out to him. whether to relieve herself of its
weight or as a sign of trust he did not know; and when he took it she made a
gesture far more elo quent than any he had made, and began to move quickly
through the forest in the direction taken by the devil-doctor. 


Evidently she had some plan. Dr.
Bland himself had none. 


Returning her trust, he followed
her. She looked back constantly, like a clog that was leading the way. He used
each occasion to give her another friendly smile. Presently they came to
another, a larger clearing. There were wooden huts, and many people, and there
was also the devil-doctor. He was babbling hysterically to an old man lying
outside the largest hut. He gesticulated fiercely as he babbled. 


"My fame is preceding
me!" thought Dr. Bland. 


 


THE old man— he was evidently a
chief of sorts— turned his head and gazed balefully as the girl and her
companion approached, but his expression changed a little when he noticed Dr.
Bland's burden. The girl ran forward, and now she was talking just as
vehemently as the devil-doctor. Talking him down, rendering him dumb, till he
could merely roll his eyes. Plainly puzzled, the old man listened. The girl's
voice went on and on. She pointed to the devil-doctor, and shook her head She
pointed to Bland, and nodded. Twisting round suddenly, with lithe grace, she
came flashing back to Bland, touched the child, touched his medical case, and
then returned to the old man and prostrated herself. 


"I think, somehow, this is
the moment," said Dr. Bland to himself. He advanced to the old man. An
impression that the old man was ill became confirmed on closer examination. and
all at once the simple rule by which the doctor lived, to rise or fall, came
charging through the confusion of complexities: 


"First things first."
The kaleidoscope of his mind shifted, and he only saw the old man as a patient.



Before the sun set that night the
chief discovered an astonishing and welcome change in his sensations, and he
sent for the devil-doctor. The devil-doctor left his hut weeping. And while he
wept, and the poor little hell of his dark mind shattered to pieces, Dr. Bland
stood on the shore at the point where he had been washed up and, with the girl
beside him, watched the moon rise on a calming sea. The boat still lay wedged
in the rocks. He turned towards it. and the girl's expression fluttered. 


"I might be of some use
here," thought the doctor. "It's good to be wanted— wherever it is. I
could use the wood of that boat to build a hut." 


 


"WELL, the poor chap's out
of his troubles now, anyway," said Mr. Brown as he took his second cup of
tea.  


__________
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I THANKED the pale-faced woman who had brought me my tea,
complimented her on her attractive tea-Iawn, and opened my afternoon paper as
she returned to the inn. 


"I see they've hanged that
fellow," I commented to the man at the next table. 


"Eh? Yes," he answered.
Then added, after a little pause. "Let's hope he deserved it." 


"Deserved it? My God!"
I exclaimed. "It was a horrible crime!"


''Yes— horrible," agreed the
man. "Quite horrible. Only circumstantial evidence always gives me the
shivers." 


I took up the point. I was in a
mood for conversation, and, incidentally, I have a great respect for British
law. 


"Evidence in murder trials
always is circumstantial," I said. "Can you quote a case from Crippen
backwards or forwards, where it hasn't been? Murderers don't work in public. If
I wanted to stick this knife into you, I wouldn't do it while that woman was
bringing an order, I'd do it now, while nobody else was around. Though even if
the woman saw me, the court would only have her word for it." He smiled.
"Can I risk the knife and bring my cup to your table?" 


 


I GUESSED he had something
to tell me. A few moments later, now seated opposite, he began to tell it. 


"Twenty-four years ago— a
little before the war— a chap was wanted for murder, I won't mention his name,
though you're too young to remember it. But I remember it. I'll call him
X." 


"You mean he was innocent?"
I asked. 


"You can judge," he
replied. "These were the bare facts. The man who was murdered— I'll call
him Z— was found by a small lake. He was lying half on the grass and half in
some rushes—" 


"There's a lake with rushes
not far from here," I interrupted. I had passed it in my car. 


"Is there?" he said.
"I expect there are plenty.... There was a nasty puncture in Z's forehead,
and a revolver was found about twenty yards away among some more rushes. It had
either been thrown there or dropped. Murder, obviousiy, eh?" 


"Obviously," I agreed.
"The revolver wouldn't have been so far off if it had been suicide." 


He nodded. "No, you can't
chuck a revolver twenty yards after shooting your brains out. But there were
other things that precluded the idea of suicide, too. Somebody was fond of his
wife." 


"That doesn't preclude
it," I said. 


"No. I hadn't finished. But
before I go on I'd like to hear, what's in your mind." 


"Well, isn't that obvious?
He might— I mean, this could have been a theory— he might have shot himself for
that very reason. If, that is, his wife returned the somebody s affection."



"Yes, but she didn't." 


"I see. So that's
exploded." 


 


"AND the fingerprints of the
somebody were found on the revolver." 


"The fingerprints of
X." 


"Yes, of X. So, of course,
they looked for X. Even before they'd proved the fingerprints, they looked for
him. A day or two previously, Z and X had had a pretty bad quarrel. Others had
heard it. Z told him to got out of his— house." 


I noticed the slight pause, but
at the moment attributed no significance to it. "You see, X had been
staying there, and it was during his stay that all the trouble arose." 


"You mean Z's death?" 


"No, no. The jealousy— the
quarrel." 


"X left after the
quarrel?" 


"Of course. The place was
too hot for him. But he returned on the day of the murder, and three witnesses
swore they had seen him near the lake round about the time Z went there." 


"One moment," I
interrupted, "Why did Z go there? Was that ever proved?" 


"Well— it was deduced. Since
both X and Z went to the spot, they had assumedly arranged to meet and have the
matter out. Circumstantial, you know, but reasonable enough, eh? Why should X
return to the district otherwise? And Z's wife gave evidence at the inquest
that when her husband had left her for the lake he had refused to say where he
was going, and that his attitude had worried her." 


"They found X, of
course?" 


"They spotted him at a
railway station. It was really rather comic— if any thing is ever really comic,
in an affair of this kind. His moustache came off just as he was about to board
a train. He stopped to pick it up, the train went on without him— and a smart
stationmaster, who had been warned by the police to look out for the fugitive,
gave a shout and made for him. Did that fellow run?" 


"But I suppose the others
did, too?" 


"There was a race!" 


 


MY companion paused, and his eyes
travelled towards the inn. The pale-faced woman was coming towards us. 


"You know that moustache was
a bit of bad luck," he said, "because by falling off just then it
cancelled the good luck of possessing it. X was an amateur reciter, and the
moustache was one of his props." 


The pale-faced woman reached our
table. 


"Can I got you anything
more?" she inquired. We told her we had all we required, and she retired. 


"Very attentive," I
remarked. 


"She runs this place
well," he answered. 


Then he suddenly smiled.
"But perhaps after all— she only came that time to see you didn't stick
that knife in me?" 


"I'm not likely to do that
till I've heard the end of your story," I replied with a countering smile.



"Ah— the end of the
story," he murmured. 


"For which the beginning was
told. You are now going to try to convince me, of course, that in spite of all
the evidence against him, X was not guilty." 


"And you think that an
impossible task?" 


"Absolutely impossible, I
should say. Listen— just tot up the evidence. He had a motive. He lacked an
alibi— you say he was seen near the lake by three people. I assume they found
his foot-marks as well as his fingerprints. Motive, opportunity, fingerprints.
The attitude, in running away, of a guilty man. By the way, did he put up a
fight when they seized him at the railway station?" 


"The devil of a fight."



"And he had attempted to
disguise himself. That false moustache completely finishes him. What possible
alternative solution fits the case?" 


My companion did not respond for
several seconds. His eyes were glued on the tealeaves in his empty cup, as
though seeking inspiration there. At last he said, slowly: 


"Well— I have worked out a
possible solution, and perhaps you will tell me if it fits the case. My
alternative solution includes one circumstance I have not mentioned yet. X was
in love with Z's wife—" 


"You did mention that,"
I interposed. 


"I know, but I am running
over the points. He loved Z's wife. She did not love him. He loved her so much
that he had nothing to live for without her. Conceive, please, that state of
mind— it is essential to my theory." 


"I can conceive it," I
nodded. 


"Very well, then. Now
conceive the state of mind of Z. Z was distracted—" 


"Why, if his wife was
sticking to him?" I interrupted. 


"Because, of that other
circumstance I have to mention," he replied. "A mortgage. He owed
five hundred pounds, and the threat of foreclosure was over his head. If he and
his wife were thrown out into the street, Z might have felt he had nothing to
live for, too?" 


"Well— yes— that is
possible," I conceded, rather grudgingly. 


"And add this to the
situation. Two years before he died Z had insured his life for a thousand
pounds. So let us now conceive that X, when staying with Mr and Mrs Z,
overheard them talking together. It came out, I may mention, that his bedroom
was next to theirs, he learned about the mortgage. They would talk about that.
He learned about the insurance. They might also talk of that. Am I leaving the
rails of logic? Tell me?" 


"Not yet." 


"You will also agree it is
logical that, although X was kicked out, he still loved Z's wife. Then conceive
that he returned to offer some help. Conceive that he came upon Z near the lake
just before Z was about to take his life. Conceive that he rushed forward to
stop him, but was too late. Conceive it—conceive it!" 


 


I STARED at my companion. His
voice was low, but it pulsed with, I thought, exaggerated interest. I felt a
sudden chill along my spine. 


"Yes, certainly,
certainly." I answered. "I can conceive it."


To my relief, the steadiness had
returned to his quiet voice as he resumed: "Then, sir— conceiving all
this— can you stretch your Imagination a little further still? Can you imagine
that— with the sudden, startling, painful clarity that comes to some of us at
poignant moments— and this would be a poignant moment— he realised what Z's
moral cowardice in taking his life would mean to his wife? That she would be
thrown penniless into the streets— that she would accept no help from him— and
that note, this note this that there would be no insurance money because her
husband had committed suicide? On the other hand, if her husband had been
murdered... eh?" 


He stopped abruptly, and fixed an
intense gaze on me. I confess I was startled and momentarily impressed. But
reaction followed swiftly. 


"No, no— it doesn't hold
water," I exclaimed. "It nearly does— just as a theory— but— no, not
quite." 


"Where is the flaw?" 


"X ran away." 


"Of course he ran away!
After pressing his finger on the revolver, removing the revolver twenty yards,
and sticking on his idiotic moustache, of course he ran away! If he had waited
and admitted the murder, he might not have been believed. There would, at all
events, have been less chance of it. But— as your yourself have just said— his
running away and his disguise clinched his guilt— eh? Only he ran away too well,
and he had to shed his moustache— draw attention to himself— to let the
stationmaster identify him.... You are not convinced? Something is on your
mind? A weakness somewhere? A flaw somewhere? What?" 


My brain was spinning. I tried to
steady it. 


"I'll tell you what," I
said. "Just this. I admit all you say. I'll admit, I mean, that I can
conceive it. But I still insist that, if he hadn't committed murder, British
law would have found it out." 


He laughed. For a moment I
thought we were both going dotty. 


 


"ONE more stretch of
imagination, please, and then I have done with you! Conceive now that, just as
X had had an instant of painful clarity when coming upon the body of Z, he had
just such another instant now, when the staionmaster and porters were swarming
round him! Conceive that, in this instant, he realised the power of British law
exactly as you do! Industriously, painstakingly, relentlessly just! You asked
if he fought at that railway station. Oh, yes— he fought! British justice never
found him out— it was not given the chance!" 


"You mean—after all, he got
away?" I gasped. 


"Have I ever said that he
did not?" he replied. "I said there was a chase. I did not tell you
the end of it. He got away. The law would have proved to the world, and to you,
his innocence, but by escaping he allowed the world, and you, to go on
presuming his guilt. The insurance company presumed it, too. 


"X only returned from the
Continent yesterday.... And here comes Mrs. Z with our bill."


______________
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'AT LAST, at last, Everard!' 


Everard weighed it in his hand. 


'Graham,' he said, 'it is a fortune!'



'It is!' I answered.


While we talked both of us bowed
over the pearl in Everard's hand, and the sun, red as a ruby, drowned himself
in the Indian Ocean. 


'Everard, this is a pearl of
pearls. 'Twas gotten in green depths to heighten a wonderful woman's beauty. We
look upon a virgin loveliness. Who will be the last to see it, think you, and
when that time cornea will it still be white or stained with crimson?' 


Everard rolled the gem from hand
to hand. ' If you think it may add to the world's crime,' he said, smiling,
'perhaps it would be better to throw it whence it came— in yonder white smother.'



'Don't be a fool, Everard!' I
said, with a sudden savageness. ' Very well, it is the sea's gift; we thank the
sea, and we receive it.' 


'Give it to me,' I said. 


Everard held it between the sun
and my eyes. 'Not there, Everard; here, in my hand.' My fingers itched to
clutch it again. A thirst like that of salt burned me through. Those only who
have touched the borders of Eldorada know the strength of such desire.


'How deep and clear and beautiful
it is,' I pondered. ' A man might give his life for this trifle and be amply
repaid.'


'Yes,' said Everard, 'a man might
give his life for it, and it would be a little thing for a little thing. Yet I
think there are some things it could not buy.' 


'Everard,' I said, 'here is
beauty for you! Drink it in. It is so pure and isolated. I love to look on
things like this. One time just such another feeling enthralled me. It was
years ago, in Queens land. I had been walking all day through a plain as red as
Mars, when at sunset I came upon a mass of quartz that shone like ice. Behind it
and above it the sky burned like a red rose. About it the plain seemed stained
a sullen, crimson. Amid all this color it stood out white and delicious— a
drink for tired eyes. I was fascinated. It was the contrast, you see, Everard,
and it is the contrast now. So much poverty and hardship and— such wealth.' 


Out at sea it was growing dark
purple. The horizon was blurred with webs and wreaths of vapor, and waves
rolled in with a hollow, insistent moan. 


Everard's hand crept caressingly
to the gem. A bitterness began eating within me, and a shameless thought arose.



'This pearl is my pearl. Who put
this man here, and why should he share it? It is only enough for one woman, and
can a man be satisfied with less, than it?'


 This was spoken to myself. But I
looked at Everard's brown fingers, and said aloud: 'Everard, who found this
pearl?' 


Everard answered, 'I and you.' 


'Nay, Everard, I and you.' 


Everard's face darkened. 'Why not
you only ?' he said. 


'Then be it so,' I said, 'it was
I only.' 


'Hush, Graham,' he said, 'it is
ill jesting in such a devil's matter. I saw the pearl before you did. I was on
the point of picking it up when you shouldered me, and it belongs—' 


'To both, I admit; but just
listen. We were walking along here, I at the waves' edge, you at my left
shoulder. We were talking, if you remember, of—' 


'Never mind of what,' said
Everard. I saw the reproach and stuttered. We had been talking of Everard in
the days gone by, of an incident in our past, and what a picture it would make.



'However, as you say, what we
talked of matters nothing. I was telling you some thing, and you were watching
my eyes. On the sudden you saw a look in them, and followed their direction.
Then neither of us made any hurry. We did not shove or scramble. You admitted,
however, by allowing me to lift the pearl that it was of my finding. Was that
not so?' 


'No,' said Everard. 'By Heavens,
no! One would think we were no longer mates to hear you talk. I saw the pearl,
and—' 


'You did not.' 


'I did!' 


'I tell you you did not.' 


'And, what's more—' 


'You'll have it, I suppose?' 


'I may.' 


He stood within a foot of me,
frowning through the twilight. What devil's eyes he had, and yet in that other
incident they had looked so like the Samaritan's. He was a bigger man than I,
and the rifle trailed from his hand. 


'Very well, Everard; let us be
friends. We will go halves in the pearl. We will bring it to Perth, then to
London, and sell there at the best price. Till that is done we are mates. Are
you satisfied?' 


He nodded. 


I wrapped the pearl in silk and
placed it in my pouch.


How did it happen that I was not
happy? I had the pearl, but Everard had the rifle. A grave distrust of him
lifted a snake head in my heart. And there he stalked beside me, a grim figure
whose eyes filled and darkened with fire aud melancholy. We had been open-hearted
mates. A white thing came on a beach. We were mates no longer. God help us
both! 


A dozen times I had risked my
life in defence of Everard, and more times than that he had saved me. Now the
spear might fly and the blood gush, but which of us would mourn the other's
loss? 


We made our camp by a lagoon. On
either side, ridge beyond ridge, the sand hills, like a procession of dim
ghosts, marched through the distance. A crescent moon, with a star at its tip
and a dawning, world in its curve, lit the mid-water. On each side deep shadow
lay. Flappings of heavy wings came down the stillness. The hollow roar of the
ocean sounded through the sandhills like the murmur of a foreign planet. 


Everard stretched his full length
and puffed at a great pipe. The red sandalwood, clinking into embers, painted
his features. It was a face that under other circumstances had often wrought me
strongly. Bearded and brown, crossed and re-crossed with wrinkles and lines,
the acids of bitter fate had stripped it of all softness. For a score years
this man had been a wanderer; half of that time alone. During those years few
pleasures flowered for him. The bright intervals were as fine and few as specks
of gold in a handful of black sea-sand. Here at length was a harvest and a
haven. I say these things now, but did not see them then.


'Everard, I am going towards the
beach.' 


He turned a quick, anxious look
on me. 'Be careful,' he said, 'don't go far; remember the blacks.' 


I sneered something in reply.
Everard had learnt duplicity at last. 


Come now, friend, I thought, what
is it that you hunger to preserve— my life, or is it the pearl? And yet when I
turned and looked at him swathed in loneliness I could not hate him. God
fashioned me a man, and my throat choked when the heart within me swelled big.


With a hot forehead I swung
onward through the sand, and stayed only at the wave's edge. Far away to the
left and right the great beach swept. On those miles of dark sand the most
mysterious of seas surged. 


Many a ship of olden quest rotted
in the matted weed and slime of its depths. Many a white bone had grown green
as emerald there. A thousand dead men slept beneath its tides— rusted swords in
the hands of some, cloven skulls on the spines of others. All these, with their
ambitions, were gone. I with mine lived on. Yet how beautiful it was! The foam
came crisping to my feet, dissolving in a fire of crystal globes of light, blue
as steel, sailed hither, thither and away. A wonderful bright star was rising. 


I took the pearl and held it in
the light of the star. Then my hand dropped, and I stood listening. A sound
of feet gritting on the sand had reached me. I turned; there was no one in
view. Again I held the pearl aloft and joyed in its possession. 


A wild exhilaration caught me up
in enchanted arms. I alone must own that pearl— no halves— no Everard! Again my
arm fell, and I lent my ear towards a mysterious treading. The long roll of the
ocean drowned all noise. It must be imagination, I thought, and again began to
dream. The pearl was mine, and rightly mine. Let Everard go, he should have
none of it. With it I might have love and riches at will— wine and women and
the world's best. 


Then as I looked at it and
laughed there came a sudden rush of feet, the stars flew and flamed, and I fell
on the beach shrieking. A wave came and stole the pearl and left me shrieking
still. I shut my eyes, for the face was horrible. Straight above me eyes
gleamed witch red malice through a mass of tangled hair. An uplifted arm
prepared to strike. But the blow did not fall. Instead, the native jumped a
good six feet and fell dead on the sand. A moment after, Everard, his rifle
smoking, was beside me. 


'It is gone,' I said. 


'It is better so,' he answered.
'And I am wounded.' 


'Let me see.' He felt the
spear-wound. 'It is not serious.' 


'God bless you, Everard!'  


___________
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YOUNG Harry had a habit of walking with his
gaze fixed on the ground, and his mother and the minister, talking it
over together, guessed he was either going to be literary or religious. 


But Young Harry only did it
because it paid. Twice in two years he had found threepence by looking where he
was going, and he lived in hopes of doing it again. 


Saturday morning was always
devoted to threepence hunting along the roads, and, this being Saturday, he was
prospecting just beyond the main street. 


Suddenly, half trodden into the
red mud, he saw the milled edge of a silver disc. He restrained his first
impulse to yell, stooped down carelessly as though to tie his bootlace and
pulled it out. Half-a-crown!


Young Harry, trembling with
guilty excitement, slid the coin into his pocket and knocked off for the day.
Then he went and sat on the fence to think it over. When a bloke has got ten
years' findings in one lump it takes a great deal of sitting on fences and
looking in windows before he is through his fortune.


As he sat on his perch swinging
his legs and trying not to yell, a girl with a basket on her arm passed him at
a quick walking pace. She seemed to be looking for something she had dropped.
When a few yards from Harry she stopped and looked at him pleadingly:
"Harry, I wish you'd come and help me look for some money I've dropped,
there's a good boy."


"What was it, Miss
Gabo?" he temporised.


"A half-crown and a
shilling. I think I must have dropped them somewhere about here." 


Harry hopped down, blaming
himself for not having searched long enough, and promising himself to be more
careful in future. The pair of them walked in circles and figures of eight for
half an hour or so, and then the well-dressed girl gave it up and went back to
the township. 


Harry kept on searching for an
hour, then memorised the location and walked down into the shopping section,
feeling like the man who has just robbed the bank. He walked idly up and down
the street staring long and thoughtfully at lollies, fruit, fishing-lines,
cricket and tennis balls, penknives, whistles and (sideways) at cigarettes. He
might have bought some cigarettes if the tobacconist hadn't been religious and
a particular friend of his old man's. He resisted all the windowed temptations
though, for right at the back of his young mind was a vision of a splendid
mine-burst— the sort of one you could fix up with half-a-crown's worth of
powder. Like his elders, he had read the blazing story of the mining of
Messines Ridge and been fired by it. * 


______


* On June 7th,
1917, 19 mines buried below German lines in the Messine Ridge were
detonated, killing over 10,000 soldiers.


 


Presently an amazed and somewhat
nervous grocer found himself selling several flasks of gun-powder to Young
Harry and giving him very little change out of half-a-crown. It was a notable
commercial transaction; because Young Harry's people were not well off, and the
grand excuses of Empire Day and King's Birthday were not in sight. Also, Miss
Gabo, one of his best customers, had told him less than half-an-hour ago that
she had lost three and sixpence in silver somewhere up the road. The grocer— a
religious man on Sundays— considered it behind a rampart of biscuit tins, and
decided that he could not afford to start a fuss. Perhaps it was the boy's
birthday, and he had been permitted to burst his money box.


"Anyone in?" shouted a
familiar voice, and the grocer emerging, found Scriber, the editor of The
Western Bugle.


"Hullo, I thought you were
going to Southlands today."


"I meant to, but I want to
go to this presentation they're giving to old Mrs Dundee today. She's a
hundred, you know."


"She's a Grand Old
Woman," said the grocer solemnly. "They don't breed 'em like that
now."


"They don't," said the
enthusiastic editor, and the two of them started on one of the town's favorite
topics— the good qualities and longevity of the ancient lady who lived all
alone in her own little cottage and "did" for herself. The editor was
particularly fond of her because she had a store of bushranging reminiscences,
and provided him with an occasional paragraph for the big Sydney daily for
which he was district correspondent.


"Miss Gabo is looking well
after her trip," said the editor when they had done with Mrs Dundee.


"She was in about half an hour
ago," said the grocer. "Told me she had lost some money up the road
when she was coming down to buy some stuff for the spread this afternoon."


"You don't say! Was it
much?"


"No, only three and six, or
so. But it belonged to the old lady. She told me she'd have to make it up to
her." 


 


AND WHILE the two male gossips
yarned on, Young Harry walked away into the hills with a sailor jumper lined
with full powder flasks, and wondered what he'd do with it. He could have had a
fine mine-burst out of sight of the houses if only he had thought to get some
matches. And now he was too scared to go back or ask for any. 


Away up on Smith's Hill he sat on
a hollow log and wondered whether it would be safe to plant his explosives and
go home for dinner. He decided that it wouldn't. By this time he was full of
half-a-crown's worth of guilt, and pictured Mr Brady, the trooper, hot on his trail.
He remembered the religious grocer's astonishment when he had asked for powder—
as many flasks as he could get for two-and-six. He decided that he must decant
his treasure out of its neat painted flasks and looked round for another
receptacle. 


An old pickle bottle lying in the
grass caught his eye and he snatched it up. Grouched down behind the hollow
log. he got off the caps of the safe flasks and poured the dangerous-looking
stuff into the pickle bottle until it was three-quarters full. 


Then he threw the empty flasks
far up the hollow log and walked on holding the loaded pickle bottle— a hideously
conspicuous thing— by the neck. He couldn't tuck it into his blouse because he
had no cork, and it would upset the stuff in his clothes. Being unable to
conceal it within himself, he had now to conceal himself with it, so walked
away into the hills, where there were no houses or roads, and there spent
several dull and lonely hours shying stones.


It was long after dinner-time
when he started back aimlessly towards the town. He guessed it was somewhere
about the dead centre of the afternoon, but couldn't be sure of his
timeestimates, having gone through such a lot of mental agony since finding the
money. 


On Smith's Hill he climbed a tree
and surveyed the township. He saw several buggies in Mrs Dundee's yard, and
some of the townspeople in their best clothes waiting about. Harry remembered
that there would be food to be had for the asking at the presentation, and came
down from his tree. But he didn't leave the shelter of the trees until he had
found half a sheet of reasonably clean newspaper left by some picknickers, and
wrapped his bottle of powder in it. It was his intention to leave the disguised
explosives in some hiding place while he went in and foraged.


A small boy who doesn't want to
advertise himself can approach his objective as quietly as a shark. When Harry
was half-way down he noticed everybody making a move for the door of Mrs
Dundee's cottage which nestled behind its high hedge just where the road took a
sharp turn and came down steeply to the level. 


The top of the ivy-clad chimney, now
smoking in a friendly way, was almost within reach of anyone of the road. Harry
sat down and thought of the dinner he had missed and the refreshments that
would he on tap at the presentation. People always stuffed a bloke with cake
and things if a bloke only hung round enough and looked hungry. He looked round
for a place to hide his powder, saw none, and, hugging it despairingly, moved a
stage closer to the house of the oldest inhabitant. He pictured them inside
eating up everything while he sat outside and starved, and was sunk in dejection
when round the corner of the house flew a cheery hatless girl, intent on
rounding up dilatory guests. 


"Come on!" she called
to the untenanted Universe. "Come on, everybody! Mrs Dundee's just going to
serve up the haggis!" 


Then stopped, seeing only a small
frightened boy who clutched something in his arms and stared at her. 


Woman-like, she jumped to a
conclusion. 


"Oh. it's you, Harry! And you've
brought something for the old lady! You're a good kid. Bring your present
inside and let's have a look at it!" 


She advanced upon him with hands
outstretched. 


Harry backed away, horrified. 


"Don't be shy!" cried
the girl pleadingly, and made a snatch at the powder. Then a spasm of madness
convulsed the small boy's brain and seeing the smoking chimney yawning at hand,
he threw the pickle bottle down it.... 


BOOM! 


An immense cloud of smoke leapt
from the chimney and the house was filled with yells.


 


THE TOWNSHIP still tells how, in
the midst of the centenary celebrations the half-crown's worth of powder blew
all the soot in the chimney, the haggis and the cat all over the assembled
company.


Young Harry? The benevolent Providence
that watches over boys had carefully broken his father's right arm in a dray
accident two days before.


___________
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IT WAS THE SUNNIEST CORNER in Viger where old Garnaud had
built his cabin,— his cabin, for it could not be called a house. It was only of
one story, with a kitchen behind, and a workshop in front, where Etienne
Garnaud mended the shoes of Viger. He had lived there by himself ever since he
came from St. Valérie; every one knew his story, every one liked him. A merry
heart had the old shoemaker; it made a merry heart to see him bending his white
head with its beautiful features above his homely work, and to hear his voice
in a high cadence of good-humored song. The broad window of his cabin was
covered with a shutter hinged at the top, which was propped up by a stick
slanted from the window-sill. In the summer the sash was removed, and through
the opening came the even sound of the Blanche against the bridge piers, or the
scythe-whetting from some hidden meadow. From it there was a view of a little
pool of the stream where the perch jumped clear into the sun, and where a birch
growing on the bank threw a silver shadow-bridge from side to side. Farther up,
too, were the willows that wore the yellow tassels in the spring, and the
hollow where burr-marigolds were brown-golden in August. On the hill slope
stood a delicate maple that reddened the moment summer had gone, which old
Etienne watched with a sigh and a shake of the head.


If the old man was a favorite
with the elder people of Viger, he was a yet greater favorite with the
children. No small portion of his earnings went toward the purchase of sugar
candy for their consumption. On summer afternoons he would lay out a row of sweet
lumps on his window-sill and pretend to be absorbed by his work, as the
children, with much suppressed laughter, darted around the corner of his cabin,
bearing away the spoils. He would pause every now and then to call, "Aha— Aha!
Where are all my sweeties? those mice and rats must have been after them again!"
and would chuckle to himself to hear the children trying to keep back the
laughter, out of sight around the corner. In the winter, when the boys and
girls would come in to see him work, he always managed to drop some candy into
their pockets, which they would find afterward with less surprise than the old
man imagined.


But his great friend was the
little blind daughter of his neighbor Moreau. "Here comes my little fairy,"
he would call out, as he saw her feeling her way down the road with her little
cedar wand. "Here comes my little fairy," and he would go out to
guide her across the one plank thrown over the ditch in front of his cabin.
Then they would sit and chat together, this beautiful old man and the beautiful
little girl. She raised her soft brown, sightless eyes to the sound of his
voice, and he told her long romances, described the things that lay around
them, or strove to answer her questions. This was his hardest task, and he
often failed in it; her questions ran beyond his power, and left him mystified.


One spring he bought a bobolink
from some boys who had trapped it; and he hung its cage in the sun outside his
cabin. There it would sing or be silent for days at a time. Little Blanche would
sit outside under the shade of the shutter, leaning half into the room to hear
the old man talk, but keeping half in the air to hear the bird sing.


They called him "Jack"
by mutual consent, and he absorbed a great deal of their attention. Blanche had
to be present at every cage cleaning. One day she said, "Uncle Garnaud,
what is he like?"


"Why, dearie, he's a beauty;
he's black all over, except his wings and tail, and they have white on them."


"And what are his wings
like?"


"Well, now, that finishes
me. I am an old fool, or I could tell you."


"Uncle Garnaud, I never even
felt a bird; could I feel Jack?"


"Well, I could catch him;
but you mustn't squeeze him."


Jack was caught with a sudden
dart of the old man's hand; the little blind girl felt him softly, traced the
shape of his outstretched wing, and put him back into the cage with a sigh.


"Tell me, Uncle Garnaud,"
she asked, "how did they catch him?"


"Well, you see, they put a
little cage on a stump in the oat-field, and by-and-by the bird flew over and went
in."


"Well, didn't he know they
would not let him out if he once went in?"


"Well, you know, he hadn't
any old uncle to tell him so."


"Well, but birds must have
uncles, if they have fathers just like we have."


Old Etienne puckered up his eyes
and put his awl through his hair. The bird ran down a whole cadence, as if he
was on the wind over a wheat-field; then he stopped.


"There, Uncle Garnaud, I
know he must mean something by that. What did he do all day before he was
caught?"


"I don't think he did any work.
He just flew about and sang all day, and picked up seeds, and sang, and tried
to balance himself on the wheat-ears."


"He sang all day? Well, he
doesn't do that now."


The bird seemed to recall a sunny
field-corner, for his interlude was as light as thistledown, and after a pause
he made two little sounds like the ringing of bells at Titania's girdle.


"Perhaps he doesn't like to
be shut up and have nobody but us," she said, after a moment.


"Well," said the old
man, hesitatingly, "we might let him go."


"Yes," faltered the
child, "we might let him go."


The next time little Blanche was
there she said, "And he didn't do anything but that, just sing and fly?"


"No, I think not."


"Well, then, he could fly
miles and miles, and never come back, if he didn't want to?"


"Why, yes; he went away
every winter, so that the frost wouldn't bite him."


"Oh! Uncle Garnaud, he didn't,
did he?"


"Yes, true, he did."


The little girl was silent for a
while; when the old man looked at her the tears were in her eyes.


"Why, my pretty, what's the
matter?"


"Oh, I was just thinking
that why he didn't sing was because he only saw you and me, and the road, and
our trees, when he used to have everything."


"Well," said the old
man, stopping his work, "he might have everything again, you know."


"Might he?" she asked,
doubtfully.


"Why, we might let him fly
away."


The bird dropped a clear note or
two.


"Oh, Uncle Garnaud, do let
him go!"


"Why, beauty, just as you
say."


The old man put off his apron and
took the cage down.


"Here, little girl, you hold
the cage, and we'll go where he can fly free."


Blanche carried the cage and he
took her hand. They walked down to the bridge, and set the cage on the rail.


"Now, dearie, open the door,"
said the old man.


The little child felt for the
slide and pushed it back. In a moment the bird rushed out and flew madly off.


"He's gone," she said, "Jack's
gone. Where did he go, Uncle?"


"He flew right through that
maple-tree, and now he's over the fields, and now he's out of sight."


"And didn't he even once
look back?"


"No, never once."


They stood there together for a
moment, the old man gazing after the departed bird, the little girl setting her
brown, sightless eyes on the invisible distance. Then, taking the empty cage,
they went back to the cabin. From that day their friendship was not untinged by
regret; some delicate mist of sorrow seemed to have blurred the glass of
memory. Though he could not tell why, old Etienne that evening felt anew his
loneliness, as he watched a long sunset of red and gold that lingered after the
footsteps of the August day, and cast a great color into his silent cabin above
the Blanche.


____________
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That night the
Baron dreamt of many a wo;


And all his
warrior-guests, with shade and form


Of witch, and
demon, and large coffin-worm,


Were long
be-nightmared.


—Keats


 


UNHAPPY IS HE to whom the memories of childhood bring only
fear and sadness. Wretched is he who looks back upon lone hours in vast and dismal
chambers with brown hangings and maddening rows of antique books, or upon awed
watches in twilight groves of grotesque, gigantic, and vine-encumbered trees
that silently wave twisted branches far aloft. Such a lot the gods gave to me— to
me; the dazed, the disappointed; the barren, the broken. And yet I am strangely
content and cling desperately to those sere memories, when my mind momentarily
threatens to reach beyond to the other.


I know not where I was born, save
that the castle was infinitely old and infinitely horrible, full of dark
passages and having high ceilings where the eye could find only cobwebs and
shadows. The stones in the crumbling corridors seemed always hideously damp;
there was an accursed smell everywhere, as of the piled-up corpses of dead
generations. It was never light, so that I used sometimes to light candles and
gaze steadily at them for relief, nor was there any sun outdoors, since the
terrible trees grew high above the topmost accessible tower. There was one
black tower which reached above the trees into the unknown outer sky, but that
was partly ruined and could not be ascended save by a well-nigh impossible
climb up the sheer wall, stone by stone.


I must have lived years in this
place, but I cannot measure the time. Beings must have cared for my needs, yet
I can not recall any person except myself, or anything alive but the noiseless
rats and bats and spiders. I think that whoever nursed me must have been
shockingly aged, since my first conception of a living person was that of
something mockingly like myself, yet distorted, shriveled, and decaying like
the castle. To me there was nothing grotesque in the bones and skeletons that
strewed some of the stone crypts deep down among the foundations. I
fantastically associated these things with everyday events, and thought them
more natural than the colored pictures of living beings which I found in many
of the moldy books.


From such books I learned all
that I know. No teacher urged or guided me, and I do not recall hearing any human
voice in all those years—not even my own; for although I had read of speech, I
had never thought to try to speak aloud. My aspect was a matter equally
unthought of, for there were no mirrors in the castle, and I merely regarded
myself by instinct as akin to the youthful figures I saw drawn and painted in
the books. I felt conscious of youth because I remembered so little.


Outside, across the putrid moat
and under the dark mute trees, I would often lie and dream for hours about what
I read in the books; and would longingly picture myself amidst gay crowds in
the sunny world beyond the endless forest. Once I tried to escape from the
forest, but as I went farther from the castle the shade grew denser and the air
was filled with brooding fear; so I ran frantically back lest I lose my way in
a labyrinth of nighted silence.


So through endless twilights I
dreamed and waited, though I knew not what I waited for. Then in the shadowy
solitude my longing for light grew so frantic that I could rest no more, and I
lifted entreating hands to the single black ruined tower that reached above the
forest into the unknown outer sky. And at last I resolved to scale that tower,
fall though I might; since it were better to glimpse the sky and perish, than
to live without ever beholding day.


In the dank twilight I climbed
the worn and aged stone stairs till I reached the level where they ceased, and
thereafter clung perilously to small footholds leading upward. Ghastly and
terrible was that dead, stairless cylinder of rock; black, ruined, and
deserted, and sinister with startled bats whose wings made no noise. But more
ghastly and terrible still was the slowness of my progress; for climb as I
might, the darkness overhead grew no thinner, and a new chill as of haunted and
venerable mold assailed me. I shivered as I wondered why I did not reach the
light, and would have looked down had I dared. I fancied that night had come
suddenly upon me, and vainly groped with one free hand for a window embrasure,
that I might peer out and above, and try to judge the height I had attained.


All at once, after an infinity of
awesome, sightless crawling up that concave and desperate precipice, I felt my
head touch a solid thing, and I knew I must have gained the roof, or at least
some kind of floor. In the darkness I raised my free hand and tested the
barrier, finding it stone and immovable. Then came a deadly circuit of the
tower, clinging to whatever holds the slimy wall could give; till finally my
testing hand found the barrier yielding, and I turned upward again, pushing the
slab or door with my head as I used both hands in my fearful ascent.


There was no light revealed
above, and as my hands went higher I knew that my climb was for the nonce
ended; since the slab was the trap-door of an aperture leading to a level stone
surface of greater circumference than the lower tower, no doubt the floor of
some lofty and capacious observation chamber. I crawled through carefully, and
tried to prevent the heavy slab from falling back into place, but failed in the
latter attempt. As I lay exhausted on the stone floor I heard the eery echoes
of its fall, but hoped when necessary to pry it up again.


Believing I was now at a
prodigious height, far above the accursed branches of the wood, I dragged
myself up from the floor and fumbled about for windows, that I might look for
the first time upon the sky, and the moon and stars of which I had read. But on
every hand I was disappointed; since all that I found were vast shelves of
marble, bearing odious oblong boxes of disturbing size. More and more I
reflected; and wondered what hoary secrets might abide in this high apartment
so many eons cut off from the castle below. Then unexpectedly my hands came
upon a doorway, where hung a portal of stone, rough with strange chiseling.
Trying it, I found it locked; and with a supreme burst of strength I overcame
all obstacles and dragged it open inward. As I did so there came to me the
purest ecstasy I have ever known; for shining tranquilly through an ornate
grating of iron, and down a short stone passageway of steps that ascended from
the newly-found doorway, was the radiant full moon, which I had never before
seen save in dreams and in vague visions I dared not call memories.


 


FANCYING NOW that I had attained
the very pinnacle of the castle, I commenced to rush up the few steps beyond,
the door; but the sudden veiling of the moon by a cloud caused me to stumble,
and I felt my way more slowly in the dark. It was still very dark when I
reached the grating— which I tried carefully and found unlocked, but which I
did not open for fear of falling from the amazing height to which I had
climbed. Then the moon came out.


Most demoniacal of all shocks is
that of the abysmally unexpected and grotesquely unbelievable. Nothing I had
before undergone could compare in terror with what I now saw; with the bizarre
marvels that sight implied. The sight itself was as simple as it was
stupefying, for it was merely this: instead of a dizzying prospect of tree tops
seen from a lofty eminence, there stretched around me on the level through the
grating nothing less than the solid ground, decked and diversified by
marble slabs and columns, and overshadowed by an ancient stone church, whose
ruined spire gleamed spectrally in the moonlight.


Half unconscious, I opened the
grating and staggered out upon the white gravel path that stretched away in two
directions. My mind, stunned and chaotic as it was, still held the frantic
craving for light; and not even the fantastic wonder which had happened could
stay my course. I neither knew nor cared whether my experience was insanity,
dreaming, or magic; but was determined to gaze on brilliance and gayety at any
cost.


I knew not who I was or what I
was, or what my surroundings might be; though as I continued to stumble along I
became conscious of a kind of fearsome latent memory that made my progress not
wholly fortuitous. I passed under an arch out of that region of slabs and
columns, and wandered through the open country; sometimes following the visible
road, but sometimes leaving it curiously to tread across meadows where only
occasional ruins bespoke the ancient presence of a forgotten road.


Once I swam across a swift river
where crumbling, mossy masonry told of a bridge long vanished.


Over two hours must have passed
before I reached what seemed to be my goal, a venerable ivied castle in a
thickly wooded park, maddeningly familiar, yet full of perplexing strangeness
to me. I saw the moat was filled in, and that some of the well-known towers
were demolished; whilst new wings existed to confuse the beholder. But what I
observed with chief interest and delight were the open windows— gorgeously
ablaze with light and sending forth sound of the gayest revelry. Advancing to
one of these I looked in and saw an oddly dressed company, indeed; making
merry, and speaking brightly to one another. I had never, seemingly, heard
human speech before and could guess only vaguely what was said. Some of the
faces seemed to hold expressions that brought up incredibly remote
recollections, others were utterly alien.


I now stepped through the low
window into the brilliantly lighted room, stepping as I did so from my single
bright moment of hope to my blackest convulsion of despair and realization. The
nightmare was quick to come, for as I entered, there occurred immediately one
of the most terrifying demonstrations I had ever conceived.


Scarcely had I crossed the sill
when there descended upon the whole company a sudden and unheralded fear of
hideous intensity, distorting every face and evoking the most horrible screams
from nearly every throat.


Flight was universal, and in the
clamor and panic several fell in a swoon and were dragged away by their madly
fleeing companions. Many covered their eyes with their hands, and plunged
blindly and awkwardly in their race to escape, overturning furniture and
stumbling against the walls before they managed to reach one of the many doors.


The cries were shocking; and as I
stood in the brilliant apartment alone and dazed, listening to their vanishing
echoes, I trembled at the thought of what might lurk near me unseen. At a
casual inspection the room seemed deserted, but when I moved toward one of the
alcoves I thought I detected a presence there— a hint of motion beyond the
golden-arched doorway leading to another and somewhat similar room. As I
approached the arch I began to perceive the presence more clearly; and then,
with the first and last sound I ever uttered— a ghastly ululation that revolted
me almost as poignantly as its noxious cause— I beheld in full, frightful
vividness the inconceivable, indescribable, and unmentionable monstrosity which
had by its simple appearance changed a merry company to a herd of delirious
fugitives.


I can not even hint what it was
like, for it was a compound of all that is unclean, uncanny, unwelcome,
abnormal, and detestable. It was the ghoulish shade of decay, antiquity, and
desolation; the putrid, dripping eidolon of unwholesome revelation, the awful
baring of that which the merciful earth should always hide. God knows it was not
of this world— or no longer of this world— yet to my horror I saw in its
eaten-away and bone-revealing outlines a leering, abhorrent travesty on the
human shape; and in its moldy, disintegrating apparel an unspeakable quality
that chilled me even more.


I was almost paralyzed, but not
too much so to make a feeble effort toward flight; a backward stumble which
failed to break the spell in which the nameless, voiceless monster held me. My
eyes, bewitched by the glassy orbs which stared loathesomely into them, refused
to close; though they were mercifully blurred, and showed the terrible object
but indistinctly after the first shock. I tried to raise my hand to shut out
the sight, yet so stunned were my nerves that my arm could not fully obey my
will. The attempt, however, was enough to disturb my balance; so that I had to
stagger forward several steps to avoid falling. As I did so I became suddenly
and agonizingly aware of the nearness of the carrion thing, whose hideous
hollow breathing I half fancied I could hear. Nearly mad, I found myself yet
able to throw out a hand to ward off the fetid apparition which pressed so
close; when in one cataclysmic second of cosmic nightmarishness and hellish
accident my fingers touched the rotting outstretched paw of the monster
beneath the golden arch.


I did not shriek, but all the
fiendish ghouls that ride the night-wind shrieked for me as in that second
there crashed down upon my mind a single and fleeting avalanche of
soul-annihilating memory. I knew in that second all that had been; I remembered
beyond the frightful castle and the trees, and recognized the altered edifice
in which I now stood; I recognized, most terrible of all, the unholy
abomination that stood leering before me as I withdrew my sullied fingers from its
own.


But in the cosmos there is balm
as well as bitterness, and that balm is nepenthe.


In the supreme horror of that
second I forget what had horrified me, and the burst of black memory vanished
in a chaos of echoing images. In a dream I fled from that haunted and accursed
pile, and ran swiftly and silently in the moonlight.


When I returned to the churchyard
place of marble and went down the steps I found the stone trap-door immovable;
but I was not sorry, for I had hated the antique castle and the trees. Now I
ride with the mocking and friendly ghouls on the night-wind, and play by day
amongst the catacombs of Nephren-Ka in the sealed and unknown valley of Hadoth
by the Nile. I know that light is not for me, save that of the moon over the
rock tombs of Neb, nor any gayety save the unnamed feasts of Nitokris beneath
the Great Pyramid; yet in my new wildness and freedom I almost welcome the
bitterness of alienage.


For although nepenthe has calmed
me, I know always that I am an outsider; a stranger in this century and among
those who are still men. This I have known ever since I stretched out my
fingers to the abomination within the great gilded frame; stretched out my
fingers and touched a cold and unyielding surface of polished glass.


_________________
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A story of a very curious cruise.


 


"I SAY, BOYS," exclaimed Mowbray, looking up from
his newspaper, "we ought to have a try for this new rush up there in the
North-West. Listen: 'One man in two days won thirty ounces of almost pure gold
obtained at the bottom of a shaft twenty feet deep in moderately easy sinking.
As yet there are very few diggers on the field, but as steamers are being put
on from the southern colonies... um... um. Men are warned against... (oh, yes,
of course)... Bids fair to be the biggest alluvial find seen in Australia for
many years. King's Sound is the nearest point to make for by water to the new
field, which is situated at the foot of the Leopold Ranges in the Kimberley
District of Western Australia.'


"Boys," continued
Mowbray conclusively, as he put down his paper, "we should even now be on
our way to this new El Dorado. We've been long enough waiting for a show. Let's
clear. I'm full to the brim of loafing around here."


Paxton laughed ironically as he
dug his bare feet into the warm sand upon which the three of us were lying
after our bath, "It's two thousand miles," said he. "But of
course that's nothing. And the fare's at least £30— steerage. Not to mention
such trifles as tucker and tools. Oh, yes, let's go right away. What's the use
of putting it off and shilly-shallying about here."


"Paxton," retorted
Mowbray, "you're an ass. How much money have you got?"


"Three pounds and some small
stuff," replied Paxton, grinning. "Call it three ten altogether.
About enough to shout a decent dinner on."


"And you, Iredale?"
said Mowbray, turning to me.


"A fiver," I replied,
"at the outside."


"Well, I daresay I can
muster as much as both of you put together," said Mowbray. "And we'll
start as soon as we can fix things up;" and jumping to his feet he
executed a pas de seul along the beach, whilst we looked on, wondering
whether the sun had not been too much for him.


"But," I remonstrated,
as presently he calmed down a bit, "Paxton's right enough, old man. It's a
deuce of a distance. And fares at the start are sure to be high. You know how
the companies slap it on in a case of this kind."


"Fare me no fares,"
exclaimed Mowbray. "And let the company keep their iron screw-pots. We'll
sail our own ship. There she is. Slow perhaps, but sure. Likewise coffee in the
morning and no fore-royal! Look at her! There lies the Argo that shall bear us
to the Golden Fleece of— er— Thingumbob."


And as we followed the pointing
finger across the water and our minds fell into line with his, we fairly yelled
with laughter and rolled on the sand in ecstasies of it. Ah, me! we were young
in those days and cared little how the world went, looking on it simply as a
great playground in which to cut our capers, sometimes at other people's
expense, more generally at our own.


Just now we were
"camping" on the shores of one of the many picturesque coves and
sea-arms that scallop the great main harbour of Port Jackson. Whilst the New
South Wales summer heats are at their height this camping business is a
favourite one with even rich people, who, taking servants, tents, and boats,
choose some favourite spot and spend a Bohemian time, almost always either on
or in the water. Also there are impecunious people who, attracted by the free
life and the cheapness of living, quit the city and make their home in some
secluded nook. This latter was our case.


We had no servant, and only one
tent, and a crazy old boat, and no money worth mentioning; our combined stock
of clothes could have been carried in a sugar bag, and so we had left the
stuffy boarding-house and hot dusty streets to become "campers." And
for many weeks we had led a savage sort of free-and— easy life down here at
little Blue Pointer Bay, with a bag of potatoes, another of flour, half a chest
of tea, and lots of sugar and tobacco as the main-stays of our commissariat.
Fish we could always catch; and on one or two occasions they— in the shape of
sharks— nearly caught us. Now, however, the trio, especially Mowbray, were
getting restless and dissatisfied, as was only proper. No thoroughly healthy
young fellow can put up with the lotus-eating business for an indefinite time.


Blue Pointer, so called as being
a favourite haunt of the shark known by that name, was really a small cove with
a narrow entrance, through which a view of the main harbour was just
obtainable. Steep sides clothed thickly with straggling gums, stringybarks, and
other eucalypti, ran down to a single sandy beach and big rocks on which
oysters grew in thousands. On the opposite side to where our tent was pitched— some
hundred yards across— was a dilapidated wharf, and moored to this was the
object Mowbray had apostrophised.


Imagine a broad, ungainly old tub
of a paddle-wheel steamer, raw and rusty for lack of shelter from the sun; her
funnel red with rust, and the Muntz metal on her bottom showing the colour of
verdigris. And this was the craft that Mowbray proposed we should take the sea
in. Was it any wonder we laughed?


Two or three years ago a company
had endeavoured to form a "sanatorium" on the opposite rocks; had
cleared some scrub, built a jetty, and purchased a boat to carry visitors about
the harbour. But alas! the project languished for lack of funds, and at last
the promoters faced the Insolvency Court, and the creditors tried to realise on
their assets. But no one wanted either land or wharf, or steamer. And there
they lay unkempt, untended, uncared for.


We, as long as we had been there,
had never been on board of her. But now, finding that Mowbray was in most
determined earnest, we got our boat and sculled across and examined the Lady
Macquarie. Still on our two parts with little or no severity of purpose.


"Ladies' Cabin. No
Smoking," was the first thing that caught our eyes as we stepped on the
lower-deck. This cabin was simply a portion of the deck, around and up the
centre of which ran benches, whose sides were formed by windows of pretty thick
glass which could he opened or shut at pleasure like those of a railway
carriage. At one end were doors. The other end, the men's cabin, was exactly
the same, only there were no doors. In the centre stood the steam chest,
funnel, etc., and down a square open hatchway surrounded by a sort of iron
fence were the engines. Above this deck was another, reached by steps on the
outside of each paddle-box, furnished with seats down the middle and along the
sides; also with two little windowed hutches for the helmsman, one at each end;
and above all was a roof of galvanised iron, through which the smoke-stack
protruded some six feet or so. Dust and dirt were everywhere. Spiders had spun
their webs in long festoons about the ladies cabin; and as flying foxes could
not enter there by reason of the doors being closed, they had taken up their
abode in the men's part, where they could fly in and out at will. And here the
brutes hung in clusters from the battened ceiling, sleeping until the time came
for their nightly forays amongst the gardens and orchards of the upper harbour.


"A regular jolly menagerie,
by jingo!" exclaimed Paxton in disgust, as he made a kick at a big rat
that came out of an open locker and leaped on to the wharf. "And how those
infernal foxes stink! A nice crowd to go to sea with-eh, Mowbray?"


But Mowbray was all over the
shop, poking and prying into every corner, sticking his knife into planks and
chipping iron rust off stanchions.


"Sound as a bell," said
he at last, "so far as I can see. Dive down below, like a good fellow,
Paxton, and have a look at the old girl's engines."


"But surely you don't mean
it?" asked the other with a laugh. "And, anyhow, old as she is and
poverty stricken as she looks, all our available capital wouldn't buy
her."


"Don't intend to buy
her," replied Mowbray decisively. "We'll borrow her and pay for her
out of the pile that we are going to make at Kimberley. Got enough to get coals
and tucker with, haven't we? What more do you want? I'll slam her round in a
fortnight, even if we can only knock six out of her. And it'll be fine and calm
inside the Barrier. Safe as a house! I don't know that I'd tackle the Leeuwin
in her. But t'other way'll be a picnic."


"You're a genius,"
muttered Paxton. "All the same, you'll have us in Darlinghurst gaol if you
don't mind."


"Exactly what I was
thinking," I put in. "I don't quite know what a ferry boat would run
into. But, making all allowance, I should say nothing under five years
hard."


"Oh, rats!" retorted
Mowbray, appropriate enough. "She's got no owner anyhow to prosecute.
She's an unrealisable asset, and is probably to be divided amongst fifty
people. And what's everybody's business is nobody's, as we all know. They'll
never miss her. Why, she's been here for at least four years. However, have it
your own way, boys; it shall never be said that I led you into mischief."


And when Mowbray thus affirmed,
we knew that if we didn't go he'd go alone rather than knuckle down, even if he
got no further than the Heads. So we saw nothing for it but to humour him, for
we were mates who never went back on one another. So Paxton dived into the dark
and grimy hole where the engines lived, and I, under Mowbray's direction,
punted along her sides in our boat and peered into the boxes to see whether the
floats were all there, and prodded a knife into her at the water line to feel
if she was rotten, whilst Mowbray took out his pocket-book and made notes.


"Engines are all
aright," reported Paxton presently. "High pressure and obsolete, but
strong— Davidson of Glasgow. Take a couple of gallons of oil and a day's work,
though, before they'll move. Main shaft's an inch thick in rust, and the
cylinders want packing."


"Well, you can fix 'em up
and drive 'em, can't you?" asked Mowbray.


"Oh yes" replied Paxton
resignedly. "although by profession I'm only a mining engineer, I can do
that much. Likewise I'm not too old to learn the stone-breaking or
oakum-picking trades."


"Great Jerusalem!"
exclaimed Mowbray, laughing gleefully. "Were there ever such ingrates?
Here am I putting you in a way to make your fortunes, and you only gibe at me.
Don't you see, stupids, that we must do something? And that soon. I'm rusting,
same as the Lady here. So are the pair of you. Now I'll bet you the best
dinner in Australia—which isn't, after all, up to very much— that I pull this
contract off safe and sound."


"Wager," exclaimed the
pair of us simultaneously. "And let us hope," I added, "that it
won't turn out one of hominy."


We were all three young in those
days!


 


ii


 


NO MORE secluded and quiet spot
could have been found in the whole harbour than Blue Pointer. Very few people
ever came there, and, because we had taken possession of the only sandy beach,
campers never. At most a few men gathering flannel flowers in the scrub for
sale in the city, or a party of boys snake-hunting, were the sole visitors to
our retreat. That was the reason we had stuck to it for so long.


And now we messed about the old Lady
Macquarie all night without interruption. Mowbray got some two-inch planks
and set me to fix up a sort of hatch over the engine room. An architect, he
said, ought to be able to build anything. After that he brought bricks and
galvanised iron with which to make a bit of a cooking place. And all the time,
he himself was busy bringing in coal, that he got in bags under pretence of
wanting it for a steam yacht—beef, pork, and biscuits.


He worked like a horse, and by
the mere force of his irresistible personality, presently, as he always
contrived to do, made us as cocksure of success as he was himself. And not only
that, but he managed to gradually persuade us that, instead of committing a
felony, we were actually benefiting the unknown owners of the Lady by
cleaning their boat, taking her for a cruise, and thus stopping her from going
to rack and ruin.


Of course, you will think we were
a very weak-minded pair of young men. But then, you never knew Mowbray, with
his handsome face, laughing eyes, and tongue that would coax flies off a tin of
jam. A gentleman-adventurer, pure and simple, Frank Mowbray! And when Paxton,
with his first-class certificates from the Technical College and the School of
Mines, and I, with my six years' experience in old Plaistow's office, could
find neither machinery nor town halls to erect, and met Mowbray one day out
shooting at a station we were visiting, we took such a fancy to him that we had
been a great deal together ever since.


Four years ago that was; and
except when we two were at work—for we did get a job now and then—or Frank was
away digging, droving, "sailorising," or exploring in the Back
Blocks, we were inseparable. Paxton had "people" in New Zealand. But
Mowbray and myself were pretty well alone in the world.


Never shall I forget the night on
which, everything being ready for as mad and reckless an expedition as even
Mowbray could have invented, we made a start. Of course we had routed out all
the foxes and cleared the old girl down as well as we could. But the men's
cabin was stacked up with coal, and the ladies' with a most curious mixture of
provisions. Being double-ended, her bow for the time was of course the way she
was heading. Mowbray was at one of the wheels, Paxton in the engine room, and I
was standing by as deck hand, fireman, and general rouseabout. Steam was up,
and smoke was pouring from the long-empty funnel into the midnight-air.


"All ready," shouted
Mowbray down the voice tube to Paxton.


"Ay, ay," replied the
other.


"Let her go, then." And
the old thing, trembling in every fibre of her, answered the thump of her
engines with a loud chuff-chuff, chuff-chuff, that made the hills echo again as
she moved slowly and unwillingly into the stream.


"Merciful heavens! what's
that row?" shouted Mowbray. "Stop it, Paxton. Do you want to rouse
Australasia?"


Chuff-chuff, chuff-chuff, snorted
the Lady deliberately, and with emphasis. Clickety-clack-thump went the
engines, whilst the paddles hit the water and smashed it into foam with a noise
like big cataracts rushing over a thousand feet of rocks.


Mowbray was still yelling to stop
the row; and at length Paxton came up, black as a sweep, and completely,
helpless from laughter.


"What's the matter
now?" he managed to get out at last, addressing me, startled just as much
as Mowbray by the infernal din. "They all do it these old high pressure
tubs. I thought you knew. Why, of course they'll hear us right down the harbour
and far out to sea. Go and tell Frank I can't stop her coughing. Indeed, she's
rather out of practice from being laid up so long. She'll do better yet."


Mowbray swore when I told him.
"Old beast!" said he, "she's nearly made me jump overboard,
thinking the boiler was going. No fear of collision, if that's any comfort! All
right Pax, old man, throw her wide open and let her rip!"


But there was no "rip"
about the old Lady. All the steam in the world couldn't have knocked
more than six out of her. And even at that her ancient frame quivered and
expanded and rattled, whilst bolts and stanchions, loosened by the long
drought, asserted themselves in every note of metallic clangour. Sometimes the
hoarse throaty cough died away into a half-throttled asthmatic wheeze, sounding
as if she were at her last gasp; then she'd pant violently, and having thus, as
it were, cleared her throat and chest, she'd presently rise into the loud,
deliberate, sonorous chuff-chuff by which she seemed to beat slow time to her
slow progress through the water.


"Well," exclaimed
Paxton, "If she isn't making a fine show of us I wouldn't say so! I've got
sixty-five pounds on, and it strikes me that's quite enough for the boiler.
It'd be almost a mercy if Mowbray would pile her up on the Sow and Pigs
yonder."


We were just passing that
lightship, guarding its pinnacle of rock and reef, and so close that we could
plainly see its crew of two as they came up and stared curiously at us. Abreast
of Watson's a steam collier stole silently along showing a monstrous height of
bow and a stern nearly a-wash. A moon had risen and was giving a faint light.
Presently the coal-man shifted his helm and ran over. "Hi," he hailed,
"where are you off to? This ain't the way to Parramatta or the North
Shore. You'll get lost."


"Shan't ask you to show us
the road, anyhow," replied Mowbray.


"Oh, all right,"
replied the other, "don't get your shirt out! And give her some balsam of
aniseed—a pint every half-hour to begin with. So long." And amidst much
laughter she forged ahead.


Above us I could hear Mowbray
muttering to himself his opinion of all coal tramps, qualified by references to
our late visitor the reverse of flattering.


By this time we were lurching
about in the strong swell that rolls in between the mile-wide gap of Sydney
Heads; and as for the first time in her life the Lady gained the open
ocean, she squatted and bobbed and ducked to the short seas as if begging them
to deal gently with a poor old recluse dragged very unwillingly from her
retreat on the calm and placid waters of the inner harbour. With us she
remonstrated by panting and groaning worse than ever as she flopped along,
leaving a foaming wake behind her as broad as the Thames Embankment.


For side-light we had an odd pair
that Mowbray had picked up for a song; and for a white one we had hoisted a
large hurricane lamp to the pick-staff that rose from the end we'd made her
bow. Indeed, it was wonderful how Mowbray had spun out the £16 or £17 of which
our whole capital consisted. Of course we were dead broke now. Also pirates of
a sort. But we had a ship under our feet, such as she was. And if, as an
inscription on the upper deck told us, she was "licensed to carry passengers
only within the harbour waters of Port Jackson and its tributaries," then
perhaps, as Paxton remarked, we were entitled to a certain amount of credit for
proving that she really was capable of better things.


Mowbray, who had been, in
coasting vessels, in many capacities, knew the accepted courses by heart as far
as Somerset, which port, however, was his limit. He knew, too, the lie of the
land and its marks right along, and by the help of a second-hand compass and an
old chart he'd picked up in a pawn-shop, had not the remotest doubt of being
able to get through without accident.


Towards morning Paxton brought
the Lady to quarter speed, which practically meant just holding her own,
and we had a good feed of corned beef, potatoes, tea, and bread and butter. Far
astern we could see the reflection of the South Head light; on our port hand,
quite close, hung the bold loom of the coast to the northward of Narrabeen.


"My word," said
Mowbray, as, lighting our pipes, we made ourselves comfortable on our camp
mattresses spread over the seats, "we've come like a house a-fire. She's a
clipper and no mistake! But the row the old daisy kicks up, Paxton! We must
keep out to sea or we'll rouse the coast. There's a whaling station somewhere
further on, or used to be, and, by Jupiter, if they hear us they'll sharpen
their harpoons and have their boats in pursuit all right!"


"How about keeping
watches?" asked, Paxton, after we'd laughed our fill at Mowbray's notion.


"Oh, one man four
hours," replied Mowbray, "in fine weather. Just give me and Iredale a
wrinkle or two down in the engine-room and one can steer her and feed the
furnace. She'll keep it up chinkety-chunk-bang, chinkety-chunk bang, till we
get to Somerset, and thence across the Arafura and Timor Seas—all fine-weather
water. Then into the Indian ocean—just a corner of it to cross—and there you
are at King's Sound."


"And then?" I asked.


"Oh, why, trust in
providence, of course," replied Mowbray. "See how it has stuck to us
so far. Well, if one of you chaps'll take the wheel, we'll start the waggon
again. N. by E. ½ E. will be the course till we get abreast of Port Stephens,
anyhow, although I hae ma doots' about this compass of ours. She don't seem to
agree with any bearings that I know. So we'll keep clear of all the corners for
fear of cutting into them."
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SOON AFTER daylight we were met
by a man-o'-war painted white and rigged as a bargue—one of the old, obsolete
Australian Squadron. But very pretty to look at for all that. She was making
for the Heads under easy steam, and crowds of men were doing something about
her decks to the lively music of drums and fifes. We passed close to her; but
she took no notice whatever of us as we went chuffing along, doubtless a most
dirty, disreputable object.


After breakfast, Mowbray and
Paxton fell fast asleep, and myself in the little box on the upper deck
steering, I noticed a full rigged ship coming straight for us. All at once she
let go her upper-t'gallant and top-sail yards and began to clew up her courses
and haul down her staysails, whilst at her peak fluttered a flag of some sort.
However, considering it was no business of mine, I kept on our course, thus
presently bringing her close abeam.


A short, stout man, brown-faced
and grey-whiskered, was standing aft, and seeing that I meant passing, he
roared out, "Hi! hi, tug ahoy, where the devil are you going to? Back her
head and stand by for our line!" Seeing that he was labouring under a
mistake, I came out of my box and waved my hand to him as we slowly chuffed
away.


But he beckoned and stamped and
got so excited that I ran down and slowed the engines and woke Mowbray,
thinking that perhaps something was wrong. "Now then," roared the
man, hanging over the stern of his ship, "aren't you going to hook on?
D'ye think I want to ballyrag about the coast for a week in these light
winds?"


"Can't you see that we are
not a tug, stupid?" replied Mowbray, who had ascended to the upper deck.
"Some people can't tell the difference between a P. & O. boat and a
canvas dinghy."


"What the blazes are you,
then? And what are you doing messing about here and answering my signals, if
you aren't a tug?" stormed the other.


"We're-er-a first-class
excursion steamer," replied Mowbray gravely; ''and we're going round to
Newcastle on special service to bring the Governor home. And we're bound to
time. So long!"


At this a snigger of laughter
arose from the fore part of the ship, where the crew had congregated, whilst
their captain, evidently for the first time— so eager had he been to get a
towline fast —took a comprehensive stare at our poverty-stricken, woe-begone
appearance, and with a gesture of disgust roared some orders to his men.


"Full speed ahead!"
shouted Mowbray down the tube as well as he could for laughing. And as the
ship's yards began to rise off their caps, and sheets and tacks to be hauled
aft again, we splashed solemnly off, hiding ourselves in a cloud of noisome
black smoke, through which we dimly heard a volley of deep-sea blessings.


"If we go on as we're
doing," remarked Mowbray, "we'll make a sensation and excite public
curiosity. Good job there's some extraordinary and ancient arks on this coast.
Nothing, though, reckon them all round, fit to hold a candle to us. However
let's lie as low as we can, or we may yet again have to submit to the indignity
of being taken for a tug."


Fine weather prevailing, we
flopped along, sometimes pretty close in, but mostly quite away from the steam
track, content to see the blue loom of the land, and put in now and again to
pick up a mark— a mountain, a, promontory, a group of islands, a lighthouse. By
day, inside of us, we could sight the trailing smoke of the intercolonial
steamers; o' nights their lights came and went.


And we began to get quite fond of
the old Lady, and forebore to abuse her, or to feel ashamed of her rusty
iron and blistered woodwork, ungainly shape, and grotesque puffings and
pantings. Nor did she give us any trouble. She steered like a boat in smooth
water; start the engines, and she'd potter away with the wheel amidships and
keep her course within a point or two each side, even if there was no one to
watch her for awhile. For a change, at times, we used to slew her round and try
her with the other end foremost. But she never minded a bit. Deliberation— stubbornness,
Mowbray called it— was her chief characteristic. And nothing we could do would
put her out of her stride. One day Paxton worked her up to ninety pounds of
steam, but though she trembled and lamented, and at last fairly roared in
protest, she never moved a foot the faster. Hitherto we had no chances of
judging our craft's qualities as a sea boat. Right from the start—and now
Moreton island, which meant Brisbane, lay just in sight on the port bow—both
sea and wind had been scarcely stronger than under the sheltering hills of Blue
Pointer.


On the evening, however, that we
passed Sandy Cape it came on to blow from the eastward with every appearance of
a dirty night. Of course we could have run into the bay and sought shelter, as
we saw many other vessels doing—steamers, ketches, and schooners. But there was
one fatal objection. We had no anchors. Nor apparently had the Lady ever
carried any, as there was no provision on board in the shape of a windlass or
capstan for ground tackle. Paxton suggested tying her up to a tree somewhere
inside. But Mowbray said there were no trees anywhere near the water. Only
mangroves, which were bad things to moor to. Actually, therefore, the best
thing we could do would be to keep at sea.


In another hour or so we had no
option, for the gale hit us and blew us before it like a cork, faster than our
engines could ever have sent us. You see, the top-hamper of upper and sun deck
caught the wind in great style, and we went sailing away into the Pacific Ocean
at a full eight. But presently the sun deck, which was only of galvanised iron,
left in a fierce squall that, broad as she was, put the Lady's rail
three feet under water. Also a heavy following sea began to rise, travelling as
fast and faster than we did. And matters began to look uncomfortable, not to
say serious.


Once we changed ends and tried
steaming slowly head to wind, not wishing to make South America. But a few
minutes of that was quite enough, and, we turned tail again. Luckily, no matter
how much water came on board there was nothing to keep it there. The great open
gangways, made for landing stages, and the iron railings all around her deck
allowed free egress. The only dry spot was the ladies' cabin with the sliding
doors and the thick glass windows, themselves protected by canvas blinds.


In the men's cabin our remaining
precious coal was all washing to and fro in the darkness. Nor could we save it,
for as the sea got higher the old girl commenced to wallow and tumble and roll
in a fashion that made it as much as a man's life was worth to do anything but
hold on grimly up above.


Sometimes one paddle wheel would
be racing almost out of the water, then the other would lift, then she'd give a
yaw, and a comber catching her a resounding slap she'd nearly stop as if to
consider the matter, and then with a stifled indignant sort of choking grunt,
she'd chunk away again. Mowbray was at the wheel, and doing his best to keep
her before the sea. But good steering was a thing of the past. Her rudders had
never been intended, any more than herself, for such weather, and it was as
much as she'd do to answer either of them, although we tried them both.


Paxton, of course, had left his
grimy hole, or he'd have been drowned with the hatch off, whilst with it on
he'd have been smothered. But at intervals the pair of us would, at the risk of
our lives, grope our way below, at times up to our waists in foaming water,
and, opening the little scuttle that led to the bunkers and furnace, one
watching his chance, would slip down and stoke.


Speaking for myself, I must say
that as I hung on to one of the stanchions watching the great seas rolling up
astern and flinging themselves in roaring fury over the boat, I never expected
to see the light of another day. And each time we sank, smothered in spray that
flew clear over us down into one of the big creaming gullies, I held my breath
and strained my eyes through the hurly-burly, to watch whether or not we began
to wearily climb the opposite hill. In very derision the waves seemed to roar "Go
faster! go faster!" as they hit the Lady with great shocks and
clashes that I believed must soon inevitably sweep the whole superstructure
away.


In the little round house, close
to which Paxton and I stood, we could see Mowbray's pale face under the wildly
swinging lamp as he ground at the wheel and tried to steady her somewhat whilst
the gale shrieked past us, tearing the smoke from the funnel and hurling it in
black patches to leeward. Once as she got clear away from her helm and we
rolled heavily between two tall combers that met each other and broke just
beneath our feet, covering the boat in a mass of foam, showing pale through the
gloom, I heard Paxton shout in my ear, "So long, old man She's
going!" But the next minute the Lady rose in a blind groping kind
of way, as a drowning man rises and fights for breath, and, shaking herself,
panted stertorously ahead with the old clickerty-clack-thump.


"A tight squeak—that
one!" yelled Mowbray. "But we'll get through all right. You couldn't
kill her with dynamite!"


And indeed the man who built her
had made faithful work, for many a big ship would have found it hard to take
the punishment meted out to the despised old ferry-boat that night.


Towards morning the blow seemed
to abate somewhat of its fierce vindictiveness, and by sunrise the worst of it
was evidently over. All the same, we were still forced to run before or rather
with the sea. Nor had we more than a vague notion of our position. Steering a
course had been quite out of the question during the night. As Mowbray said,
he'd had enough to do trying to keep the wind at the back of his head without
bothering about the compass. That we were well out in the Pacific seemed a
certainty. Also, that unless we could procure coal from somebody we were likely
to stay there. To add to our plight, we presently found that, although the
ladies' cabin had withstood the heavy blows of following seas, some of the
windows, breaking, had let the water in and considerably damaged our stock of
provisions. Decidedly it behoved us to keep a bright lookout for assistance in
some shape or form before we began, as Paxton said, "to do a perish!"


That evening, however, the
weather moderated, and we cleaned and dried our compass, which was badly
damaged by salt water getting through the front of the binnacle, whence the
glass had long disappeared. Nor, as I have remarked, had we much faith in the
instrument itself, for which Mowbray had paid five shillings at an old marine
store. However, we headed the Lady due west in the hope of finding at least
some part of the continent between Thursday Island and Cape Howe. We had
sustained, all things considered, wonderfully trifling damage. Actually our
sun-deck, some seats, and some floats off the starboard paddle, together with a
few panes of glass, made up the sum total. But I think we were all pretty sick
of the experience, to say nothing of having to go on less than half rations,
and losing every scrap of coal except the little that remained in the bunker.


 


iv


 


THE NEXT MORNING at sunrise
Mowbray sighted an object that puzzled us; for though it was undoubtedly a
ship, she looked to be ashore in mid ocean. At first we could only make out her
three royals leaning towards us at a sharp angle, exactly as if a sudden squall
had caught her before there was time to let fly the halliards. But gradually we
rose all her other canvas, and through a pair of old binoculars belonging to
Paxton we saw that she was lying over with a heavy list, and that she was quite
motionless, although a smart breeze was blowing, and the sky gave promise of
more to come, from the east'ard this time. Nearer still, and we could
distinguish that she had four boats out astern.


"On a reef, by Jingo!"
exclaimed Mowbray; "must be a part of the Great Barrier. Look, there's a
patch of broken water beyond her again. And she's got a flag at half-mast! Red,
white, blue. French, by Jupiter! Fire up, Pax., old man, and don't spare the
coal now! I've got a notion there's money in this. Oh, the luck of it!—the luck
of it!"


Our leader's excitement was
contagious; and as we chuffed and snorted towards the ship we were all agog
with expectation, for as might be easily seen, neither by aid of canvas nor of
boats could the vessel be got to move an inch.


"Now," said Mowbray,
"if the old Lady can pull John Crapaud out of that mess we're made
merchants. Can she pull, Pax.?"


"Better than she can
steam," replied the engineer, with a grin. "She's about thirty-five
horse-power, I should say, and I'll make her do all I know or shift something.
Can you speak French, Mowbray?"


"Not a syllable,"
replied the other. "Can't you or Iredale No? Well, never mind. Trust me
with the contract, and I'll do my best to put it through. Spare me enough steam
to let her know we mean biz," and he jerked the syren string, causing the Lady
to utter a long, wild shriek, that rang out across the sea like the despairing
wail of some mammoth curlew.


As we ranged alongside a
smart-looking, white-painted iron ship of about eight or nine hundred tons, a
crowd of faces peered at us over the lee rail, and we were greeted by a perfect
babel of voices. Her yards were trimmed against the wind, and every sail was
flat aback; but her nose was stuck hard and fast, although she was evidently
afloat aft.


"Ship ahoy!" hailed
Mowbray. "You've got into a nice fix there? What'll you give us to pull
you off?"


"Yaze, yaze," shouted a
man, vehemently throwing up his arms and staring at us with a face full of
wonder, as well he might. "Pull off, pull off," and he signed to some
of the raving lunatics, six of whom immediately scuttled around, and by their
united endeavours threw us a small heaving line.


"For heaven's sake,"
yelled Mowbray, "keep those men quiet, can't you? I can't hear myself
speak. Look here, we'll drag you out of that for five hundred pounds."


But if the din had been great
before, it was now simply outrageous. Every-one on board seemed to be shouting,
cursing, protesting, dancing, and making all kinds of extraordinary gestures in
their excitement. "They understand all right," said Mowbray, grimly.
"And by heaven's they'd better look sharp. See, she's beginning to bump
pretty heavily to this easterly swell. There'll be plates to mend
presently."


The man who had first replied to
our hail was at the gangway— a dark whiskered, scrubby-haired, bullet-headed
customer— and he wrung his hands and screamed, "Sacre nom! Oh-h-h!
Voleur! Cochon anglais!"


"What's that " asked
Mowbray, pricking up his ears. "Cochon's pig, ain't it? All right,
Mounseer! Stern easy, Pax., and we'll gammon to clear."


But as the paddles revolved the
fellow roared: "Vate! Von leedle vile" and rushed away
returning in a few minutes with a tall, very thin man, whose feeble steps and
pallid features spoke of recent severe illness. There was silence as he came to
the side and said to Mowbray in very good English, "I am part owner of
this unfortunate vessel, sir. In addition to being sick with fever, I was up
all last night and had fallen so fast asleep that I did not hear of your
approach. My captain here (pointing to the dark man) tells me that you ask five
hundred pounds for pulling us off the reef. He thinks, too, that is a
prodigious sum— far too much in fact."


"Your captain makes a
mistake sir," replied Mowbray, politely lifting his cap, "Seven
hundred pounds is the sum. It was five originally. But he called me an English
pig just now. Presently I shall go away altogether, and you will lose your
ship. By the look of things she will break up tonight."


The man stared up at the sky and
around for awhile, and spoke a few angry, words to the skipper. Then he said— "I
suppose you know ships don't usually carry any quantity of cash. How am I to
pay you, even if you do succeed."


"Where are you from and
bound to?" asked Mowbray.


"Saigon to Melbourne,"
replied the other, "with tea and part of original cargo from
Marseilles."


"And your agents?"
asked Mowbray. "Meteyer & Sons," replied the other,
"Melbourne and Noumea."


"That'll do admirably,"
said Mowbray; "I know the firm well, and the head of it personally. Now
look here! You give me your order, payable at sight and duly witnessed on
Meteyer and Sons, for seven hundred pounds, and I'll save your ship and cargo— worth
at the least, I should say, ten thousand pounds. Why, you're getting off
cheaply. The Admiralty Court would award us a couple of thousand. But we don't
want to go to law over the business. We've come a long way from home on the
chance of a job, and had a pretty rough time of it, as you can see. And we're
in a hurry to get back again. Now, is it a bargain, or shall we leave you to
yourselves?"


"It's a bargain,"
replied the other. "Pull us off and you shall have your order." Then,
seeing perhaps some doubt in Mowbray's face, he added. "On the honour of a
Frenchman!" and bowed quite grandly. Whereupon Frank did the same, and
sang out like thunder for a hawser.


"What water have you got
for'ard?" he asked the captain. But the other only shook his head.


"Good Lord!" exclaimed
Mowbray. "And he calls himself a sailor! Made him pay for his pig though— eh,
lads? Teach him manners next time. But Paxton, make the old cow scratch
gravel!" he whispered hoarsely. "I can see he don't think we can do
it. Let's show him his mistake. Take the axe and break up the seats, Iredale,
they're varnished and'll burn like kerosene. We'll have that money or rip the soul
bolts of the Lady."


Very fortunate for us there were
two pairs of big iron bollards on each side amidships, that had been used in
making her fast to wharves and landing-places. And from each pair we now led a
steel hawser running from the Ville de Nantes' quarters. And fastening
them with a half-hitch and the ends seized back, Paxton sent his engines slowly
ahead till the wire ropes grew rigid as fiddle strings.


"Oh ye gods and little
fishes!" exclaimed Mowbray as the tethered Lady strained and panted
and snorted and lashed the water into swirling mounds of froth, and I chopped
up seats and handed them down to Paxton. "Send her boys! She's not at her
top yet surely? Seven— hun— dred pounds! That'll be £233 each and a pound over
for the skipper!"


The engines rattled and crashed
in a mad fashion we'd never heard before, whilst the boat trembled and groaned
in every plank of her. Evidently something had to go or come presently.


"There!" said Paxton,
coming up wiping his wet black face. "She's got more steam on than the
blooming gauge will register, anyhow. Better get out of the way, because, in
the nature of things that boiler can't stand much more. The last coal's in too.
By heavens, look at that wire! It was never made in Germany. Bet your life on
that!" And indeed, under the tremendous strain, the big steel rope was
slowly being stretched till the "lay" of it was straightening, and
the strands beginning to stick up broken ends like bristles on a worn out
brush. "Heavenly sailor!" groaned Mowbray suddenly, "It's all up
with us! Look at those cursed bollards drawing. And there's nothing else that
could begin to hold her!"


And, as we watched with blank
faces we saw that all four of them were slowly but surely bending over and
ripping the deck planking as they bent and drew by inches at a time..


At that moment a shrill cheer
came from the ship, repeated again and again like the crowing of a farmyard
full of roosters, and with a sudden rush the Ville came at us full pelt,
and would have destroyed us there and then, only that, released from the
terrible strain, the Lady tore wildly ahead, actually for a few minutes
whirling the big vessel after her like a straw. Then the port hawser parted
and, watching my chance, I knocked the other off the now nearly horizontal bollard,
while Paxton, rushing, below, blew off the steam with a noise like the roaring
of hungry tigers.


"God bless you, old
girl!" exclaimed Mowbray as soon as he could make his voice heard, patting
her salt-encrusted side affectionately, "I knew it would take something
better than a Frenchman to stop you, once you got properly on your tail."


But the Frenchmen had completely
changed their attitude. Nothing now was too good for us. Provisions, coal,
water— anything we wished for we were welcome to. Champagne was opened in the
saloon for Mowbray, and bottled beer and whisky was handed over to us. And yet,
would you believe it, they never, until Mowbray enquired, thought of sounding
their pumps to ascertain whether, after nearly twenty-four hours of sticking on
a reef, she was making water or not! Fortunately she turned out to be as tight
as a drum.


Before we left her we corrected
our compass by swinging the Lady and comparing it with one borrowed from
the Ville. We tried three times, and the difference between us was
always three points. Therefore we resolved to take that as a permanent
variation, and thankfully remembered we had given the coast a wide berth. We
discovered too, that we were over a hundred miles W. by S or S.W. by our
compass from that same coast, and that the nearest land was still Sandy Cape.
Armed with this fact we left quite assured, more especially as we had resolved
to return to Sydney and thence journey to the diggings in the legitimate manner
we could now well afford. Besides, as men of substance, the rape of the Lady
Macquarie began to hang uncomfortably on our consciences. And presently, as
the Ville bore up on a due S. course, we chunked off, to the sound of
much crowing and the waving of many caps, at nearly an acute angle for that
land out of sight of which we felt by no means comfortable. We made Cape Byron
in safety; and, thence a fortnight saw the Lady at her old moorings
again in Blue Pointer, and as no one had jumped our camp we set up our tent
once more on the little beach. Nor do I believe that anybody ever missed the Lady
during the eventful month in which she took the outer ocean. Or, if they missed
her there were no complaints.


Truth to tell, each of us three
had our doubts about that order of the French owner's— doubts, however, that we
hid securely in our own breasts. And I think that one of our greatest surprises
was when Mowbray returned from Melbourne (whither he worked his way as third
assistant second class steward of the Burrumbeet) with a banking account
and a pocket-book full of money. There had been no trouble at all, Meteyer and
Sons paying promptly when they read the Frenchman's letter accompanying his
order.


And we stood him that dinner that
we had never dreamed of being called on to pay for.


Also, in deference to some
scruples about borrowing of the Lady, we made careful inquires as to her
owners. But finding that at least one hundred and fifty people claimed an
interest in her, we decided not to disturb them. Nor did we go to Kimberley,
out of which the bottom fell shortly afterwards. Nor has anyone molested the
old paddle-wheeler since. She still lies mouldering in the quiet haven between
the steep hills thickly wooded, that keep all rude winds and waters from her.
And at intervals I run down from the busy city and sit on her sides and fish
for bream and mullet, and think of the high old times we had on that
hare-brained cruise of ours that ended in so much better fashion than we
deserved.


_____________
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FAR ABOVE the level of the Lake of
Constance, nestling in a little corner of the Tyrolese Alps, lies the
quiet town of Feldkirch. It is remarkable for nothing save for the presence of
a large and well-conducted Jesuit school and for the extreme beauty of its
situation. There is no more lovely spot in the whole of the Vorarlberg. From
the hills which rise behind the town, the great lake glimmers some fifteen
miles off, like a broad sea of quicksilver. Down below in the plains the Rhine
and the Danube prattle along, flowing swiftly and merrily, with none of the
dignity which they assume as they grow from brooks into rivers. Five great
countries or principalities,— Switzerland, Austria, Baden, Württemberg, and
Bavaria— are visible from the plateau of Feldkirch.


Feldkirch is the centre of a
large tract of hilly and pastoral country. The main road runs through the
centre of the town, and then on as far as Anspach, where it divides into two
branches, one of which is larger than the other. This more important one runs
through the valleys across Austrian Tyrol into Tyrol proper, going as far, I
believe, as the capital of Innsbruck. The lesser road runs for eight or ten
miles amid wild and rugged glens to the village of Laden, where it breaks up
into a network of sheep-tracks. In this quiet spot, I, John Hudson, spent
nearly two years of my life, from the June of '65 to the March of '67, and it
was during that time that those events occurred which for some weeks brought
the retired hamlet into an unholy prominence, and caused its name for the
first, and probably for the last time, to be a familiar word to the European
press. The short account of these incidents which appeared in the English
papers was, however, inaccurate and misleading, besides which, the rapid
advance of the Prussians, culminating in the battle of Sadowa, attracted public
attention away from what might have moved it deeply in less troublous times. It
seems to me that the facts may be detailed now, and be new to the great
majority of readers, especially as I was myself intimately connected with the
drama, and am in a position to give many particulars which have never before
been made public.


And first a few words as to my
own presence in this out-of-the-way spot. When the great city firm of Sprynge,
Wilkinson, and Spragge failed, and paid their creditors rather less than
eighteenpence in the pound, a number of humble individuals were ruined,
including myself. There was, however, some legal objection which held out a
chance of my being made an exception to the other creditors, and being paid in
full. While the case was being brought out I was left with a very small sum for
my subsistance.


I determined, therefore, to take
up my residence abroad in the interim, since I could live more economically
there, and be spared the mortification of meeting those who had known me in my
more prosperous days. A friend of mine had described Laden to me some years
before as being the most isolated place which he had ever come across in all
his experience, and as isolation and cheap living are usually synonymous, I
bethought use of his words. Besides, I was in a cynical humour with my
fellow-man, and desired to see as little of him as possible for some time to
come. Obeying, then, the guidances of poverty and of misanthropy, I made my way
to Laden, where my arrival created the utmost excitement among the simple
inhabitants. The manners and customs of the red-bearded Englander, his long
walks, his check suit, and the reasons which had led him to abandon his
fatherland, were all fruitful sources of gossip to the topers who frequented
the Gruner Mann and the Schwartzer Bar— the two alehouses of the village.


I found myself very happy at
Laden. The surroundings were magnificent, and twenty years of Brixton had
sharpened my admiration for nature as an olive improves the flavour of wine. In
my youth I had been a fair German scholar, and I found myself able, before I
had been many months abroad, to converse even on scientific and abstruse
subjects with the new curé of the parish.


This priest was a great godsend
to me, for he was a most learned man and a brilliant conversationalist. Father
Verhagen— for that was his name— though little more than forty years of age,
had made his reputation as an author by a brilliant monograph upon the early Popes—
a work which eminent critics have compared favourably with Von Ranke's. I
shrewdly suspect that it was owing to some rather unorthodox views advanced in
this book that Verhagen was relegated to the obscurity of Laden. His opinions
upon every subject were ultra-Liberal, and in his fiery youth he had been ready
to vindicate them, as was proved by a deep scar across his chin, received from
a dragoon's sabre in the abortive insurrection at Berlin. Altogether the man
was an interesting one, and though he was by nature somewhat cold and reserved,
we soon established an acquaintanceship.


The atmosphere of morality in
Laden was a very rarefied one. The position of Intendant Wurms and his
satellites had for many years been a sinecure. Non-attendance at church upon a
Sunday or feast-day was about the deepest and darkest crime which the most
advanced of the villagers had attained to. Occasionally some hulking Fritz or
Andreas would come, lurching home at ten o'clock at night, slightly under the
influence of Bavarian beer, and might even abuse the wife of his bosom if she
ventured to remonstrate, but such cases were rare, and when they occurred the
Ladeners looked at the culprit for some time in a half admiring, half horrified
manner, as one who had committed a gaudy sin and so asserted his individuality.


It was in this peaceful village
that a series of crimes suddenly broke out which astonished all Europe, and for
atrocity and for the mystery which surrounded them surpassed anything of which
I have ever heard or read. I shall endeavour to give a succinct account of
these events in the order of their sequence, in which I am much helped by the
fact that it has been my custom all my life to keep a journal— to the pages of
which I now refer.


It was, then, I find upon the
19th of May in the spring of 1866, that my old landlady, Frau Zimmer, rushed
wildly into the room as I was sipping my morning cup of chocolate and informed
me that a murder had been committed in the village. At first I could hardly
believe the news, but as she persisted in her statement, and was evidently
terribly frightened, I put on my hat and went out to find the truth. When I
came into the main street of the village I saw several men hurrying along in
front of me, and following them I came upon an excited group in front of the
little stadthaus or town hall— a barn-like edifice which was used for
all manner of public gatherings. They were collected round the body of one
Maul, who had formerly been a steward upon one of the steamers running between
Lindau and Fredericshaven, on the Lake of Constance. He was a harmless,
inoffensive little man, generally popular in the village, and, as far as was
known, without an enemy in the world. Maul lay upon his face, with his fingers
dug into the earth, no doubt in his last convulsive struggles, and his hair all
matted together with blood, which had streamed down over the collar of his
coat. The body had been discovered nearly two hours, but no one appeared to
know what to do or whither to convey it. My arrival, however, together with
that of the curé, who came almost simultaneously, infused some vigour
into the crowd. Under our direction the corpse was carried up the steps, and
laid on the floor of the town hall, where, having made sure that life was
extinct, we proceeded to examine the injuries, in conjunction with Lieutenant
Wurms, of the police. Maul's face was perfectly placid, showing that he had had
no thought of danger until the fatal blow was struck. His watch and purse had
not been taken. Upon washing the clotted blood from the back of his head a
singular triangular wound was found, which had smashed the bone and penetrated
deeply into the brain. It had evidently been inflicted by a heavy blow from a
sharp-pointed pyramidal instrument. I believe that it was Father Verhagen, the curé,
who suggested the probability of the weapon in question having been a short
mattock or small pickaxe, such as are to be found in every Alpine cottage. The Intendant,
with praiseworthy promptness, at once obtained one and striking a turnip,
produced just such a curious gap as was to be seen in poor Maul's head. We felt
that we had come upon the first link of a chain which might guide us to the
assassin. It was not long before we seemed to grasp the whole clue.


A sort of inquest was held upon
the body that same afternoon, at which Pfiffor, the maire, presided, the
curé, the Intendant, Freckler, of the post office, and myself
forming ourselves into a sort of committee of investigation. Any villager who
could throw a light upon the case or give an account of the movements of the
murdered man upon the previous evening was invited to attend. There was a fair
muster of witnesses, and we soon gathered a connected series of facts. At
half-past eight o'clock Maul had entered the Gruner Mann public-house, and had
called for a flagon of beer. At that time there were sitting in the tap-room
Waghorn, the butcher of the village, and an Italian pedlar named Cellini, who
used to come three times a year to Laden with cheap jewellery and other wares. Immediately
after his entrance the landlord had seated himself with his customers, and the
four had spent the evening together, the common villagers not being admitted
beyond the bar. It seemed from the evidence of the landlord and of Waghorn,
both of whom were most respectable and trustworthy men, that shortly after nine
o'clock a dispute arose between the deceased and the pedlar. Hot words had been
exchanged, and the Italian had eventually left the room, saying that he would
not stay any longer to hear his country decried. Maul remained for nearly an
hour, and being somewhat elated at having caused his adversary's retreat, he
drank rather more than was usual with him. One witness had met him walking
towards his home, about ten o'clock, and deposed to his having been slightly
the worse for drink. Another had met him just a minute or so before he reached
the spot in front of the stadthaus where the deed was done. This man's
evidence was most important. He swore confidently that while passing the town
hall, and before meeting Maul, he had seen a figure standing in the shadow of
the building, adding that the person appeared to him, as far as he could make
him out, to be not unlike the Italian.


Up to this point we had then
established two facts— that the Italian had left the Gruner Mann before Maul,
with words of anger on his lips; the second, that some unknown individual had
been seen lying in wait on the road which the ex-steward would have to
traverse. A third, and most important, was reached when the woman with whom the
Italian lodged deposed that he had not returned the night before until
half-past ten, an unusually late hour for Laden. How had he employed the time,
then, from shortly after nine, when he left the public-house, until half-past
ten, when he returned to his rooms? Things were beginning to look very black,
indeed, against the pedlar.


It could not be denied, however,
that there were points in the man's favour, and that the case against him
consisted entirely of circumstantial evidence. In the first place, there was no
sign of a mattock or any other instrument which could have been used for such a
purpose among the Italian's goods; nor was it easy to understand how he could
come by any such a weapon, since he did not go home between the time of the
quarrel and his final return. Again, as the curé pointed out, since
Cellini was a comparative stranger in the village, it was very unlikely that he
would know which road Maul would take in order to reach his home. This
objection was weakened, however, by the evidence of the dead man's servant, who
deposed that the pedlar had been hawking his wares in front of their house the
day before, and might very possibly have seen the owner at one of the windows.
As to the prisoner himself, his attitude at first had been one of defiance, and
even of amusement; but when he began to realise the weight of evidence against
him, his manner became cringing, and he wrung his hands hideously, loudly
proclaiming his innocence. His defence was that after leaving the inn, he had
taken a long walk down the Anspach-road in order to cool down his excitement,
and that this was the cause of his late return. As to the murder of Maul, he
knew no more about it than the babe unborn.


I have dwelt at some length upon
the circumstances of this case, because there are events in connection with it
which makes it peculiarly interesting. I intend now to fall back upon my diary,
which was very fully kept during this period, and indeed during my whole
residence abroad. It will save me trouble to quote from it, and it will be a
teacher for the accuracy of facts.


 


May 20th.— Nothing thought
of and nothing talked of but the recent tragedy. A hunt has been made among the
woods and along the brook in the hope of finding the weapon of the assassin.
The more I think of it, the more convinced I am that Cellini is the man. The
fact of the money being untouched proves that the crime was committed from
motives of revenge, and who would bear more spite towards poor innocent Maul
except the vindictive hot-blooded Italian whom he had just offended. I dined
with Pfiffor in the evening, and he entirely agreed with me in my view of the
case.


 


May 21st.— Still no word
as far as I can hear which throws any light upon the murder. Poor Maul was
buried at twelve o'clock in the neat little village churchyard. The curé
led the service with great feeling, and his audience, consisting of the whole
population of the village, were much moved, interrupting him frequently by sobs
and ejaculations of grief. After the painful ceremony was over I had a short
walk with our good priest. His naturally excitable nature has been considerably
stirred by recent events. His hand trembles and his face is pale.


"My friend," said he,
taking me by the hand as we walked together, "you know something of medicine."
(I had been two years at Guy's). "I have been far from well of late."


"It is this sad affair which
has upset you," I said.


"No," he answered, "I
have felt it coming on for some time, but it has been worse of late. I have a
pain which shoots from here to there," he put his hand to his temples. "If
I were struck by lightning, the sudden shock it causes me could not be more
great. At times when I close my eyes flashes of light dart before them, and my
ears are for ever ringing. Often I know not what I do. My fear is lest I faint
some time when performing the holy offices."


"You are overworking
yourself," I said, "you must have rest and strengthening tonics. Are
you writing just now? And how much do you do each day?"


"Eight hours," he
answered. "Sometimes ten, sometimes even twelve, when the pains in my head
do not interrupt me."


"You must reduce it to four,"
I said authoritatively. "You must also take regular exercise. I shall send
you some quinine which I have in my trunk, and you can take as much as would
cover a gulden in a glass of milk every morning and night."


He departed, vowing that he would
follow my directions.


I hear from the maire that four
policemen are to be sent from Anspach to remove Cellini to a safer gaol.


 


May 22nd.— To say that I
was startled would give but a faint idea of my mental state. I am confounded,
amazed, horrified beyond all expression. Another and a more dreadful crime has
been committed during the night. Freckler has been found dead in his house— the
very Freckler who had sat with me on the committee of investigation the day
before. I write these notes after a long and anxious day's work, during which I
have been endeavouring to assist the officers of the law. The villagers are so
paralysed with fear at this fresh evidence of an assassin in their midst that
there would be a general panic but for our exertions. It appears that Freckler,
who was a man of peculiar habits, lived alone in an isolated dwelling. Some
curiosity was aroused this morning by the fact that he had not gone to his
work, and that there was no sign of movement about the house. A crowd
assembled, and the doors were eventually forced open. The unfortunate Freckler
was found in the bedroom upstairs, lying with his head in the fireplace. He had
met his death by an exactly similar wound to that which had proved fatal to
Maul, save that in this instance the injury was in front. His hands were
clenched, and there was an indescribable look of horror, and, as it seemed to
me, of surprise upon his features. There were marks of muddy footsteps upon the
stairs, which must have been caused by the murderer in his ascent, as his
victim had put on his slippers before retiring to his bedroom. These prints,
however, were too much blurred to enable us to get a trustworthy outline of the
foot. They were only to be found upon every third step, showing with what
fiendish swiftness this human tiger had rushed upstairs in search of his
victim. There was a considerable sum of money in the house, but not one
farthing had been touched, nor had any of the drawers in the bedroom been
opened.


As the dismal news became known
the whole population of the village assembled in a great crowd in front of the
house— rather, I think, from the gregariousness of terror than from mere
curiosity. Every man looked with suspicion upon his neighbour. Most were
silent, and when they spoke it was in whispers, as if they feared to raise
their voices. None of these people were allowed to enter the house, and we, the
more enlightened members of the community, made a strict examination of the
premises. There was absolutely nothing, however, to give the slightest clue as
to the assassin. Beyond the fact that he must be an active man, judging from
the manner in which he ascended the stairs, we have gained nothing from this
second tragedy. Intendant Wurms pointed out, indeed, that the dead man's rigid
right arm was stretched out as if in greeting, and that, therefore, it was
probable that this late visitor was someone with whom Freckler was well
acquainted. This, however, was, to a large extent, conjecture. If anything
could have added to the horror created by the dreadful occurrence, it was the
fact that the crime must have been committed at the early hour of half-past
eight in the evening— that being the time registered by a small cuckoo clock,
which had been carried away by Freckler in his fall.


No one, apparently, heard any
suspicious sounds or saw any one enter or leave the house. It was done rapidly,
quietly, and completely, though many people must have been about at the time.
Poor Pfiffor and our good curé are terribly cut up by the awful
occurrence, and, indeed, I feel very much depressed myself now that all the
excitement is over and the reaction set in. There are very few of the villagers
about this evening, but from every side is heard the sound of hammering— the
peasants fitting bolts and bars upon the doors and windows of their houses.
Very many of them have been entirely unprovided with anything of the sort, nor
were they ever required until now. Frau Zimmer has manufactured a huge
fastening which would be ludicrous if we were in a humour for laughter.


I hear to-night that Cellini has
been released, as, of course, there is no possible pretext for detaining him
now; also that word has been sent to all the villages near for any police that
can be spared.


My nerves have been so shaken
that I remained awake the greater part of the night, reading Gordon's
translation of Tacitus by candlelight. I have got out my navy revolver and
cleaned it, so as to be ready for all eventualities.


 


May 23rd.— The police
force has been recruited by three more men from Anspach and two from Thalstadt
at the other side of the hills. Intendant Wurms has established an efficient
system of patrols, so that we may consider ourselves reasonably safe. To-day
has cast no light upon the murders. The general opinion in the village seems to
be that they have been done by some stranger who lies concealed among the
woods. They argue that they have all known each other since childhood, and that
there is no one of their number who would be capable of such actions. Some of
the more daring of them have made a hunt among the pine forests to-day, but
without success.


 


May 24th.— Events crowd on
apace. We seem hardly to have recovered from one horror when something else
occurs to excite the popular imagination. Fortunately, this time it is not a
fresh tragedy, although the news is serious enough.


The murderer has been seen, and
that upon the public road, which proves that his thirst for blood has not been
quenched yet, and also that our reinforcements of police are not enough to
guarantee security. I have just come back from hearing Andreas Murch narrate
his experience, though he is still in such a state of trepidation that his
story is somewhat incoherent. He was belated among the hills, it seems, owing
to mist. It was nearly eleven o'clock before he struck the main road about a
couple of miles from the village. He confesses that he felt by no means
comfortable at finding himself out so late after the recent occurrences.
However, as the fog had cleared away and the moon was shining brightly, he
trudged sturdily along. Just about a quarter of a mile from the village the
road takes a very sharp bend. Andreas had got as far as this when he suddenly
heard in the still night the sound of footsteps approaching rapidly round this
curve. Overcome with fear, he threw himself into the ditch which skirts the
road, and lay there motionless in the shadow, peering over the side. The steps
came nearer and nearer, and than a tall dark figure came round the corner at a
swinging pace, and passing the spot where the moon glimmered upon the white
face of the frightened peasant, halted in the road about twenty yards further
on, and began probing about among the reeds on the roadside with an instrument
which Andreas Murch recognised with horror as being a long mattock. After
searching about in this way for a minute or so, as if he suspected that someone
was concealed there, for he must have heard the sound of the footsteps, he
stood still leaning upon his weapon. Murch describes him as a tall, thin man,
dressed in clothes of a darkish colour. The lower part of his face was swathed
in a wrapper of some sort, and the little which was visible appeared to be of a
ghastly pallor. Murch could not see enough of his features to identify him, but
thinks that it was no one whom he had ever seen in his life before. After
standing for some little time, the man with the mattock had walked swiftly away
into the darkness, in the direction in which he imagined the fugitive had gone.
Andreas, as may be supposed, lost little time in getting safely into the
village, where he alarmed the police. Three of them, armed with carbines,
started down the road, but saw no signs of the miscreant. There is, of course,
a possibility that Murch's story is exaggerated and that his imagination has
been sharpened by fear. Still, the whole incident cannot be trumped up, and
this awful demon who haunts us is evidently still active.


There is an ill-conditioned
fellow named Hiedler, who lives in a hut on the side of the Spiegelberg, and
supports himself by chamois hunting and by acting as guide to the few tourists
who find their way here. Popular suspicion has fastened on this man, for no
better reason than that he is tall, thin, and known to be rough and brutal. His
chalet has been searched to-day, but nothing of importance found. He has,
however, been arrested and confined in the same room which Cellini used to
occupy.


 


AT THIS POINT there is a gap of a
week in my diary, during which time there was an entire cessation of the
constant alarms which have harassed us lately. Some explained it by supposing
that the terrible unknown had moved on to some fresh and less guarded scene of
operations. Others imagine that we have secured the right man in the shape of the
vagabond Hiedler. Be the cause what it may, peace and contentment reign once
more in the village, and a short seven days have sufficed to clear away the
cloud of care from men's brows, though the police are still on the alert. The
season for rifle shooting is beginning, and as Laden has, like every other
Tyrolese village, butts of its own, there is a continual pop, pop, all day.
These peasants are dead shots up to about four hundred yards. No troops in the
world could subdue them among their native mountains.


My friend Verhagen, the curé,
and Pfiffor, the maire, used to go down in the afternoon to see the
shooting with me. The former says that the quinine has done him much good and
that his appetite is improved. We all agree that it is good policy to encourage
the amusements of the people so that they may forget all about this wretched
business. Waghorn, the butcher, won the prize offered by the maire. He
made five bulls, and what we should call a magpie out of six shots at 100
yards. This is English prize-medal form.


 


June 2nd.— Who could have
imagined that a day which opened so fairly could have so dark an ending? The
early carrier brought me a letter by which I learned that Spragge and Co. have
agreed to pay my claim in full, although it may be some months before the money
is forthcoming. This will make a difference of nearly £400 a year to me— a
matter of moment when a man is in his seven-and-fortieth year.


And now for the grand events of
the hour. My interview with the vampire who haunts us, and his attempt upon
Frau Bischoff, the landlady of the Gruner Mann— to say nothing of the narrow
escape of our good curé. There seems to be something almost supernatural
in the malignity of this unknown fiend, and the impunity with which he
continues his murderous course. The real reason of it lies in the badly lit
state of the place— or rather the entire absence of light— and also in the fact
that thick woods stretch right down to the houses on every side, so that escape
is made easy. In spite of this, however, he had two very narrow escapes
to-night— one from my pistol, and one from the officers of the law. I shall not
sleep much, so I may spend half an hour in jotting down these strange doings in
my dairy. I am no coward, but life in Laden is becoming too much for my nerves.
I believe the matter will end in the emigration of the whole population.


To come to my story, then. I felt
lonely and depressed this evening, in spite of the good news of the morning.
About nine o'clock, just as night began to fall, I determined to stroll over
and call upon the curé, thinking that a little intellectual chat might
cheer me up. I slipped my revolver into my pocket, therefore— a precaution
which I never neglected— and went out, very much against the advice of good
Frau Zimmer. I think I mentioned some months ago in my diary that the curé's
house is some little way out of the village upon the brow of a small hill. When
I arrived there I found that he had gone out— which, indeed, I might have
anticipated, for he had complained lately of restlessness at night, and I had
recommended him to take a little exercise in the evening. His housekeeper made
me very welcome, however, and having lit the lamp, left me in the study with
some books to amuse me until her master's return.


I suppose I must have sat for
nearly half an hour glancing over an odd volume of Klopstock's poems, when some
sudden instinct caused me to raise my head and look up. I have been in some
strange situations in my life, but never have I felt anything to be compared to
the thrill which shot through me at that moment. The recollection of it now,
hours after the event, makes me shudder. There, framed in one of the panes of
the window, was a human face glaring in, from the darkness, into the lighted
room— the face of a man so concealed by a cravat and slouch hat that the only
impression I retain of it was a pair of wild-beast eyes and a nose which was
whitened by being pressed against the glass. It did not need Andreas Murch's
description to tell me that at last I was face to face with the man with the
mattock. There was murder in those wild eyes. For a second I was so unstrung as
to be powerless; the next I cocked my revolver and fired straight at the
sinister face. I was a moment too late. As I pressed the trigger I saw it vanish,
but the pane through which it had looked was shattered to pieces. I rushed to
the window, and then out through the front door, but everything was silent.
There was no trace of my visitor. His intention, no doubt, was to attack the curé,
for there was nothing to prevent his coming through the folding window had he
not found an armed man inside.


As I stood in the cool night air
with the curé's frightened housekeeper beside me, I suddenly heard a
great hubbub down in the village. By this time, alas! such sounds were so
common in Laden that there was no doubting what it forboded. Some fresh
misfortune had occurred there. To-night seemed destined to be a night of
horror. My presence might be of use in the village, so I set off there, taking
with me the trembling woman, who positively refused to remain behind. There was
a crowd round the Gruner Mann public-house, and a dozen excited voices were
explaining the circumstances to the curé, who had arrived just before
us. It was as I had thought, though happily without the result which I had
feared. Frau Bischoff, the wife of the proprietor of the inn, had, it seems,
gone some twenty minutes before a few yards from her door to draw some water,
and had been at once attacked by a tall disguised man, who had cut at her with
some weapon. Fortunately he had slipped, so that she was able to seize him by
the wrist and prevent his repeating his attempt, while she screamed for help.
There were several people about at the time, who came running towards them, on
which the stranger wrested himself free, and dashed off into the woods, with
two of our police after him. There is little hope of their overtaking or
tracing him, however, in such a dark labyrinth. Frau Bischoff had made a bold
attempt to hold the assassin, and declares that her nails made deep furrows in
his right wrist. This, however, must be mere conjecture, as there was very
little light at the time. She knows no more of the man's features than I do.
Fortunately she is entirely unhurt. The curé was horrified when I informed
him of the incident at his own house. He was returning from his walk, it
appears, when hearing cries in the village, he had hurried down to it. I have
not told anyone else of my own adventure, for the people are quite excited
enough already.


As I said before, unless this
mysterious and bloodthirsty villain is captured, the place will become
deserted. Flesh and blood cannot stand such a strain. He is either some
murderous misanthrope who has declared a vendetta against the whole human race,
or else he is an escaped maniac. Clearly after the unsuccessful attempt upon
Frau Bischoff he had made at once for the curé's house, bent upon
slaking his thirst for blood, and thinking that its lonely situation gave hope
of success. I wish I had fired at him through the pocket of my coat. The moment
he saw the glitter of the weapon he was off.


 


June 3rd.— Everybody in
the village this morning has learned about the attempt upon the curé
last night. There was quite a crowd at his house to congratulate him on his
escape, and when I appeared they raised a cheer and hailed me as the "tapferer
Englander." It seems that his narrow shave must have given the ruffian
a great start, for a thick woollen muffler was found lying on the pathway
leading down to the village, and later in the day the fatal mattock was
discovered close to the same place. The scoundrel evidently threw those things
down and then took to his heels. It is possible that he may prove to have been
frightened away from the neighbourhood altogether. Let us trust so!


 


June 4th.— A quiet day,
which is as remarkable a thing in our annals as an exciting one elsewhere.
Wurms has made strict inquiry, but cannot trace the muffler and mattock to any
inhabitant. A description of them has been printed, and copies sent to Anspach
and neighbouring villages for circulation among the peasants, who may be able
to throw some light upon the matter. A thanksgiving service is to be held in
the church on Sunday for the double escape of the pastor and of Martha
Bischoff. Pfiffor tells me that Herr von Weissendorff, one of the most
energetic detectives in Vienna, is on his way to Laden. I see, too, by the
English papers sent me, that people at home are interested in the tragedies
here, although the accounts which have reached them are garbled and
untrustworthy.


How well I can recall the Sunday
morning following upon the events which I have described, such a morning as it
is hard to find outside the Tyrol! The sky was blue and cloudless, the gentle
breeze wafted the balsamic odour of the pine woods through the open windows,
and away up on the hills the distant tinkling of the cow bells fell pleasantly
upon the ear, until the musical rise and fall which summoned the villagers to
prayer drowned their feebler melody. It was hard to believe, looking down that
peaceful little street with its quaint topheavy wooden houses and old-fashioned
church, that a cloud of crime hung over it which had horrified Europe. I sat at
my window watching the peasants passing with their picturesquely dressed wives and
daughters on their way to church. With the kindly reverence of Catholic
countries, I saw them cross themselves as they went by the house of Freckler
and the spot where Maul had met his fate. When the bell had ceased to toll and
the whole population had assembled in the church, I walked up there also, for
it has always been my custom to join in the religious exercises of any people
among whom I may find myself.


When I arrived at the church I
found that the service had already begun. I took my place in the gallery which
contained the village organ, from which I had a good view of the congregation.
In the front seat of all was stationed Frau Bischoff, whose miraculous escape
the service was intended to celebrate, and beside her on one side was her
worthy spouse, while the maire occupied the other. There was a hush
through the church as the curé turned from the altar and ascended the pulpit. I
have seldom heard a more magnificent sermon. Father Verhagen was always an
eloquent preacher, but on that occasion he surpassed himself. He chose for his
text:— "In the midst of life we are in death," and impressed so
vividly upon our minds the thin veil which divides us from eternity, and how
unexpectedly it may be rent, that he held his audience spellbound and horrified.
He spoke next with tender pathos of the friends who had been snatched so
suddenly and so dreadfully from among us, until his words were almost drowned
by the sobs of the women, and, suddenly turning he compared their peaceful
existence in a happier land to the dark fate of the gloomy-minded criminal,
steeped in blood and with nothing to hope for either in this world or the next—
a man solitary among his fellows, with no woman to love him, no child to
prattle at his knee, and an endless torture in his own thoughts. So skilfully
and so powerfully did he speak that as he finished I am sure that pity for this
merciless demon was the prevailing emotion in every heart.


The service was over, and the
priest, with his two acolytes before him, was leaving the altar, when he
turned, as was his custom, to give his blessing to the congregation. I shall
never forget his appearance. The summer sunshine shining slantwise through the
single small stained glass window which adorned the little church threw a
yellow lustre upon his sharp intellectual features with their dark haggard
lines, while a vivid crimson spot reflected from a ruby-coloured mantle in the
window quivered over his uplifted right hand. There was a hush as the villagers
bent their heads to receive their pastor's blessing— a hush broken by a wild
exclamation of surprise from a woman who staggered to her feet in the front pew
and gesticulated frantically as she pointed at Father Verhagen's uplifted arm.
No need for Frau Bischoff to explain the cause of that sudden cry, for there— there
in full sight of his parishioners, were lines of livid scars upon the curé's
white wrist— scars which could be left by nothing on earth but a desperate
woman's nails. And what woman save her who had clung so fiercely to the murderer
two days before!


 


THAT IN ALL this terrible
business poor Verhagen was the man most to be pitied I have no manner of doubt.
In a town in which there was good medical advice to be had, the approach of the
homicidal mania, which had undoubtedly proceeded from overwork and brain worry,
and which assumed such a terrible form, would have been detected in time and he
would have been spared the awful compunction with which he must have been
seized in the lucid intervals between his fits— if, indeed, he had any lucid
intervals. How could I diagnose with my smattering of science the existence of
such a terrible and insidious form of insanity, especially from the vague
symptoms of which he informed me. It is easy now, looking back, to think of
many little circumstances which might have put us on the right scent; but what
a simple thing is retrospective wisdom! I should be sad indeed if I thought
that I had anything with which to reproach myself.


We were never able to discover
where he had obtained the weapon with which he had committed his crimes, nor
how he managed to secrete it in the interval. My experience proved that it had
been his custom to go and come through his study window without disturbing his
housekeeper. On the occasion of the attempt on Frau Bischoff he had made a dash
for home, and then, finding to his astonishment that his room was occupied, his
only resource was to fling away his weapon and muffler, and to mix with the
crowd in the village. Being both a strong and an active man, with a good knowledge
of the footpaths through the woods, he had never found any difficulty in
escaping all observation.


Immediately after his
apprehension, Verhagen's disease took an acute form, and he was carried off to
the lunatic asylum at Feldkirch. I have heard that some months afterwards he
made a determined attempt upon the life of one of his keepers, and afterwards
committed suicide. I cannot be positive of this, however, for I heard it quite
accidentally during a conversation in a railway carriage.


As for myself, I left Laden
within a few months, having received a pleasing intimation from my solicitors
that my claim had been paid in full. In spite of my tragic experience there, I
had many a pleasing recollection of the little Tyrolese village, and in two
subsequent visits I renewed my acquaintance with the maire, the Intendant,
and all my old friends, on which occasion, over long pipes and flagons of beer,
we have taken a grim pleasure in talking with bated breath of that terrible
month in the quiet Vorarlberg hamlet.


__________
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"THERE'S never been a crime committed that hasn't been
capable of being solved by logical deduction— not even an illogical
murder."


Constable Martin nodded
dutifully. Sergeant Habbard had a habit of lecturing his subordinates in and
out of season.


"Where is Wye Street,
please, constable?"


"First to right; third on
right," Martin answered promptly.


Sergeant Habbard swung round and
stared after the constable's interlocutor. They were standing at the corner of
Pitt and Hunter Streets.


"Notice that man,
Martin?" snapped the sergeant.


"Not particularly." The
constable stared down the street. "Just an ordinary sort of chap, I
thought."


"Did you? Should use your
eyes, young fellow. Why, he has a pure white face."


"Pure white face!"
Martin turned to face his superior officer. "Well... never thought him a
coloured man."


"Don't be a fool!"
Habbard was angry. "You're white; so am I— but we're not white like him.
He's got a face like a sheet of paper— dead white, y'know. Not an ounce of
blood behind it. Well, s'long. Must get on."


Sergeant Habbard strolled smartly
up the street to meet the constable on the next point. Once he turned, to see
Martin continue his beat up Pitt Street. He looked at his watch. It wanted five
minutes to ten o'clock.


At the corner of Castlereagh and
King Streets he found Constable Bliss awaiting him. He received the constable's
report, and for some minutes they stood talking. Habbard noticed that the
streets were strangely empty. Yet in a bare half-hour the theatres would empty
on to them their excited throngs.


A clock chimed the quarters, then
struck the hour. Habbard went on talking. Again he had launched on his
favourite topic, of logical deduction applied to criminal detection.


Suddenly the shrill call of a
police whistle rent the still air. The sergeant swung round and raced to the
end of Wye Street. Halfway down he could see a man standing, his hand to his
face. Again the shrill call sounded.


"What's the matter,
Martin?" Habbard asked as he raced down to where the constable stood,
Bliss following close. "What's this? Dead?"


He bent over the body of a man
huddled In a recessed shop doorway. By the light of Martin's electric torch he
saw the face.


"Why... why,
Whiteface!" He looked up at the constable. "Recognise him,
Martin?"


"I thought..."


"Don't think; that's him—
the man who asked direction of you at the corner of Hunter Street. Whiteface!
I'd know him any where."


"He's dead, sergeant."


" 'Course he is. But how was
he done in? Bliss, telephone ambulance and headquarters. It's their Job, not
ours; still..."


A careful examination of the
body, as it lay, and then Habbard went to straighten it. Immediately he stood
up and looked at his hands.


"Why... why, Whiteface!
Recognise him, Martin?"


"Stabbed in the back!"
He wiped his hands free from the blood. "And he died only a little while
ago. How long have you been here, Martin?"


"What's the time,
sergeant?" 


"Nearly ten-ten."


" 'Twas just after ten when
I got up here," Martin meditated. "Took me five minutes to reach foot
of Wye Street from where we parted, sergeant. Y'know, we stood a couple of
minutes, talking, after he spoke to us. That means, that for seven minutes he
was out of my sight. Say he walked here quicker than I. That makes―"



"―Him killed five
minutes after he left us," Habbard completed. "You were about three
minutes behind him coming here. See anyone? Pass anyone?"


"Not a soul."


"See anyone in this
street?"


"No. Didn't see anyone after
you left me, sergeant, until I saw him again."


"Yet he must have been close
handy!" Habbard cocked his head. He turned and gazed at each end of the
street. "Couldn't have gone down to Pitt Street. You'd have seen him if he
had. Must have gone up to Castlereagh Street. Humph! Not time to reach that
corner. Might..."


He stared speculatively about
him. Wye Street was ill-lighted and filled with dark corners and little alleys
between the houses. The sidewalks were useless for pedestrians, being barely a
couple of feet wide. The roadway was narrow— at no part could two vehicles have
passed.


Habbard was perplexed. The affair
defied his reiterated dictum that all crimes were solvable by pure logic. There
was no points to reason here—Constable Martin had been on the spot within three
minutes of the murder, and had seen nothing.


"The perfect murder!"
the sergeant muttered. "Not a clue. Martin comes in one end of the street;
Bliss and I, the other. There is no one in sight. Yet, one of us should have
seen the man who stuck the knife in Whiteface's back."


He had not even the knife to
theorise on. The murderer had taken that with him, Habbard frowned. There must
be a clue about. Whiteface had walked from Hunter Street to Wye Street within
five minutes.


That was quick walking. To do better
he would have had to run. The sergeant remembered the man had been walking
smartly— not too fast— when he watched him out of sight.


Whiteface had arrived at the Pitt
Street end of Wye Street a couple of minutes before Constable Martin. It would
have taken him another minute to walk up to the shop-door. Martin had been out
of sight of him for a bare couple of minutes.


But— had he? Whiteface had had
three blocks to travel when he turned into Pitt Street. Surely the constable
must have seen him, ahead, in that brightly-lighted thoroughfare. The sergeant
turned to the constable.


"See anyone between turning
into Pitt Street and Wye Street corner, Martin?"


"Never noticed anyone,
sergeant. Y'know, if a man keeps along the shops, close, he's difficult to see
at night, even when the streets are empty."


Habbard nodded. He was baffled.
He looked at his watch. It was twenty past ten. In another ten minutes the men
from the Criminal Investigation Branch would arrive and take over the inquiry.
If only he could hand over an open and shut case, proving his pet theory.


He turned to the shop before
which Whiteface lay. The one small window contained oriental rugs and ornaments
He tried the door. It was barred fast. He stepped back into the road, and
looked up. The one storey above was in darkness.


Who had placed Whiteface in that
shop doorway? The man could not have crawled there after he had been stabbed.
The position in which he lay precluded the theory that he had been standing in
the doorway when struck. Someone had placed him there.


Habbard looked down on the dead
man. He was big and heavily built. The blow had not been struck by a woman.
Again, only a man with good strength could have moved him. A strong man— or one
incited by terror or...


Turning from the doorway, Habbard
threw the light of his torch on the roadway. There were blood marks. He traced
them a few feet. Then they ceased.


"Was that man wearing his
overcoat when he spoke to us, Martin?" Habbard asked abruptly.


"No, sergeant. Carrying it
over his arm." 


"Thought so. Umph!"


He went back to Whiteface and
searched the pockets, arranging the miscellaneous collection of articles he
found on the curb. There was nothing of a suspicious character. He rolled the,
body over, and turned up the overcoat and jacket. Something bulky was in the
hip-pocket. He pulled out a large clasp-knife.


"Good enough! One more point
and..." He looked at his watch. "Two minutes to go." 


"See anything strange here,
you fellows?" he asked abruptly,


The constables shook their heads.
Habbard smiled grimly.


"Keep on telling you to use
your brains— but you won't. Here's a murder committed, almost under your eyes—
and you don't see more than a dead body. Work it out! It's plain enough."


"The knife didn't pierce the
overcoat, sergeant," Bliss ventured.


"Why?" He waited; then
continued. "Because the blow was struck while the murderer helped
Whiteface into his overcoat. That's the only answer to the wound in the back
and the overcoat being on. Now, that knife I found in his hip-pocket?"


Both constables showed faces of
blank ignorance. Habbard felt exasperated. He had spent time and breath in
trying to teach these men to think logically. Here was the result.


"Plain as your faces, and
they're plain enough to frighten crows." He spoke angrily.


"Listen!"


"Whiteface speaks to Martin
and I at the corner of George and Hunter Streets. He inquires direction to Wye
Street. Martin tells him. A couple of minutes later and Martin leaves me. He
comes up Pitt Street, to here. I go up to Castlereagh Street to meet Bliss.
What was the time when we met, Bliss?"


"A couple of minutes to ten,
sergeant. I looked at my watch as you came up. You were due at ten
o'clock."


"Good! Martin follows
Whiteface along Pitt Street, yet never caught sight of him. He says he took
five minutes to do the journey. As he arrived at Wye Street the clock struck
ten. Right, Martin?"


"Correct, sergeant."


"Taking Martin's times, he
reached Wye Street not more than three minutes after Whiteface. Now, Whiteface
walked up Wye Street. That would occupy a minute. Therefore Martin was at the
foot of Wye Street two minutes after Whiteface arrived here— and met his
murderer. Get that?"


The men nodded. They were
interested.


"Well, now," Habbard
spoke with Increasing confidence. "Well take it the two men exchanged a
few words. The murderer helped Whiteface into his overcoat— and struck the
fatal blow. That wasn't done in a few seconds. Bay a couple of minutes. Then
Martin was at the foot of this street as the blow was struck. What then?"


Again the constables remained
silent. Constable Martin's face had blanched suddenly. 


"Then the murderer thrust
Whiteface into this doorway. That occupied more time. He had then to escape. To
go down to Pitt Street would have run him into Martin's arms. To go up to
Castlereagh Street— well, Bliss or I would have seen him, for we were facing
this way. Remember, the three minutes Martin estimates between Whiteface and he
arriving at the Pitt-Wye Streets corner has more than been absorbed. The
theory's impossible— unless Martin slipped up on his timing— or was
here..." The sergeant's words trailed into silence.


"What?" Martin spoke
suddenly, huskily; his face was working strangely.


"To see ourselves as others
see us," Habbard misquoted. "We men can't see ourselves, night or
day, for we don't carry mirrors, like women. Martin saw no one— not even
himself..." The sergeant's voice changed. "Got that sailor's
clasp-knife on you, Martin?"


The man felt in his hip-pocket.


"No. Must have left it at
home."


"And a sailor's clasp-knife
would just fit that wound. Met Whiteface before, Martin?"


"No."


"Know how he got that
strange pallor? No? Well, look at this." Habbard opened his hand and
showed a small white packet." 


"That lay under his hand.
Know what it is? Cocaine, heroin, or some beastly drug. That's what Whiteface
stood for. Drug carrier or dope addict." 


He was silent a moment.
"Looks mighty awkward, doesn't it?"


"Are you accusing me,
sergeant?" Martin stepped forward, his eyes blazing with anger, his fists
clenched, "I'll tell you... "


"Ah! Here they are at
last!" the sergeant Interrupted. A motor-car had turned into Wye Street
and stopped. Four men alighted and walked down to the group around the gruesome
figure, half in the doorway.


"Evening, sergeant!"
The man who led, spoke abruptly. "Murder, eh? Any clues about?"


"Wait a minute,
Manfred." Habbard caught the detective by the arm. He turned to Martin.


"You asked me if I accused
you of the murder. Can you deny that your own statements, every clue here,
points to you alone— except one. You'd have mixed those times better."


He walked a few steps up the
street and faced a small dark alley. His hand came from behind him, pointing
into the alley.


"Come out of there— or I'll
shoot!" Habbard spoke commandingly.


A long pause, and then a short, stockily
built man came slowly into the street. In his hand he carried an open
clasp-knife.


"There's your answer,
Martin. Every clue pointed at you, but logical deduction proved your defence. I
don't think you fellows will laugh at me again. As I said before, there's never
a crime committed but what isn't capable of being solved by logical deduction—
not even an illogical murder, and Whiteface's death proves that."


_______________
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 AS far as Arthur Billings was
concerned, money wasn't merely the most important thing in life; it was
the only thing. To this man with moneymania, nothing else mattered. He dreamed
money. He lived for it.


'All that sentimental nonsense
about money not bringing happiness is just so much bunk,' he would set forth.
'How can you be happy if you're hungry? Money may not buy happiness, but it'll
buy just about every thing else.'


Arthur hesitated a long time
before he mustered up enough courage to tell Evelyn the truth. But when he did,
he plunged immediately into his subject.


'You know I like you and all
that,' he began. 'I hope you understand, Evelyn. It's just that I wouldn't have
any chance of getting anywhere if I was married.


'I want money, Evelyn. I want it
more than anything— more than marriage.'


The two parted shortly after
that. The woman was tearful, but Arthur was merely impatient. 'I'll be rich
some day,' he assured her by way of fond farewell. 'Maybe I'll come back and we
can be friends again. Maybe you'll still like me then.'


'I'll never love anyone else,'
Evelyn sobbed. 'Never!'


 


THE YEARS skipped by, almost a
dozen of them. During those years Arthur worked hard, and his labour wasn't
entirely without results. There had never been another woman after Evelyn. He
thought more and more often of Evelyn. As he grew older, married life seemed
more attractive. And so, in that frame of mind, Arthur made the journey back to
the old neighbourhood.


Thus we find the man and his long
lost sweetie surveying each other sadly over their beer and pretzels. Evelyn
had changed, of course. But to Arthur she was more attractive than ever.


'You're not happy, are you, my
dear?' he inquired softly. 'Don't deny it, Evelyn, I can tell that this marriage
hasn't turned out right for you.'


'You're right, Arthur,' the woman
sighed. 'I'm far from happy. You see, I— I married the wrong man. My husband is
hardly what you'd call a successful figure. He's stodgy and dull. I know now
that I made a frightful mistake.'


'Divorce?' he suggested.


'Henry would never consent,'
Evelyn murmured. 'Though I know I can't go on much longer. I don't love him—
never have. I'm afraid. Oh, Arthur!'


The man reached over and patted
her hand. 'Things will come out right,' he told her.


 


ARTHUR returned to the city, and
on the way he did some heavy thinking. Now that he knew Evelyn still loved him,
nothing could keep them apart. And yet she was married to another man.


The meeting with Henry was easily
arranged. He merely called up and requested an interview— alone. Then, when the
two men were together in the shabby living-room of Henry's home, Arthur began
his little speech.


Evelyn, he declared, loved
another man. Her husband must have known that surely. If he would put no
obstacles in the way of her divorce, there would be a little present for him.


Arthur slapped down the bills and
smiled with satisfaction as the other man's eyes grew wide.


'It's too late to hope that you
can hold her,' Arthur pointed out. 'In return for this money, the man she is
going to marry hopes that you'll be agreeable in all matters pertaining to the
divorce.'


Henry nodded rapidly. He counted
the money eagerly, and tucked it away in his pocket.


'I'm merely working for the man
in this case,' Arthur hastened to assure him. He reached for his hat nervously.
There would be nothing gained, he figured, in starting any trouble right now.


As he reached the door, the other
man began to speak again.


'I knew you wasn't,' he went on.
'I know the man all right. Yes, sir; I'm not as dumb as Evelyn took me for. I
was wise to what was going on, all right.


'That's why I wasn't surprised at
all when she packed up her things and ran away with him last night!'


__________
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Own Ghost Story", and published uncredited. One of the great Victorian
ghost stories, reprinted many times.


 


THE CIRCUMSTANCES I am about to relate to you have truth to
recommend them. They happened to myself, and my recollection of them is as
vivid as if they had taken place only yesterday. Twenty years, however, have
gone by since that night. During those twenty years I have told the story to
but one other person. I tell it now with a reluctance which I find it difficult
to overcome. All I entreat, meanwhile, is that you will abstain from forcing
your own conclusions upon me. I want nothing explained away. I desire no
arguments. My mind on this subject is quite made up, and, having the testimony
of my own senses to rely upon, I prefer to abide by it.


Well! It was just twenty years
ago, and within a day or two of the end of the grouse season. I had been out
all day with my gun, and had had no sport to speak of. The wind was due east;
the month, December; the place, a bleak wide moor in the far north of England.
And I had lost my way. It was not a pleasant place in which to lose one's way,
with the first feathery flakes of a coming snowstorm just fluttering down upon
the heather, and the leaden evening closing in all around. I shaded my eyes
with my hand, and staled anxiously into the gathering darkness, where the
purple moorland melted into a range of low hills, some ten or twelve miles
distant. Not the faintest smoke-wreath, not the tiniest cultivated patch, or
fence, or sheep-track, met my eyes in any direction. There was nothing for it
but to walk on, and take my chance of finding what shelter I could, by the way.
So I shouldered my gun again, and pushed wearily forward; for I had been on
foot since an hour after daybreak, and had eaten nothing since breakfast.


Meanwhile, the snow began to come
down with ominous steadiness, and the wind fell. After this, the cold became
more intense, and the night came rapidly up. As for me, my prospects darkened
with the darkening sky, and my heart grew heavy as I thought how my young wife
was already watching for me through the window of our little inn parlour, and
thought of all the suffering in store for her throughout this weary night. We
had been married four months, and, having spent our autumn in the Highlands,
were now lodging in a remote little village situated just on the verge of the
great English moorlands. We were very much in love, and, of course, very happy.
This morning, when we parted, she had implored me to return before dusk, and I
had promised her that I would. What would I not have given to have kept my
word!


Even now, weary as I was, I felt
that with a supper, an hour's rest, and a guide, I might still get back to her
before midnight, if only guide and shelter could be found.


And all this time, the snow fell
and the night thickened. I stopped and shouted every now and then, but my
shouts seemed only to make the silence deeper. Then a vague sense of uneasiness
came upon me, and I began to remember stories of travellers who had walked on
and on in the falling snow until, wearied out, they were fain to lie down and
sleep their lives away. Would it be possible, I asked myself, to keep on thus
through all the long dark night? Would there not come a time when my limbs must
fail, and my resolution give way? When I, too, must sleep the sleep of death.
Death! I shuddered. How hard to die just now, when life lay all so bright
before me! How hard for my darling, whose whole loving heart but that thought
was not to be borne! To banish it, I shouted again, louder and longer, and then
listened eagerly. Was my shout answered, or did I only fancy that I heard a
far-off cry? I halloed again, and again the echo followed. Then a wavering
speck of light came suddenly out of the dark, shifting, disappearing, growing
momentarily nearer and brighter. Running towards it at full speed, I found
myself, to my great joy, face to face with an old man and a lantern.


"Thank God!" was the
exclamation that burst involuntarily from my lips.


Blinking and frowning, he lifted
his lantern and peered into my face.


"What for?" growled he,
sulkily.


"Well— for you. I began to
fear I should be lost in the snow."


"Eh, then, folks do get cast
away hereabouts fra' time to time, an' what's to hinder you from bein' cast
away likewise, if the Lord's so minded?"


"If the Lord is so minded
that you and I shall be lost together, friend, we must submit," I replied;
"but I don't mean to be lost without you. How far am I now from
Dwolding?"


"A gude twenty mile, more or
less."


"And the nearest
village?"


"The nearest village is
Wyke, an' that's twelve mile t'other side."


"Where do you live,
then?"


"Out yonder," said he,
with a vague jerk of the lantern.


"You're going home, I
presume?"


"Maybe I am."


"Then I'm going with
you."


The old man shook his head, and
rubbed his nose reflectively with the handle of the lantern.


"It ain't o' no use,"
growled he. "He 'ont let you in— not he."


"We'll see about that,"
I replied, briskly. "Who is He?"


"The master."


"Who is the master?"


"That's nowt to you,"
was the unceremonious reply.


"Well, well; you lead the
way, and I'll engage that the master shall give me shelter and a supper
to-night."


"Eh, you can try him!"
muttered my reluctant guide; and, still shaking his head, he hobbled,
gnome-like, away through the falling snow. A large mass loomed up presently out
of the darkness, and a huge dog rushed out, barking furiously.


"Is this the house?" I
asked.


"Ay, it's the house. Down,
Bey!" And he fumbled in his pocket for the key.


I drew up close behind him,
prepared to lose no chance of entrance, and saw in the little circle of light
shed by the lantern that the door was heavily studded with iron nails, like the
door of a prison. In another minute he had turned the key and I had pushed past
him into the house.


Once inside, I looked round with
curiosity, and found myself in a great raftered hall, which served, apparently,
a variety of uses. One end was piled to the roof with corn, like a barn. The
other was stored with flour-sacks, agricultural implements, casks, and all
kinds of miscellaneous lumber; while from the beams overhead hung rows of hams,
flitches, and bunches of dried herbs for winter use. In the centre of the floor
stood some huge object gauntly dressed in a dingy wrapping-cloth, and reaching
half way to the rafters. Lifting a corner of this cloth, I saw, to my surprise,
a telescope of very considerable size, mounted on a rude movable platform, with
four small wheels. The tube was made of painted wood, bound round with bands of
metal rudely fashioned; the speculum, so far as I could estimate its size in
the dim light, measured at least fifteen inches in diameter. While I was yet
examining the instrument, and asking myself whether it was not the work of some
self-taught optician, a bell rang sharply.


"That's for you," said
my guide, with a malicious grin. "Yonder's his room."


He pointed to a low black door at
the opposite side of the hall. I crossed over, rapped somewhat loudly, and went
in, without waiting for an invitation. A huge, white-haired old man rose from a
table covered with books and papers, and confronted me sternly.


"Who are you?" said he.
"How came you here? What do you want?"


"James Murray,
barrister-at-law. On foot across the moor. Meat, drink, and sleep."


He bent his bushy brows into a
portentous frown.


"Mine is not a house of
entertainment," he said, haughtily. "Jacob, how dared you admit this
stranger?"


"I didn't admit him,"
grumbled the old man. "He followed me over the muir, and shouldered his
way in before me. I'm no match for six foot two."


"And pray, sir, by what
right have you forced an entrance into my house?"


"The same by which I should
have clung to your boat, if I were drowning. The right of
self-preservation."


"Self-preservation?"


"There's an inch of snow on
the ground already," I replied, briefly; "and it would be deep enough
to cover my body before daybreak."


He strode to the window, pulled
aside a heavy black curtain, and looked out.


"It is true," he said.
"You can stay, if you choose, till morning. Jacob, serve the supper."


With this he waved me to a seat,
resumed his own, and became at once absorbed in the studies from which I had
disturbed him.


I placed my gun in a corner, drew
a chair to the hearth, and examined my quarters at leisure. Smaller and less
incongruous in its arrangements than the hall, this room contained,
nevertheless, much to awaken my curiosity. The floor was carpetless. The
whitewashed walls were in parts scrawled over with strange diagrams, and in
others covered with shelves crowded with philosophical instruments, the uses of
many of which were unknown to me. On one side of the fireplace, stood a
bookcase filled with dingy folios; on the other, a small organ, fantastically
decorated with painted carvings of mediæval saints and devils. Through the
half-opened door of a cupboard at the further end of the room, I saw a long
array of geological specimens, surgical preparations, crucibles, retorts, and
jars of chemicals; while on the mantelshelf beside me, amid a number of small
objects, stood a model of the solar system, a small galvanic battery, and a
microscope. Every chair had its burden. Every corner was heaped high with
books. The very floor was littered over with maps, casts, papers, tracings, and
learned lumber of all conceivable kinds.


I stared about me with an
amazement increased by every fresh object upon which my eyes chanced to rest.
So strange a room I had never seen; yet seemed it stranger still, to find such
a room in a lone farmhouse amid those wild and solitary moors! Over and over
again, I looked from my host to his surroundings, and from his surroundings
back to my host, asking myself who and what he could be? His head was
singularly fine; but it was more the head of a poet than of a philosopher.
Broad in the temples, prominent over the eyes, and clothed with a rough
profusion of perfectly white hair, it had all the ideality and much of the
ruggedness that characterises the head of Louis von Beethoven. There were the
same deep lines about the mouth, and the same stern furrows in the brow. There
was the same concentration of expression. While I was yet observing him, the
door opened, and Jacob brought in the supper. His master then closed his book,
rose, and with more courtesy of manner than he had yet shown, invited me to the
table.


A dish of ham and eggs, a loaf of
brown bread, and a bottle of admirable sherry, were placed before me.


"I have but the homeliest
farmhouse fare to offer you, sir," said my entertainer. "Your
appetite, I trust, will make up for the deficiencies of our larder."


I had already fallen upon the
viands, and now protested, with the enthusiasm of a starving sportsman, that I
had never eaten anything so delicious.


He bowed stiffly, and sat down to
his own supper, which consisted, primitively, of a jug of milk and a basin of
porridge. We ate in silence, and, when we had done, Jacob removed the tray. I
then drew my chair back to the fireside. My host, somewhat to my surprise, did
the same, and turning abruptly towards me, said:


"Sir, I have lived here in
strict retirement for three-and-twenty years. During that time, I have not seen
as many strange faces, and I have not read a single newspaper. You are the
first stranger who has crossed my threshold for more than four years. Will you
favour me with a few words of information respecting that outer world from
which I have parted company so long?"


"Pray interrogate me,"
I replied. "I am heartily at your service."


He bent his head in
acknowledgment; leaned forward, with his elbows resting on his knees and his
chin supported in the palms of his hands; stared fixedly into the fire; and
proceeded to question me.


His inquiries related chiefly to
scientific matters, with the later progress of which, as applied to the
practical purposes of life, he was almost wholly unacquainted. No student of
science myself, I replied as well as my slight information permitted; but the
task was far from easy, and I was much relieved when, passing from
interrogation to discussion, he began pouring forth his own conclusions upon
the facts which I had been attempting to place before him. He talked, and I
listened spellbound. He talked till I believe he almost forgot my presence, and
only thought aloud. I had never heard anything like it then; I have never heard
anything like it since. Familiar with all systems of all philosophies, subtle
in analysis, bold in generalisation, he poured forth his thoughts in an
uninterrupted stream, and, still leaning forward in the same moody attitude
with his eyes fixed upon the fire, wandered from topic to topic, from
speculation to speculation, like an inspired dreamer. From practical science to
mental philosophy; from electricity in the wire to electricity in the nerve;
from Watts to Mesmer, from Mesmer to Reichenbach, from Reichenbach to
Swedenborg, Spinoza, Condillac, Descartes, Berkeley, Aristotle, Plato, and the
Magi and mystics of the East, were transitions which, however bewildering in
their variety and scope, seemed easy and harmonious upon his lips as sequences
in music. By-and-by— I forget now by what link of conjecture or illustration— he
passed on to that field which lies beyond the boundary line of even conjectural
philosophy, and reaches no man knows whither. He spoke of the soul and its
aspirations; of the spirit and its powers; of second sight; of prophecy; of
those phenomena which, under the names of ghosts, spectres, and supernatural
appearances, have been denied by the sceptics and attested by the credulous, of
all ages.


"The world," he said,
"grows hourly more and more sceptical of all that lies beyond its own
narrow radius; and our men of science foster the fatal tendency. They condemn
as fable all that resists experiment. They reject as false all that cannot be
brought to the test of the laboratory or the dissecting-room. Against what
superstition have they waged so long and obstinate a war, as against the belief
in apparitions? And yet what superstition has maintained its hold upon the
minds of men so long and so firmly? Show me any fact in physics, in history, in
archæology, which is supported by testimony so wide and so various. Attested by
all races of men, in all ages, and in all climates, by the soberest sages of
antiquity, by the rudest savage of to-day, by the Christian, the Pagan, the
Pantheist, the Materialist, this phenomenon is treated as a nursery tale by the
philosophers of our century. Circumstantial evidence weighs with them as a
feather in the balance. The comparison of causes with effects, however valuable
in physical science, is put aside as worthless and unreliable. The evidence of
competent witnesses, however conclusive in a court of justice, counts for
nothing. He who pauses before he pronounces, is condemned as a trifler. He who
believes, is a dreamer or a fool."


He spoke with bitterness, and,
having said thus, relapsed for some minutes into silence. Presently he raised
his head from his hands, and added, with an altered voice and manner, "I,
sir, paused, investigated, believed, and was not ashamed to state my
convictions to the world. I, too, was branded as a visionary, held up to
ridicule by my contemporaries, and hooted from that field of science in which I
had laboured with honour during all the best years of my life. These things
happened just three-and-twenty years ago. Since then, I have lived as you see
me living now, and the world has forgotten me, as I have forgot— ten the world.
You have my history."


"It is a very sad one,"
I murmured, scarcely knowing what to answer.


"It is a very common
one," he replied. "I have only suffered for the truth, as many a
better and wiser man has suffered before me."


He rose, as if desirous of ending
the conversation, and went over to the window.


"It has ceased
snowing," he observed, as he dropped the curtain, and came back to the
fireside.


"Ceased!" I exclaimed,
starting eagerly to my feet. "Oh, if it were only possible— but no! it is
hopeless. Even if I could find my way across the moor, I could not walk twenty
miles to-night."


"Walk twenty miles
to-night!" repeated my host. "What are you thinking of?"


"Of my wife," I
replied, impatiently. "Of my young wife, who does not know that I have
lost my way, and who is at this moment breaking her heart with suspense and
terror."


"Where is she?"


"At Dwolding, twenty miles
away."


"At Dwolding," he
echoed, thoughtfully. "Yes, the distance, it is true, is twenty miles; but—
are you so very anxious to save the next six or eight hours?"


"So very, very anxious, that
I would give ten guineas at this moment for a guide and a horse."


"Your wish can be gratified
at a less costly rate," said he, smiling. "The night mail from the
north, which changes horses at Dwolding, passes within five miles of this spot,
and will be due at a certain cross-road in about an hour and a quarter. If
Jacob were to go with you across the moor, and put you into the old coach-road,
you could find your way, I suppose, to where it joins the new one?"


"Easily— gladly."


He smiled again, rang the bell,
gave the old servant his directions, and, taking a bottle of whisky and a
wineglass from the cupboard in which he kept his chemicals, said:


"The snow lies deep, and it
will be difficult walking to-night on the moor. A glass of usquebaugh before
you start?"


I would have declined the spirit,
but he pressed it on me, and I drank it. It went down my throat like liquid
flame, and almost took my breath away.


"It is strong," he
said; "but it will help to keep out the cold. And now you have no moments
to spare. Good night!"


I thanked him for his
hospitality, and would have shaken hands, but that he had turned away before I
could finish my sentence. In another minute I had traversed the hall, Jacob had
locked the outer door behind me, and we were out on the wide white moor.


Although the wind had fallen, it
was still bitterly cold. Not a star glimmered in the black vault overhead. Not
a sound, save the rapid crunching of the snow beneath our feet, disturbed the
heavy stillness of the night. Jacob, not too well pleased with his mission,
shambled on before in sullen silence, his lantern in his hand, and his shadow
at his feet. I followed, with my gun over my shoulder, as little inclined for
conversation as himself. My thoughts were full of my late host. His voice yet
rang in my ears. His eloquence yet held my imagination captive. I remember to
this day, with surprise, how my over-excited brain retained whole sentences and
parts of sentences, troops of brilliant images, and fragments of splendid
reasoning, in the very words in which he had uttered them. Musing thus over
what I had heard, and striving to recall a lost link here and there, I strode
on at the heels of my guide, absorbed and unobservant. Presently— at the end,
as it seemed to me, of only a few minutes— he came to a sudden halt, and said:


"Yon's your road. Keep the
stone fence to your right hand, and you can't fail of the way."


"This, then, is the old
coach-road?"


"Ay, 'tis the old
coach-road."


"And how far do I go, before
I reach the cross-roads?"


"Nigh upon three mile."


I pulled out my purse, and he
became more communicative.


"The road's a fair road
enough," said he, "for foot passengers; but 'twas over steep and
narrow for the northern traffic. You'll mind where the parapet's broken away,
close again the sign-post. It's never been mended since the accident."


"What accident?"


"Eh, the night mail pitched
right over into the valley below— a gude fifty feet an' more— just at the worst
bit o' road in the whole county."


"Horrible! Were many lives
lost?"


"All. Four were found dead,
and t'other two died next morning."


"How long is it since this
happened?"


"Just nine year."


"Near the sign-post, you
say? I will bear it in mind. Good night."


"Gude night, sir, and
thankee." Jacob pocketed his half-crown, made a faint pretence of touching
his hat, and trudged back by the way he had come.


I watched the light of his
lantern till it quite disappeared, and then turned to pursue my way alone. This
was no longer matter of the slightest difficulty, for, despite the dead
darkness overhead, the line of stone fence showed distinctly enough against the
pale gleam of the snow. How silent it seemed now, with only my footsteps to
listen to; how silent and how solitary! A strange disagreeable sense of
loneliness stole over me. I walked faster. I hummed a fragment of a tune. I
cast up enormous sums in my head, and accumulated them at compound interest. I
did my best, in short, to forget the startling speculations to which I had but
just been listening, and, to some extent, I succeeded.


Meanwhile the night air seemed to
become colder and colder, and though I walked fast I found it impossible to
keep myself warm. My feet were like ice. I lost sensation in my hands, and
grasped my gun mechanically. I even breathed with difficulty, as though,
instead of traversing a quiet north country highway, I were scaling the
uppermost heights of some gigantic Alp. This last symptom became presently so
distressing, that I was forced to stop for a few minutes, and lean against the
stone fence. As I did so, I chanced to look back up the road, and there, to my
infinite relief, I saw a distant point of light, like the gleam of an
approaching lantern. I at first concluded that Jacob had retraced his steps and
followed me; but even as the conjecture presented itself, a second light
flashed into sight— a light evidently parallel with the first, and approaching
at the same rate of motion. It needed no second thought to show me that these
must be the carriage-lamps of some private vehicle, though it seemed strange
that any private vehicle should take a road professedly disused and dangerous.


There could be no doubt, however,
of the fact, for the lamps grew larger and brighter every moment, and I even
fancied I could already see the dark outline of the carriage between them. It
was coming up very fast, and quite noiselessly, the snow being nearly a foot
deep under the wheels.


And now the body of the vehicle
became distinctly visible behind the lamps. It looked strangely lofty. A sudden
suspicion flashed upon me. Was it possible that I had passed the cross-roads in
the dark without observing the sign-post, and could this be the very coach
which I had come to meet?


No need to ask myself that
question a second time, for here it came round the bend of the road, guard and
driver, one outside passenger, and four steaming greys, all wrapped in a soft
haze of light, through which the lamps blazed out, like a pair of fiery
meteors.


I jumped forward, waved my hat,
and shouted. The mail came down at full speed, and passed me. For a moment I
feared that I had not been seen or heard, but it was only for a moment. The
coachman pulled up; the guard, muffled to the eyes in capes and comforters, and
apparently sound asleep in the rumble, neither answered my hail nor made the
slightest effort to dismount; the outside passenger did not even turn his head.
I opened the door for myself, and looked in. There were but three travellers inside,
so I stepped in, shut the door, slipped into the vacant corner, and
congratulated myself on my good fortune.


The atmosphere of the coach
seemed, if possible, colder than that of the outer air, and was pervaded by a
singularly damp and disagreeable smell. I looked round at my fellow-passengers.
They were all three, men, and all silent. They did not seem to be asleep, but
each leaned back in his corner of the vehicle, as if absorbed in his own
reflections. I attempted to open a conversation.


"How intensely cold it is
to-night," I said, addressing my opposite neighbour.


He lifted his head, looked at me,
but made no reply.


"The winter," I added,
"seems to have begun in earnest."


Although the corner in which he
sat was so dim that I could distinguish none of his features very clearly, I
saw that his eyes were still turned full upon me. And yet he answered never a
word.


At any other time I should have
felt, and perhaps expressed, some annoyance, but at the moment I felt too ill
to do either. The icy coldness of the night air had struck a chill to my very
marrow, and the strange smell inside the coach was affecting me with an
intolerable nausea. I shivered from head to foot, and, turning to my left-hand
neighbour, asked if he had any objection to an open window?


He neither spoke nor stirred.


I repeated the question somewhat
more loudly, but with the same result. Then I lost patience, and let the sash
down. As I did so, the leather strap broke in my hand, and I observed that the
glass was covered with a thick coat of mildew, the accumulation, apparently, of
years. My attention being thus drawn to the condition of the coach, I examined
it more narrowly, and saw by the uncertain light of the outer lamps that it was
in the last stage of dilapidation. Every part of it was not only out of repair,
but in a condition of decay. The sashes splintered at a touch. The leather
fittings were crusted over with mould, and literally rotting from the woodwork.
The floor was almost breaking away beneath my feet. The whole machine, in
short, was foul with damp, and had evidently been dragged from some outhouse in
which it had been mouldering away for years, to do another day or two of duty
on the road.


I turned to the third passenger,
whom I had not yet addressed, and hazarded one more remark.


"This coach," I said,
"is in a deplorable condition. The regular mail, I suppose, is under
repair?"


He moved his head slowly, and
looked me in the face, without speaking a word. I shall never forget that look
while I live. I turned cold at heart under it. I turn cold at heart even now
when I recall it. His eyes glowed with a fiery unnatural lustre. His face was
livid as the face of a corpse. His bloodless lips were drawn back as if in the
agony of death, and showed the gleaming teeth between.


The words that I was about to
utter died upon my lips, and a strange horror— a dreadful horror— came upon me.
My sight had by this time become used to the gloom of the coach, and I could
see with tolerable distinctness. I turned to my opposite neighbour. He, too,
was looking at me, with the same startling pallor in his face, and the same
stony glitter in his eyes. I passed my hand across my brow. I turned to the
passenger on the seat beside my own, and saw— oh Heaven! how shall I describe
what I saw? I saw that he was no living man— that none of them were living men,
like myself! A pale phosphorescent light— the light of putrefaction— played
upon their awful faces; upon their hair, dank with the dews of the grave; upon
their clothes, earth-stained and dropping to pieces; upon their hands, which
were as the hands of corpses long buried. Only their eyes, their terrible eyes,
were living; and those eyes were all turned menacingly upon me!


A shriek of terror, a wild
unintelligible cry for help and mercy; burst from my lips as I flung myself
against the door, and strove in vain to open it.


In that single instant, brief and
vivid as a landscape beheld in the flash of summer lightning, I saw the moon
shining down through a rift of stormy cloud— the ghastly sign-post rearing its
warning finger by the wayside— the broken parapet— the plunging horses— the
black gulf below. Then, the coach reeled like a ship at sea. Then, came a
mighty crash— a sense of crushing pain— and then, darkness.


It seemed as if years had gone by
when I awoke one morning from a deep sleep, and found my wife watching by my
bedside I will pass over the scene that ensued, and give you, in half a dozen
words, the tale she told me with tears of thanksgiving. I had fallen over a
precipice, close against the junction of the old coach-road and the new, and
had only been saved from certain death by lighting upon a deep snowdrift that
had accumulated at the foot of the rock beneath. In this snowdrift I was
discovered at daybreak, by a couple of shepherds, who carried me to the nearest
shelter, and brought a surgeon to my aid. The surgeon found me in a state of
raving delirium, with a broken arm and a compound fracture of the skull. The
letters in my pocket-book showed my name and address; my wife was summoned to nurse
me; and, thanks to youth and a fine constitution, I came out of danger at last.
The place of my fall, I need scarcely say, was precisely that at which a
frightful accident had happened to the north mail nine years before.


I never told my wife the fearful
events which I have just related to you. I told the surgeon who attended me;
but he treated the whole adventure as a mere dream born of the fever in my
brain. We discussed the question over and over again, until we found that we
could discuss it with temper no longer, and then we dropped it. Others may form
what conclusions they please— I know that twenty years ago I was the fourth
inside passenger in that Phantom Coach.


____________
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TOM WAS collecting butterflies. He had three cases full of
them already. Most people who saw them said the collection was a very fine one
for a boy of his age to have made, and Tom was very proud of it.


But Bertha, Tom's little sister,
looked on disapprovingly. Bertha admired Tom immensely, and she felt that it
was a terrible thing to disapprove of him. But Bertha loved the butterflies,
and she thought it dreadful that they should be caught and chloroformed and
impaled on a pin. She was too shy to implore Tom to give it up; and, anyway,
she knew he would only laugh at her.


But Bertha grieved over those
poor, beautiful, murdered butterflies.


One vacation day Tom's greatest
friend called for him to go on a fishing expedition. Just as they were starting
a butterfly flew past, over the sweetbriar hedge into the garden. It was a very
large butterfly, with gold-and-purple wings, and the minute Tom saw it he
dashed after it.


Bertha, watching him from the
door, hoped with all her heart that the butterfly would escape. But alas! in an
evil moment it alighted in the sweet, dusky heart of a big red rose and
balanced itself there, its beautiful wings glowing like jewels. Then... slap...
dash... darkness! Tom's cap came down on the rose and the butterfly was a
prisoner.


Tom whistled. What a beauty! He
had none in his collection so big as this. Holding it carefully, so that he
wouldn't brush the gold dust from its trembling wings, Tom dashed upstairs to
his room and shut the butterfly in a glass box. His friend was in a hurry, so
Tom couldn't wait to chloroform and impale it just then.


Bertha tiptoed in after Tom had
gone, and looked at the butterfly. How sorry she felt for it! How would Tom
like to be caught and impaled on a pin if a big giant were to come along some
day, seeking to add to his collection of small boys? Tom always assured her
that it didn't hurt the butterflies, but Bertha felt doubtful.


The longer she looked at the
butterfly the sorrier she felt for it; and at last she made up her mind to set
it free again. Of course, Tom would be very angry at her, but Bertha simply
could not see that beautiful butterfly done to death.


She took the box down to the rose
garden, but on the way down a doubt assailed her. It was Tom's butterfly; had
she the right to lose Tom's property? As she stood hesitating, the cover of the
box slid out in her hand, propelled merely by its own weight. Out flew the
butterfly, and away it went over the roses and lilies and sweet peas; away,
away, through the orchard; until it was lost in the sunshine.


"Oh, I'm so glad,"
whispered Bertha to herself, with a sigh of relief, for, after all, she had not
opened the box.


On her way back to the house she
met Uncle Jack and told him what she had been doing, for she thought it would
be just as well to have a friend on her side if Tom should be very cross.


"That's a good girl,"
said Uncle Jack. "Always keep on the good side of the butterflies. Of
course, you know that they are fairies in disguise."


"No, I didn't know,"
said Bertha, round-eyed.


"Oh, yes," assured
Uncle Jack. "Why, I thought everybody knew that. They are butterflies all
day, but just as soon as the sun sets they resume their rightful shape, and become
fairies again."


Bertha wondered if Uncle Jack was
in earnest. She could never tell what he meant when that funny twinkle was in
his eyes. Tom scoffed at the idea of there being fairies at all, but Bertha
believed that they really did exist.


Of course Tom was cross when he
came home and found what Bertha had done. But Uncle Jack took her part and,
after all, Tom behaved very well. Girls were foolish, anyway, he reflected;
they were born so and couldn't help it, poor things. You just had to make
allowances for them.


At sunset Bertha was sitting
alone by the window of her own room, looking out on the rose garden. There was
a butterfly on the sill right beside her. Bertha sat so still that it was not
frightened away. It was a tiny yellow butterfly, and it made Bertha think of
Uncle Jack's story.


"I wonder if the butterflies
do really turn into fairies at sunset," she said aloud.


"Why, of course we do,"
said a voice close by her ear.


Bertha jumped with astonishment.
There on the sill was the very tiniest person you could imagine. Not over two
inches high, certainly; dressed in a filmy robe of glittering yellow with long
floating golden hair and—yes—two tiny gauzy wings at her shoulders. Bertha knew
that this must be a fairy.


"Why, where on earth did you
come from?" she exclaimed.


The fairy balanced herself on her
tiny toes and laughed. The laugh sounded like the wind when it ruffles running
water.


"Dear me; I've been here
right along. Didn't you see a yellow butterfly on the sill? That was I. Of
course, as soon as the sun set I turned into a fairy again."


"Then what Uncle Jack said
was true!" said Bertha, delightedly.


"Of course, it is true. That
Uncle Jack of yours is a very wise person. But I can't linger here any longer.
The Queen of the butterfly-fairies has sent word by a whiff of honeysuckle that
all the members of her court must meet her in the lily-bed at moonrise. There
must be some important business on hand."


"Oh, how I would love to see
them all!" exclaimed Bertha.


The fairy looked at her
reflectively.


"Well, that is permissible
under certain conditions. One is that you must never have harmed a butterfly in
your life."


"I never did," said
Bertha, earnestly; "but," she added hesitatingly, "I'm afraid
that some of my family have."


"Oh, it doesn't matter what
anyone else did. The other condition is that, no matter what you see or hear,
you musn't say a word. Now, if you want to come, run down and meet me by the
lily-bed."


Off flew the fairy, and Bertha
ran down-stairs and out to the garden. Sure enough, the fairy was waiting for
her on the rim of a big daisy.


"Sit down here behind the
sweet-pea trellis," she said. "You can see through it very well. Dear
me, what a big, clumsy creature you are!"


Bertha had always been told that
she was very small for her age, but she did feel dreadfully big by the side of
the fairy. She sat down obediently, her heart beating with excitement, and the
fairy swung herself back and forth on a curled tendril.


"I'll stay here until the
Queen arrives," she said.


It was now quite dark and the
moon was rising behind the big hill with the elm on it. Presently a whole bevy
of tiny, winged beings fluttered down on the lily-bed. Bertha barely remembered
in time to check an exclamation of delight. How lovely they were, dressed in all
the colors of the rainbow! Other fairies kept coming, by twos and threes, until
the whole lily-bed was alive with them.


Once such an odd-looking company
arrived that Bertha could hardly help laughing. They were not a bit like the
other fairies, but looked just like the brownies in the picture-book Uncle Jack
had given her on her last birthday.


"Those are the dragon-flies
and June-bugs and beetles," whispered the fairy. "They are the
private couriers and retainers of the Queen's household. She will soon be here,
now, and I must leave you, for all must be in their places when she comes."


Over the trellis flew the fairy,
and just in time, for hardly had she perched herself on a lily-bud when the
Queen arrived and enthroned herself on the biggest lily of all. She was taller
than the other fairies; her robes glittered with diamond dust and her wings
were beautifully dappled with gold and purple. There was a tiny gold crown on
her head, and she carried in her hand a long silver wand tipped with a star.
Bertha thought there was something strangely familiar about her; but how could
that be when she had never seen a fairy before to-night, much less a fairy
queen?


All the fairies stopped talking,
and silence reigned in the lily-bed. The dragon-fly and June-bug fairies marshaled
themselves in ranks on either side the throne, and one of them bent down a
lily-bud to serve the Queen as a footstool. When she began to speak all the
fairies listened with might and main, and so did Bertha.


"Dear fairy subjects all,"
said the Queen; "no doubt you have wondered what has caused this sudden
summons of the butterfly-fairies to Moonlight Council—an event which only
happens when something of great importance to our race has taken place. The
event which has occasioned this meeting is no less a thing than the rescue of
your Queen from a position of the utmost distress and danger."


A thrill of horror ran through
the assembled fairies. You would have thought a gentle breeze was sighing in
the lily-bed.


"This morning," resumed
the Queen, "I very thoughtlessly went out without my faithful guard of
dragon-flies. I was all alone, flying along in the sunshine until I reached
this garden, which, as you all know, is one of the favorite haunts of our
court. Becoming weary and spying beneath me a fragrant rose, I alighted to
rest. Suddenly something dark seemed to blot out the sky above me. What was my
horror to find myself a prisoner in the hands of that dreadful boy who lives in
yonder house, and who has captured and murdered so many of our race! I gave
myself up for lost; and, indeed, had it not been that he was in a hurry I would
have been disposed of then and there. As it was, I gained a brief reprieve. He
shut me up in a glass box, in a gloomy room, intending, as he brutally informed
me, to chloroform and impale me on his return. But, fortunately for the race of
butterflies, this terrible boy has a very kind and good little sister. She it
was who released me, not much the worse in body for my terrible experience,
although sadly shaken in nerves and disturbed in mind. And this is why I have
summoned you to Moonlight Council— to consult how we shall best reward this
little sister for the service she has rendered to our race."


A silence of three seconds
followed the Queen's speech. Then a grave beetle-fairy moved a resolution of
congratulation to the Queen on her escape from such dire peril. This being
seconded and passed unanimously, the business of the council began. Many of the
fairies made speeches, mostly the June-bugs, beetles and dragon-flies, who
seemed to make up in brains what they lacked in good looks. One dragon-fly
declared he had heard Bertha lamenting that she couldn't understand fractions
at school. He was willing to help her in regard to them; he himself was
considered an expert arithmetician, to which fact he owed his position of court
treasurer.


A beetle, who seemed of great
importance in the insect world, suggested that all the butterfly-fairies should
watch over Bertha's flower-bed that summer.


"Bring gentle dews to it,"
he said, "and kill the evil weeds and keep the buds from harm and blight—"


"Oh," exclaimed Bertha,
before she thought; "won't you please keep the rust from my asters? I never
can."


Then she paused in dismay, for
not a fairy was to be seen. Only the lilies swayed in the moonlight, as if an
agitated wind had passed over them.


Bertha went sorrowfully back to
the house. Tom had said that girls could never hold their tongues, and she was
afraid he was right. If only she had not made that unlucky exclamation!


When Bertha got back to her
window she sat down to think her wonderful experience over. Soon after, mama
came up and found her there.


"Why, we've been looking for
you everywhere," she said. "And here you've been asleep. Dear me, I
hope you haven't caught cold with your head in that draught."


"Oh, I haven't been asleep,"
cried Bertha, as she went down-stairs with mama.


Then she told all the family
about the fairies and the Moonlight Council. And she was laughed at for her
pains. They all said that she had dreamed the whole thing.


Bertha didn't believe she had. To
be sure, she never saw a fairy again! But that, she sorrowfully concluded, wasn't
any wonder. She must have frightened them almost to death by calling out to
them as she did.


And I happen to know that Bertha
did not have any more trouble with fractions— she understood them beautifully.
But that may have been because she worked harder and had a new teacher who
explained things splendidly.


And I also know that her
flower-bed was the very pink of perfection in flower-beds that summer. Neither
rust nor blight touched it, and oh, how the flowers bloomed! But perhaps it was
because Bertha kept it so carefully weeded and pruned and carried water to it
so faithfully in the drought.


What do you think about it?


______________
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THE DARK glasses might have fooled Steve
McCloud but Mrs. Sherry Cecil's voice never. He'd heard it too many times,
dreamed of it too many nights. It was the kind of voice that got under a guy's
skin. Singing, laughing— or with a sob in it, the way McCloud had heard it
last— it was a swell voice and went with the girl that owned it. 


He was standing
at the gun rack in Kent and Nichols' examining a new sporting rifle when she
came in. It was pretty dark in the corner on account of the rain outside and
they hadn't turned all the lights on yet. She went right by McCloud without seeing
him and stood at one of the hardware counters, tapping nervously on the glass.


She had on
galoshes and a tweed coat, and her little felt hat was tugged far down on her
head so that you couldn't see much of het face except what showed below the
dark cheaters. Her breast moved under the tight-buttoned coat as if she'd been
running.


A clerk in shirt
sleeves came up from the rear of the store and pulled a ceiling light-switch.
"May I help you, Miss?" he asked.  


"I— I want
a file, please."


The clerk looked
mildly surprised "A file?"


"Yes.
Something that will cut steel quickly, please."


The clerk swung
a series of hinged sample boards, came to the file layout and waited, very
bored, for the girl to take her choice.


McCloud didn't
move till, it -became quite evident that she didn't know one file from another.
It wasn't that he didn't want to see her. It was just that she'd made it quite
plain after the trial that she didn't want to see him, or, for that matter,
anybody else who had known her. So he waited, and the clerk fidgeted, and the
girl seemed to have an awfully hard time explaining what she wanted to file,
and McCloud finally came along the aisle and stood looking down at the top of
her head. "Hello, Sherry," he said.


She didn't turn.
"I'll— I'll take that one," she told the clerk, pointing.


McCloud took her
elbow, and swung her about, His other hand went under her chin, tilting her
head back. "Sun glasses on a rainy day are kind of screwy, even to a
dick," he said. His voice was very gentle for a big man, though, "You
wouldn't cut an old friend, would you, Sherry?"


Her fine mouth
quivered a little, and something that might have been a tear, or maybe a rain
drop, crept out from under the shell-rims, "Stephen!" she said,
trying to put a lot of pleased surprise into it. "Stephen, how nice!"


He grunted, dug
down in his left-hand trousers pocket and paid the man for the file, "See
you home, Sherry?" 


"No,"
she said. "Oh, no thanks, As a matter of fact, I'm not going home, But do
look me up soon, will you, Stephen?"


Still holding
her elbow he steered her up the aisle. "You mean that, Sherry? You're not
sore because I put the heat on George?"


She said she
wasn't.


"Well,
that's swell, then, But where'll I look? You're not at the Preston any
more."


"No, I'm
not at the Preston any more, I— I couldn't stand the publicity, Stephen. I'm at
the Crillon now."


They stood on
the walk under the awning for a moment and he saw that she had a cab waiting.
He put her in it, gave her the paper-wrapped file. "Tomorrow too soon, Sherry?"


She gave him a
tight little smile, "Tomorrow will be just right," she said, and then
the door slammed and McCloud was standing alone in the rain, not minding it a
bit because his foolish Irish heart was singing an echo to the promise in her
voice.


Of course she'd
married the wrong guy. But by this time she knew that as well as McCloud did,
for the guy was right this minute on his way up to San Quentin to do a
twenty-to-life stretch. McCloud sighed luxuriously and walked down to the
Grotto, intending to get a steak and a pint of ale.


A pleasant
place, the Grotto. In the windows as you went in, there were lobsters and one
thing and another, and while McCloud never ate fish himself he thought it was a
swell idea, As usual at six in the evening there was a crowd— mostly the gang
from around the Court House and the Hall of Justice. Dicks, shysters, bail bond
runners and a jurist or two. Everybody knew McCloud and there was always a seat
waiting for him, No matter what the hour, always a seat— because Joe De Luca
liked him.


Tonight people
acted sort of funny, though. It was as if McCloud's entrance was a signal for
absolute quict. Knives and forks hovered in mid-air, and guys that knew McCloud
well just stared at him blankly and looked hastily away. It only lasted a
second, and then the din was resumed and everything looked the same as usual,
But Steve happened to be sensitive to things like that.


He paused at the
cigar stand, leaning his elbows on it, and grinned at Joe De Luca. "What
is this— a rib, Joey?" he asked.


Joey said it
wasn't a rib, and shoved a folded extra across the glass. He was a little man,
very fastidious about his dress and immensely proud of his teeth. The teeth
were unbelievably white under the tiny waxed mustache, but De Luca wasn't
smiling. He said, "Where you been the last coupla hours, Lieutenant?"
And tapped a shiny-nailed forefinger on the paper.


McCloud looked
down. It took about two seconds for the news ° to penetrate, but when it
finally did his stomach tied itself in a knot. He wasn't scared. He was just
stunned, because he'd planned big things after meeting Sherry Cecil. Now he
knew those things could never happen because he knew why she'd been buying that
file.


George Cecil,
Sherry's husband, wasn't on his way up to Quentin after all. He was in
circulation again and when last seen had been sporting a pair of steel
bracelets. It didn't take a genius to figure out what the file had been for.
He'd had help getting off the train, and one of the two dicks guarding him was
now dead. McCloud felt partly responsible for that, because he hadn't gone
himself.


Joe De Luca was
saying, "Well, I hope you see him first, fella," and McCloud
remembered that George Cecil had sworn to get him— when and if.  So that
was what was biting all these mugs. They liked McCloud, but they were betting
on George Cecil.


He said,
"Yeah, well, thanks, Joey," and took the paper with him as he went
down the right hand line of booths.


Guys nodded to
him now, and said, "Hiyuh, McCloud," and he nodded back, a trifle
absently, because all the time he was thinking about Sherry Cecil and her swell
voice, and about a file and a pair of steel cuffs on a killer's wrists.


He decided he
wouldn't have the steak. He'd lost his appetite, and, anyway, the skipper would
think it was funny for a guy to be eating steak when he ought to be out on the
pavement looking for a lead. He had a couple of quick ones at the cocktail bar,
and was just turning away when somebody laid a hand on his shoulder.


It was the
skipper, Captain of Detectives Rex Kilgannon. He said, "Run over to
Headquarters with me, Steve. We've hauled in Farmer French and a couple of his
rods. Maybe we can get something out of them."


McCloud said,
"All right," in a matter-of-fact voice and followed Kilgannon back up
the aisle and out between the glass cases of fish and lobsters and what have
you, There was one lobster that looked big enough to be the twin of the thing
that was slowly tearing McCloud's heart to pieces. Not that even Kilgannon knew
there was anything wrong. McCloud's worry, if any of it showed, would be put
down to the natural feeling of one dick over another's death— and maybe just a
touch of jitters on account of George Cecil's threat. There weren't a lot of
people who knew what Sherry Cecil meant to big Steve McCloud.  


They cut
diagonally across upper Broadway, walking because it was just a step or two,
and the water in the gutters, plunging down the hill from the Temple, gurgled
and razzed McCloud for being a sucker, It kept asking him questions, like why
didn't he call the Crillon or, better still, take a squad and go down and put
the collar on George and Sherry Cecil?


He could have
said it was because they wouldn't be at the Crillon; not after Sherry had told
him the Crillon, anyway. Only he knew that if he was on the level hed make the
try. There was a cop dead and he wasn't doing anything about it. Hell of a
note.


Kilgannon's
short, thick legs were hard put to it to keep up with McCloud's sudden burst of
speed, He panted, "Hey, lug, there isn't any fire!"


McCloud slogged
on, not saying anything, just thinking. They got into the Hall of Justice and
took the elevator up to the seventh.


Kilgannon's
office looked like a convention hall. There were three or four dicks, and
Kilgannon's assistant, Jake Kleinschmidt, and the night skipper of the
uniformed squad, and a civil clerk, all ready to take down anything Farmer
French and his hoods might care to divulge.


French had sent
out for a bottle and a swell time was being had by all. On the surface. The
cops were playing nice and pretending that one of them being gunned out was all
in the day's work, and French was sympathetic as hell about the whole business.


He was a square
chunk of a man who liked to pretend he was just one of the boys and
deliberately cultivated a manner that went with the "Farmer" tag
someone had pinned on him. He had thick gray-black hair and brown skin, which
he'd probably gotten from a sun-lamp, and twinkling good-humored dark eyes
under a thatch of gray-black brow.


His voice boomed
at McCloud.


"So the
heat's on, eh, boy?"


McCloud
shrugged, took off his hat and shook the rain from it. His hair was thinnish,
brushed carefully back from a center part and so light it looked almost white
under the lamps, He had sort of grayish-green eyes and a healthy,
well-conditioned pink skin that made him look younger than he really was. He
sat down beside the skipper's desk, put his hat back on and thrust his white,
capable hands into his topcoat pockets. He didn't say anything and Kilgannon
coughed nervously.


"Well, uhh,
we can't hold French forever, Steve. You got any questions you want to ask
him?"


McCloud said,
"Sure, but will he answer 'em?"


Farmer French
laughed boomingly. "Now, now, McCloud, you ought to know me better than
that. Haven't I always cooperated?"


"If you
mean coming down here whenever you're asked, sure. If you mean spilling
anything after you get here, no, Not that I blame you, Farmer, If I was in the
rackets I wouldn't talk either, Only thing is, you became Number One when
George Cecil took the rap. Looks like it'd be as unhealthy for you as for me to
have him running around loose again."


French nodded
his big square head at the room, "Just what I've been telling the boys,
McCloud. I wouldn't pretend with smart guys like you that there isn't money
being made in this country. George always treated me okay, too. But just the
same the Organizations have run a lot smoother since you put the bee on him,
Everybody satisfied and no squawks, Why should I want George out again?"


Jake
Kleinschmidt held his thumb and forefinger to his nose. "Organizations,
bah! Rackets is what I call 'em and rackets is what they are. And we let these
guys come in here and walk right out again.'


Jake had a
brother in the produce business, and the brother was paying 'off, and Jake,
even as-a lieutenant of dicks, couldn't do anything about it, which naturally
made him very sore.


McCloud forgot
about his own troubles long enough to grin at Jake's red, perspiring face.


The grin went
away when he looked back at Farmer French.


"Okay. It's
a swell yarn the way you tell it, but there's plenty angles. George Cecil
couldn't appear as the number one guy again. Not with the heat on him. Still
and all, there's lots of guys -in your organization that liked him, Maybe you
had to spring him to please the boys." He watched the two rodmen as he
said this, but he couldn't tell anything from their expressions because they
didn't have any. French's face lost its jovial look, turned wooden, "AH
right, McCloud, you don't like me and I admit that goes double. Just thé same,
I don't like the idea of George Cecil being out any -more than you do, Besides,
I've got an alibi and so has every one of my boys." He broke off as door
opened.


Herman Schwartz
came in. Schwartz was French's attorney and had been George Cecil's attorney.
He was a dapper little man with black shoe-button eyes and a birdlike maner, He
cocked his narrow head on one side, and regarded French quizzically,


"I heard
you were down here," he said. "Any trouble?"


"Not a
bit," French boomed. "Not a bit, Herman." He looked around the
room, chuckled. "The boys and me never have any trouble, do we boys?"


The boys all
shuffled their feet and admitted they never had any trouble. All but Steve
McCloud and Jake Kleinschmidt, McCloud never shuffled his feet at any time,
seldom expressed any kind of emotion. He just looked mildly speculative while
Jake chewed his nails in an excess of frustrated rage. It-was these two that
French didn't like.


Schwartz
scratched his nose, said, "Well, then, we might as well be going, eh,
Farmer? I've got something I wanted to talk over with you."


French and his
two rodmen started toward the door and Captain Kilgannon said "Now, wait a
minute, wait a minute. I've got a couple men out I haven't heard from
yet."


"Checking
my alibi?" French asked.


Kilgannon
scowled, The phone on his desk rang and he yanked it to his chest. "Hunh?
Oh, alj right, you can come in." He put the phone down. and waved French
away. The Farmer and Schwartz and the two rodmen went out, arguing amiably ever
who was going to win the fight at the Hollywood Legion Friday.


Captain
Kilgannon looked disgusted, and Jake Kleinschmidt said in a choked voice,
"You ought to! Every time that mug comes in here I wonder why I ever let
him get out again, Well, why do I?"


Kilgannon said
wearily, "I don't know, Jake. I don't even know why you keep asking crazy
questions like that. There's nothing I'd like better than to— Oh, hell, what's
the use talking about it?" He pulled a heaped-up report basket to him,
snapped: "Well, what are you guys waiting for? Get out on the, street.
Find this mug Cecil and it won't hurt my feelings a bit if you don't bring him
in alive!"


Turning to
McCloud, he said: "You need any help, Steve?"


McCloud said he
didn't. He went out with the rest of-them and read the paper on the way down to
the street. They'd yanked George Cecil off the train at San Fernando. One
eye-witness said there'd been two cars filled with gangsters; another said
there were two men in a sedan.


The dick who was
still alive didn't know whether the guys had come in a plane or a steamship.
They'd just appeared all of a sudden, and there were a lot of shots and the
next he knew he was all over blood, and Fogel, his partner, was dead.


McCloud kept
saying this to himself, sort of like a ritual. "Fogel is dead, Foge! is
dead. A square puy and I know where the mug is that killed him, or anyway, that
is responsible, and what am I going to do about it?" He looked a little
tired around the eyes. But still he kept saying it, over and over.  


 


ii


 


McCLOUD went
down the ramp from the main floor and got his own car out of the police garage.


It was still
raining as he turned down Broadway and the flasher lighted marquees of the
theaters and neon facades of the cafés were reflected in the oily black
asphalt. The tires on the car ahead of him squeezed little geysers out of the
car tracks.


After a while he
turned right and crossed over to Figueroa and then into Wilshire, and five
minutes along Wilshire brought him to the Crillon. He parked and went into the
ornate lobby, asked the man at the desk for Sherry Cecil's number. There wasn't
any Sherry Cecil, the man said. McCloud pulled his badge from a trousers pocket
and described Sherry very minutely.


He could do
this, he found, without even closing his eyes. Funny thing, the way some peope
made an impression on you.


There still
wasn't any Sherry Cecil, though, not even under another name, McCloud believed
the clerk because the Crillon was that kind of a place, and anyway he'd been
almost certain before that Sherry had lied. He just wanted to be sure.


He wedged
himself into one of the row of phone booths and dialed the Yellow Cab main
office. Having put Sherry into a cab he naturally remembered the cab's number,
McCloud was like that. It didn't take such a lot of brains to do what he was
doing. Determination, maybe, but not brains. After a while they located the
driver for him and McCloud got an address on West First Street. He went out
there.


It was a kind of
down-at-the-heel neighborhood, In the good old days the city fathers and the
big-shot pioneers had lived along here because it wasn't so far from the Plaza—
just far enough out to get away from the screech of stage-coach wheel and the
dust of milling horses. A lot of old houses with their bulging windows and
jigsaw cornices were still standing. Some of them had hopeless looking cards
stuck in lace-curtained windows offering rooms for rent.


Number 812 was
like that, only it didn't have any card. It stared wide-eyed and blank-faced at
McCloud as he rolled by. There were lights in the back of the house, though.


He parked, came
back on foot and mounted tall steps to the sagging porch, The bell still
worked. He could hear it 'way off somewhere when he leaned on the button, He
took his gun out of the shoulder holster and put it in his topcoat pocket.


There was a
brief wait, then a Jight went on in the front hall and the diamond-cut colored
panes in the big front door made a sort of rainbow effect around Sherry Cecil
inside, She opened the door.


McCloud took his
gun out and said, heavily, but as if his mind was made up and he wouldn't brook
any argument: "I've come for George, Sherry."


Down the hall,
back where ıt was very dim, a guy said, "Get out of the way, Sherry,
I'm looking for him, too." That was one thing about George Cecil: he
wasn't a rat.


Sherry just
stood there for a second, eyes fixed on McCloud with a blank expression as if
she wasn't really seeing him, One small hand started up to her mouth, but she
let it drop before it reached there. Not the hysterical kind, Sherty.


There was a
cough, a dragging footstep down the hall, and McCloud got a brief flash of a
vague shadow and the bright gleam of metal. He pushed the door wide, flinging
Sherry back with it, and lifted his gun.


She screamed
then, not loudly: "No, McCloud! No, Stephen, please. He's wounded!"


And like an echo
came a flat report. Something lifted McCiond's hat off, and part of his scalp
too, it felt like. Blood ran down into his eyes and he brushed at it
impatiently. He tried to sight his gun, but he couldn't seem to lift it, it was
so heavy. And then there was another shot and the slug must have hit his gun,
because it. suddenly slammed back against his heart, knocking all the breath
out of him, He sat down, not out, but very near to it, and the light in the
ceiling looked miles away and was doing tricks that no light had any business
to do. There werent any more shots.


He got an arm up
finally and wiped a sleeve across his eyes. His wind came back with a great
sucking whooosh, and then Sherry, who had mysteriously vanished, came flying
back and was down on her knees, cradling his head in her lap. "Stephen!
Oh, Stephen, darling, are you hurt badly?"


It was very
pleasant to have a girl with a voice like that calling you darling, but a guy
couldn't stay on the floor forever. He rolled over and got up, pretending he
hadn't heard what she'd called him, Dames sometimes said things they didn't
mean, and anyway there was the little matter of George Cecil down the hall.


McCloud shook
his big head, to clear it of the buzzing noises, and Sherry put a hand under
his elbow, steadying him. He still had his gun. He pushed it out in front of
him, started along the hall.


Sherry clung to
him. "Stephen, don't you understand?" she said. "George is
dead!"


She was crying
now, not noisily, and McCloud, somehow feeling that it was all his fault, put
an arm around her and they went toward the still huddle back there in the
shadows.  


George Cecil was
dead, all right. Nobody would ever be any deader. He didn't have any shirt on,
and there was a whole slew of bandage wrapped around his chest. Blood stained
it from beneath and there had been a hemorrhage recently because a lot of the
blood had come out of his mouth, too.


McCloud pushed
the girl away, turning her around, so she wouldn't have to look, and got down
on his knees beside all that was left of the great George Cecil. He'd been a
handsome guy, George, and not a rat, even if he had been in a tatty business.
Funny about this shooting. McCloud knew he hadn't done it.


So who had? The
cops on the train? Nope, the paper had said they hadn't fired a shot.


He got up
presently, knowing that whoever had fired the slugs, it was Cecil himself who
had caused his own immediate death by getting out of bed to gun McCloud, The
exertion had done it, Out in the street a siren wailed. McCloud looked at
Sherry there against the wall, telling himself swiftly that maybe he could keep
her out of this, He fumbled the key to his flat out of a trousers pocket,
thrust it in her hand.


"Beat it,
Sherry," he told her. "The cops'll be here in just a second, now, and
I'm going to try to keep you in the clear. Go to my flat— you know where it is—
and I'll see you there later." He took her shoulders in his two hands, and
gripped down hard. "But no more runarounds, see? If I have to go looking
for you again I won't be playing. My cat's down the street. Scram."


The siren was
very close now. McCloud went to the door with her, cursed as he saw the two
cops tumbling from the prowl car in front. He knew they'd seen her but sent her
on down the steps anyway.


One of the men
said, "Now wait a minute, sister. Not so fast. What goes on here?" He
grabbed Sherry by the elbow, spun her around and then he looked up and saw
McCloud, "Oh, it's you, Lieutenant! We got a call that there'd been a
shooting." 


McCloud said,
"There has. Let the lady go and come on up." 


There were a few
people in the street now. This part of town was apparently accustomed to
minding its own business when the cops were involved. The cop let go of Sherry's
arm and she disappeared down the sidewalk. The pair came up to the porch, and
McCloud led them along the hall to where he'd left Cecil. Only George Cecil
wasn't lying as McCloud had had seen him last. Somebody had rolled him over and
his pockets had been turned out. They were quite  empty.


McCloud hardly
heard the awed, "Lieutenant, you sure wrapped him up for keeps!"


He didn't even
bother to tell the mug that it hadn't been he who had done the wrapping.
Somebody had searched Cecil right under McCloud's nose—at least in the short
minute he'd been up front with Sherry. That could mean but one thing. Someone
had been in the house all the time, and Sherry had known it and played him,
Steve McCloud, for a sucker. Twice in one day. One side of his mouth lifted in
a sneer at himself, and his eyes looked bitter, disillusioned.


He shivered
suddenly, said, "Okay. You and Grogan bottle the place up, See that no one
gets out," 


"You mean
there's more of em?"


"I don't
know," he said heavily. "There might be. Anyway, I want to have a
look around before we call Headquatters. On your way."


They split, and
tramped to their posts, muttering.


McCloud went
through the house pretty fast after that. Nine rooms, there were, most of them
unfurnished. He found where George Cecil had lain, and this room showed signs
of a hasty search too. There was a couch used as a makeshift bed, and on the
table beside it was the file and a pair of handcuffs.


McCloud wiped
them absently with his handkerchief in case the girl had left her prints, and
suddenly woke up to what he was doing and cursed savagely. Still trying to
cover her. What a fool! He put his mind on George Cecil's escape. Something
very screwy about that. McCloud was positive that neither of the dicks on the
train had had a chance to shoot. Yet undoubtedly Cecil had been shot. Add that
to the search of the corpse just now and what did you have? You had plenty.


Lips tight,
gray-green eyes very hard now, McCloud went to the wall phone and jiggled the
hook. The operator answered instantly. This dump must have been one of Cecil's
hole cards, held in readiness against just such an emergency as this,
Headquarters answered and McCloud asked for Captain Kilgannon.


"Be right
over," the skipper said. He was very pleased over the whole- thing.
"Nice going, boy."


McCloud said,
"Yes, it was swell." He hung up and found Cecil's coat and vest, and
whoever had searched the guy's pants had been here, too. The pockets were as
empty as McCloud's stomach felt. Not that it was the dinner he'd missed. There
was just sort of an aching hole in his middle that he didn't think would ever
get filled up again.


While he was
waiting, he buzzed the supervisor and asked if there had been any outgoing
calls from this number between four and six, Cecil must have phoned Sherry, and
if he had, then he had known where to find her. McCloud knew by this time that
there wouldn't be any use looking for her at his flat. She'd slipped him again.


The supervisor's
voice crackled in his ear and he noted something that he'd subconsciously
tagged about the skipper's voice, too. It sounded like the diaphragm and
magnets in the receiver weren't working right. They were working good enough
for him to get an address out in Glendale, though. He thanked the woman and
wrote the number down in his little book.


Captain
Kilgannon came clumping in on his short, thick legs, looked around the room and
sniffed. Then he took McCloud's arm and led him out into the hall. There were a
lot of guys clustered about George Cecil now; Several dicks, a couple of the
boys from the lab, two reporters and Herman Schwartz. McCloud wondered how Herm
had got in on this. Perhaps he had been hanging around Headquarters when the
call came in, and having been Cecil's mouthpiece he'd naturaily be curious.


Kilgannon said,
"Lets see your gun, McCloud," and Steve hauled it out.


The skipper
looked at it, and finally, very red in the face, yelled: "What goes on
here, anyway? You never shot the guy, McCloud!"


"Did I say
I did? I just told you ke was dead."


"Sure, but—
well, blow me down! Then who did it? Neither one of our boys got a chance to
squeeze a trigger."


McCloud said,
"Unh— hunh, that's what I thought, too. I've got an idea that the gun
right down there on the floor is the one that plugged George Cecil. I think he
took it away from the guy that plugged him. You find any more bodies around
town this afternoon?"


Kilgannon
snapped his fingers, remembering something. "We did pick up a guy! Over by
the river in an ash can, and come to think of it he was one of Cecil's old mob.
Now why didn't I think of that?"


"I guess
we've all missed something. about this: crackpot train break. I don't believe
George Cecil planned it, or knew a thing about it till it actually happened.
But somebody"— he locked hard at Herman Schwartz— "wanted Cecil
loose, and not because they liked him either."


"You mean
he had something?"


"I mean he
had something. Might have been evidence that'd keep his mob in line till he was
sprung on parole, I don't think so, though. If French, of Schwartz here, had
anything to fear from George Cecil, or if he had anything he wanted to spill,
hed have done it before now. I think it's dough, myself. I think ` he had
plenty stashed away some place and somebody wanted it."


Schwartz' little
shoe-button eyes glinted, It might have been amusement, though you couldn't
tell in the half-gloom of the rear hall, "Believe it me, McCloud, George
never had as much money left as you hint, and who should know it better than
his— now— counsel?"


McCloud said,
"Farmer French, maybe?" and Herm Schwartz chuckled and stratched at
his nose.


"There you
go, McCloud, always cracking jokes. You'll kill me one of these days."


Lieutenant Jake
Kleinschmidt, coming in with a deputy M.C., overheard this last and vouchsafed
a dire prophecy. "If he don't, somebody else will, Schwartz. I hope I'm
there to see it"


Schwartz said,
"You won't live that long, kraut."


Captain
Kilgannon barked, "Cut it, you two. This is supposed to be a murder
inquiry— remember?"


The doctor got
up off his knees holding a slug in a pair of forceps, "Thirty-two,"
he said. "Maybe the same gun, for all I know... You'd better let me patch
up that groove in your head, McCloud." He got some mercurochrome and
adhesive out of his bag, and McCloud took off his hat and stood there twisting
it in his big hands while he got taped up.


A couple of
dicks came up leading one of the harness bulls. "This mug says there was a
frail around, Skipper. McCloud told 'em to let her go."


Kilgannon got a
sort of magenta color, and his- short mustache stuck straight out, "So you
let her go, huh? Who was she, McCloud?"


McCloud said,
very steadily: "I wouldn't know, Skipper, just a dame that happened along
and heard the shots. I toid her to beat it." He knew he wasn't fooling
Kilgannon, though. The skipper was plenty smart.


Kilgannon said,
side-stepping for a moment because he never liked to argue before subordinates,
"Tell me what happened, boy. I mean, how come you smelled this place
out?"


McCloud made up
a good story. Everybody knows you've got a perfect right to protect your
stoolies, so you don't have to tell which one it was or how you got the tip.
"So I eased up to the porch," he finished, "just feeling the
place out before I called a squad, The door was unlocked and so I came in, but George
must have heard me because he let me have it before I could de more than get my
gun out. The effort made him spring a leak, though, and he was dead when I got
to him."


"And this
girl came in after that?"


"That's
right, Skipper," he said, 


McCloud felt
like a heel. Why was he lying like this? Just stubborn, he guessed, or maybe he
was afraid of being razzed. Even as he thought that, he knew he was kidding
himself. There was still a little hope at the back of his mind that Sherry
would really be waiting at his flat. It wasn't much of a hope, but he had to be
sure, didn't he? And ali the time the little devils kept hammering at the ache
in his head. "You're a sucker," they chuckled.


Captain
Kilgannon looked baffled, but all he said was, "All right, clean it up,
you guys. Check that gun against the slugs you took out of Cecil. Maybe it's
like McCloud says."


Steve edged
toward the front door, Jake Kleinschmidt and Herman Schwartz came along behind
him, still arguing, and the three of them went down to the street together. McCloud's
car wasn't where he had left it. He felt a little better at that. Maybe Sherry
would be waiting for him, Not that just waiting would square things, but still
and all it might not be so bad.


Jake
Kleinschmidt said, "Ah, nuts!" at some remark of Schwartz, and
addressing McCloud: "You going my way, Steve?"


Steve said he
was and they got in the department car and left the lawyer standing there
looking after them with lively speculation in his bright little shoe-button
eyes. It wasn't till they were weli away from the district and almost down to
Headquarters that McClond asked Jake to drop him off.


 "I want to
run up to my flat for a minute, Jake. I feel like I was blood from head to
foot."


Kleinschmidt
pulled in beside a cab rank. "I've got to get back," he said,
"With both the skipper and me off the desk you never know what'll happen,
but you're always sure it'll be bad. This case is a long way from being broke,
hunh, Steve? I mean, say your dope is okay, and that somebody's after something
Cecil has stashed away, Even if Cecil killed the mug we found in the ash can,
and the mug killed Cecil, there's still plenty angles. There was at least two
gunnies mixed up in the break, maybe more, and we've got to get 'em all if we
want the killing of a cop cleaned up right." McCloud said, "Thats the
idea, Jake." He remembered something. "I guess I owe you a vote of
thanks for talking me out of escorting George Cecil up to Quentin myself. It
might have been me that was dead, hunh?"


Kleinschmidt
nodded gloomingly, "I get premonitions sometimes," he admitted, and
when he thought at the sight of Steve's grin that he was being ribbed, he
growled: "All right, all right! But just the same it happened, didn't
it?"


You couldn't
argue with that. Only it seemed too bad that Jake's premonitions didn't include
all the details. Steve said, "Well, I'll be seeing you," and caught a
cab.


It was after
nine when he got out in front of his flat. No sign of his car but he was still
being hopeful. Sherry might have put it in the garage.


 


iii


 


HE WENT into the
little foyer— it was only a four family building—and got his spare key from
where he always hid it under a potted palm, and after that he took the carpeted
stairs two at a time, He tried the door, found it locked. The lady on the opposite
side of the landing opened her door and looked at him.


"Oh,"
she said, when she saw McCloud, and added: "I thought I heard you come in
a little while ago." As if she were paid to keep an eye on his comings and
goings. Snoopy old lady. She wore spectacles pushed up on her forehead and no'
doubt they'd have shattered had she known it was a girl she'd heard using his
key.


McCloud said she
must have been mistaken, and waited for her to close her-door before he opened
his, She withdrew, turtlefashion, but still suspicious. She must have been
reading the papers about the evil lives led by detectives. He went in quickly,
shut the door behind him and stood very still on the threshold.


The lights were
on and there was an almost imperceptible perfume that told him Sherry had been
here, But Sherry wasn't here any more. She'd left a note. He strode to the
table, picked up his key and the hurried scrawl under it. 


 


Stephen, I can't wait. I feel as if I'm being watched
every minute. Since George was convicted someone has been dogging my footsteps
pretty consistently, not bothering me in the physical sense, but making me
uncomfortable, The reporters were bad enough, but this— well, after what
happened to George, it's rather frightening. Perhaps you hadn't better know where
I'm going. Believe me, I know and appreciate what you did in letting me go, and
it's only because I'm afraid your kindness will backfire that I'm getting out
from under your feet. Your car is in the garage.


 


McCloud tore the
note to bits, slowly, methodically, his square capable hands moving as if this
were very important and had to be done just so. He tossed the pieces in the
fireplace, and went out to the kitchen and poured himself a drink, He felt he
deserved one now.


So Sherry had
been tailed all the time her husband had been in the clink. Well, that tied in
with McCloud's own theory that George Cecil had something somebody wanted. This
certain somebody thought Sherry might know about it, too, Farmer French, the
new Number One? Herman Schwartz, counsel for both Cecil and French? Now, there
was a funny thing, Schwartz showing up with the cops like that. Funny, too,
that Cecil had taken the rap without squawking if there was any bad feeling
between him and his lieutenants.


Still, Cecil
wasn't a rat, and the killing McCloud had pinned on him was purely a personal
matter, Therefore he wouldn't have any reason to squeal, and as long as he
hadn't all during the trial, it didn't look as though anybody had any reason to
worry about the future. So what did that leave? It left dough, Or information
that could be turned into dough.


Somebody had
sprung Cecil under the guise of doing him a favor, only they'd gotten careless
and Cecil had figured it for a doublecross, He'd managed to get away, killing
at least one rodman and getting the business ` himself. Stili with the cuffs on
too, poor devil.


So why hadn't he
called Farmer French? Because he was as scared of French as he was of the cops,
That left only Sherry. Yeah, she was the kind that'd help even a yellow dog if
it was hurt, and George Cecil had been her husband, Naturally she'd gone.


McCloud washed
up and got out a new topcoat. He was just shrugging bulky shoulders into it
when someone rang the bell. Just to be on the safe side he got his gun out,
held it down along his right leg and, twisting the knob with his left hand,
stepped back as the door came open, Captain Kilgannon said, "Oh, were you
expecting somebody?" and looked at the gun. McCloud put the gun away,
feeling foolish, The skipper came in quietly enough, closed the door behind him
in the same quiet fashion, but you could see trouble in his eyes. He stood
squarely in front of McCloud, his short, thick legs spraddled out, his fat,
hairy hands hanging straight down but curled a little at the tops, McCloud knew
the signs. He'd seen those hands ball into fists many a time.


Kilgannon said,
"You've been with me a long time, boy. Too long to start crossing me and
the department now. Where is Sherry Cecil?"


McCloud looked
blank. At least he hoped he was looking blank. "Sherry Cecil? Why, I
wouldn't know, Skipper."


One of
Kilgannon's hands lived up to its promise and made a fist. The fist came up
with unbelievable swiftness and cracked McCloud square in the mouth. He fell
back, putting up his own hands instinctively, but used them only to ward off
the skipper's follow-up. He was a head taller than Kilgannon and could probably
have taken him apart because the Old Man had a lot of years on his shoulders,
But hell, the skipper was— well, the skipper.


Kilgannon saw he
wasn't going to fight back and cursed him, "You're the first Irishman I
ever saw that wouldn't take a chance, I guess that's ali you could expect of a
rat, though, even an Irish rat. Look, McCloud. I came here before going some
place else, just to give you a chance, Do you come clean, or do I take your
badge off you and go out and get the girl myself?"


McCloud's eyes
got a dangerous light in them but his voice was quiet, even a little resigned.
He'd always known the skipper was smart. If he said he could find the girl, he
probably knew what he was talking about. Anyway it was no time to argue.


"All right,
Skipper, I'm a heel as far as you and the department are concerned. I tried to
cover Sherry because—well, because I figured shed had trouble enough."


"And because
you're nuts about her!" `


"Okay! I'm
nuts about her. I knew you smelled something, but how did you find out for
sure?"


Kilgannon
laughed shortly. "Figured the Old Man for a sap, hunh? Figured I swallowed
your lies hook, line and sinker. Why, you poor dimwit. I even know how much you
paid for the file!"


McCloud's lips
moved but no sound came out, Was this guy smart or was he smart? Curiosity got
the better of his judgment finally, and he said, "How'd you know about
that?"


Kilgannon
snarled: "The price tag, screwball! I found it on the floor. Talk about
dumb— Hell's bells, McCloud, you might have at least got rid of the price
tag!"


McCloud thought,
"Well, this is it. He's got me deadern' a mackeral, The way it would look
to anybody in their right mind I helped the girl buy the file, and naturally
I'd know what it was for, Maybe I'm even supposed to have cut the cuffs off him
myself."


Aloud he said,
"The tag had Kent and Nichols printed all over it, of course, You got hold
of the clerk and he remembered me as if I was his own brother. Look, Skipper,
would you believe it if I told you I had no idea? That I didn't even know
George Cecil was on the loose when I paid for that lousy chunk of iron? Why
should I buy a file when I had a key?"


Kilgannon said,
"Sure, I thought of that. Maybe that's one of the reasons I'm giving you a
break. You say you didn't know. You found out later, didn't you— and you let
the girl walk out right under the cops' noses. Fact is, you even tell 'em she's
okay. She's an accessory, and so are you, and if you don't turn her up I'm
going to throw you in the can and go out and get her myself. You think I don't
know where she is? Why, I've forgotten more tricks than you'll ever know. A
phone supervisor gave me the address in Glendale, Surprised?"


It was a
surprise, too. McCloud was so surprised that, almost unconsciously, he brought
one up from below his knees and hung it on the skipper's chin. Kilgannon was
braced so that he hardly moved out of his tracks. He just sighed a little and
sort of melted down to the floor and lay there looking quite peaceful, though a
trifle astonished.


McCloud stared
down at him gloomily, After a while he mumbled something that sounded like,
"Now that's just swell, The end of a perfectly delightful evening. Not to
mentiom a career." He put on his hat, being very careful to get it at just
the right angle, and went out, closing the door softly behind him.


The lady across
the hall popped out, like a cuckoo bird, "Did I hear something drop?"


"I think
so," McCloud said. "If you listen real close you'll hear something
else in a few minutes, Don't let it bother you, though. It'll just be a guy
named Kilgannon pretending he's a steam roller." He went down the stairs
and around to the garage at the rear. It was dark in the alley, darker than
that in the garage itself, but Sherry had left the dors open. Steve went in on
the left side of the car, reached to turn the dashlight on and somebody shoved
a gun in his right kidney.


There was
something about the way it was done that told you it was a gun and not a
banana, and what the gun's owner said proved he'd had a lot of experience at
that sort of thing.


"Let's play
nice," he said, "shall we, copper?" His voice was gentle, almost
caressing. "I'm awful glad you didn't bring your pal down with you,
because I'm all alone. Guess I'll be enough, though, hunh?"


McCloud had one
hand on the light switch, the other frozen to the door handle. He could have
maybe kicked the guy in the shin or something, But he had an idea that it might
be his last kick, so he just kept on leaning inside the car and said he liked
to play nice.


"Well now,
that's just fine," said the guy genially. "What I always say is a
copper's got just as much: sense as a human being. Or almost, anyway. If you
stand up now, I won't have to reach so far."


McCloud
straightened, and the gun went away from his kidney and smacked him on the
skull instead, It was very neat. This guy had so much experience that he could
call his shots to a sixteenth of a second.


When McCloud
opened his eyes he was still half in the car and just starting to slide, But
the guy had gone clear around, gotten in and was closing the right hand door.
He hooked the gun under McCloud's chin— not hard, just enough to snap him wide
awake.


"Time to
get up baby," he said. "We got a long drive ahead of us."


McCloud grabbed
for the gun, seeing it was so close, and the guy was faster than he was, He
didn't grab anything but thin air, and the guy's left fist collided with his
nose. Right on the spot that starts you crying. And then the guy's left hand
snaked the gun out of McCloud's shoulder clip, and he sighed, "My, my, I
heard you were a tough guy to get along with."


McCloud was so
mad he couldn't speak. His throat felt full of blood and his lungs were
bursting, and his back teeth ached, he was clenching them so hard, But he
wasn't silly. He climbed in under the wheel when the guy said,
"Climb," and after a little they were out of the alley and rolling
across town.


The guy seemed
to think he'd said enough for a while because he didn't waste words saying
right or left. He kept one gun in McCloud's ribs and used the other to gesture
with, McCloud counted up to one hundred, very slowly, and his blood pressure
went down accordingly. Out of the corner of his eye he kept studying the guy's
profile, trying to place it, He decided this was one of the two gunmen who had
been in the skipper's office with Farmer French.


He said, spacing
his words carefully: "What have I got that Farmer wants?"


"Don't ask
me, copper, I was just told to grab you. You and the frail. My pal had to leave
when the dame did, and I was kinda worried when Kilgannon showed, What'd you do
with him?"


"He's right
behind us," McCloud said. It didn't work, though. The guy just chuckled
pleasantly and refused to turn around to look, It was discouraging. Especially
after what he'd just said about his pal going after Sherry. If Farmer French
didn't get her the cops would, and all in all it looked like a stormy night.


French would
hardly send a gangster that could be identified with him if he was going to
turn McCloud loose afterward. So figuring that way, McCloud didn't have a lot
to lose by taking a chance now.
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THEY WERE coming
down the Los Feliz hill into Glendale, with Riverside Drive and a red flasher
at the bottom. You're supposed to stop here so it was perfectly natural for
Steve to ease down on the brake pedal. From the hood's angle there was no
danger because there wasn't a traffic cop within miles. Besides, he had two
guns. The thing the hood didn't know was that McCloud's cat had mechanical
brakes and n werent synchronized very well. It wasn't raining any more fut the
streets were still plenty wet.


There was a
little cross-traffic on Riverside, and McCloud said worriedly, "You think
we'd better stop?"


The hood looked
and McCloud slammed the pedal down hard. Two of the brakes locked. The car
tried to do a sudden stop, botched it and staggered into a good imitation of a
barrel roll.


The hood cracked
his head into the windshield. His gun went off three times but it wasn't in
McCloud's ribs any more on account of he had the guy's wrist and was really
going to town. Just as the car turned over he got this gun loose, and the hood
remembered he had a second gun and turned it on McCloud, The two piled up on
the right side of the coupe, the down. side, and the car slid along crazily
till it smashed into a light pole.


McCloud went out
for a minute. When he opened his eyes glass, was still raining down on him. The
light pole was bent in the middle, like a stooped old man, and trying to peer
in through the upper side of the car, McCloud pushed himself off the guy
underneath, saw that the guy didn't have a head any more. The door must have
come open when the car tilted over, and the guy's head had got itself caught
between the door and the frame, and the car had dropped smack on his neck, The
guillotine never did a cleaner job.


Outside, brakes
were screeching, and somebody y was yelling: "Good God, what a wreck! What
a wreck!"


McCloud wormed
his bulk around till he could get hold of the door handle. It wouldn't work so
he knocked the rest of the glass out of the window with his gun and started to
crawl out. The guy outside that was telling the world what a wreck it was
changed his yelp to "He's alone! Hot ziggety, bring 'em back alive!"
He had a bottle. 


McCloud took it
away from him, said, "Shut up," and looked around. Five or six cars;
more coming up. There was a coupé that was pointed in the right direction and
only one guy in it. Still carrying the bottle, McCloud brushed its indignant
owner aside and went over to the coupé. He showed his badge and the guy opened
the door for him.


"Central
and Los Feliz," Steve said. "I've got to get to a phone." He
nursed a little of the liquor from the bottle.


"Anybody
else in that car?"


McCloud told him
there was but it didn't matter on account of the guy was very dead indeed.
"Quite a polite guy, too," he said, and opening the door at the
corner of Central he got out. 


and thanked the
man. He gave him the bottle, too, and then he ran on legs that were a little
wobbly and sort of exploded into the corner drug store, He dropped a coin in
the phone and watched his finger dialing the number the supervisor had given
him, The finger was bloody and so was the rest of his hand, but it wasn't his
blood. He shivered a little.  Sherry's voice came to him, sort of strained:
"Yes?" 


"McCloud.
Are you okay, Sherry?" 


There was a
brief wait before she said, "Yes, quite all right, thank you." And
then, very desperately: "No. I'm not. Stephen. Oh, Stephen, come quickly.
I'm at—" 


The line went
dead, McCloud was out of the store, out in the middle of the street and
flagging a cab before his dime hit the bottom of the coin box. The driver
didn't want to argue. Not with the gun, nor with the look on Steve's face. They
went away from there ina hurry. Cypress was a dead-end street, curving gently
on itself till it ran smack into the cliffs below the glistening white monument
that marked Forest Lawn Cemetery. The hundred-foot shaft glowed softly under
the caress of indirect lighting, but the street itself was dark, shrouded in
the dripping shadow of giant pepper trees and the heavy, sweetish smell of
orange blossoms. The little bungalow sat far back in a tangle of shrubs, There
was a light behind drawn shades.


McCloud gave the
driver a crisp, "Wait," and ran up the drive toward the light.


From the shadows
a deeper shadow detached itself and somebody said, "McCloud!" in a
surprised hiss.


Steve put on the
brakes long enough to recognize Jake Kleinschmidt. Just then Sherry screamed
inside, Not bothering to stop and wonder why the Lieutenant should be here,.
McCloud ran on and up the steps. The door opened under his hand,


A guy came out
of another door down the hall, saw McCloud and the gun in his hand jumped as he
squeezed the trigger. He squeezed it twice, and the first slug creased McCloud—
between arm and ribs, The second smacked into the ceiling on account of the guy
was already falling when he fired it,


Steve's first
try had been a bull's-eye. It looked like the guy had tried to catch the slug
in his teeth, only he hadn't been fast enough and it had got by his teeth,
making a wreck out of theback of his neck, He was dead by the time he hit the
floor. It was the pal of the guy who'd lost his head; the second of the two who
had been with Farmer French. 


McCloud hurdled
the body, plunged through the side door expecting anything, but all he found
was Sherry Cecil. She was in a big chair before the fireplace, eyes closed
and-a little trickle of blood running down her cheek from a cut on her
forehead. Wrists and ankles were taped cruelly tight with adhesive but Sherry
wasn't feeling anything. She was out cold. 


McCloud went to
his knees beside her, mumbling, "You poor kid—you poor kid!" 


It was very
difficult getting the tape off because the whole damned room and everything in
it was all smoked up with a red haze. McCloud didn't know that the haze was
mental, born of his own insensate rage, Even Lieutenant Jake Kleinschmidt's fat
face was tinted with it, there in the doorway, and the gun in his fist was but
an added aggravation. It came to Steve quite suddenly what he must do,
Kleinschmidt was behind the whole thing; at least a part of it. Sure, it had
been Jake who had tipped French about the train, Jake had sent the rodmen to
Steve's flat, because he was the only one who had known definitely that Steve
was going there. Steve had told him and no one else, And Kleinschmidt was here,
wasn't he? How could he have known about this place if he wasn't in with
French's mob? The skipper wouldn't have told him. McCloud was unconscious of
putting his own gun away, reckless of the menace of that other gun in
Kleinschimdt's fist. Big square hands outstretched, he rounded the chair very
carefully, because he was afraid Jake's face might disappear if he took his
eyes off it, Then he had Jake's throat and was clamping down hard, and Jake's
beating at his head with the gun and yelling didn't seem to make a bit of
difference.


The two of them
fell down finally, McCloud on top. The gun went off and Steve felt a jolt of
pain in his side. He released the throat long enough to take the gun away and
toss it aside. One of Jake's big fists came up and clipped him on the button,
rocking him, but he went back to the dogged business of tearing that head off
its shoulders.


Jake's voice,
far away, croaked, hoarsely: "McCloud, are you crazy? Steve, have you gone
off your nut?"


McCloud grunted,
"Yeah, like a fox." He punctuated each syllable with a squeeze.


Then Sherry's
voice, very gentle and soothing: "Stephen, please don't, Don't do this
thing, Stephen. I'm all right."


He looked down
at the purpling face above his hands as if seeing it for the first time. Then,
because Jake would keep, and Sherry needed him, he rolled groggily to his feet
and stood there swaying. Breath whistled between his teeth, and he made
sympathetic little chuckling sounds, taking the adhesive off her wrists.


Sherry touched
his head gently. "Oh, Stephen, what have I done to you? You've been
wounded again."


"Wounded?"
he said vaguely. He put his hand to his side and felt warm blood seep out
through his fingers, "Sure, sure, but nothing to write home about. Just a
scratch." He looked at her, then, keenly. "Look, Sherry, I'm all
washed up, so you don't have to pretend any more. George left a lot of dough
some place, and French' wants it. All right, I'll help you get it, Where is
it?"


She looked at
him as if he had struck her, "You 'really believe that! You think I helped
him for money."


"What's the
use arguing, Sherry? You know where the dough is, don't you?"


"No, I
don't! George was very secretive, and even if he hadn't been, I lost all
interest in his money when I found out how he made it. All I got out of
marriage, all I wanted, was this little place where I could hide."


"All right,
I believe you, but nobody else will. There's a rap out against us for harboring
an escaped criminal, Let's you and me find a spot where we can both hide. They
tell me South America isn't so bad— if you like it."


Jake
Kleinschmidt said, "You are not going to South America, McCloud, You and
the dame ain't going any place— except to hell, maybe. We're gonna wait for
French and that rat mouthpiece of his, and I'm gonna blow the innards outa
every damn' one of you."


Jake had his gun
again and was holding it very steadily. There was kind of a glary look in his
eyes, as if he were high, or really off his nut. After what he'd just said, it
was a toss-up.


McCloud took a
deep breath. "Sure, Jake, you want to kiss us all. Well that's all right
with me. Only how are you going to find the money without me? French don't know
where it is. Herman Schwartz don't know, Otherwise they wouldn't be still
trying to find out. Sherry don't know, either. In fact, I'm the only one that
does know, so let's be crooked cops together, hunh?"


Jake laughed a
little. Not, with his eyes, though, "I always figured you for a square
copper, McCloud. Until tonight. Just goes to show what a sap a guy can be,
hunh? Either you're in with French, or you and the little lady are playing the
hand alone. But whatever your angle is, you crossed the department and I don't
want any part of you."


Slug-nutty,
that's what the guy was, McCloud, watching the gun all the tim said, "That
sounds kind of funny coming from you, Jake. The fact that you're here ties you
into the deal with French, The skipper never told you about this place because
he was trying to give me a break first. And somebody on the inside slipped
French the dope on what train Cecil was riding. Pl give you this, though: You
saved my life by talking me out of that trip, Or were you afraid French's
rodmen couldn't take me like they did Fogel?"


The glary look
went out of Kleinschmidt's eyes for a second, but it came right back again.
"All right, if you're so smart, where do you think I can find the
dough?"


McCloud,
sparring for time, or a break, said, "Cecil must have had the dope on him.
Not the money, but the means of getting it, maybe, If it was as much as I
think, he couldn't carry the dough around with him, It was'n't at the house, or
you guys would have found it. My idea is that there's a key, or a receipt, or
something that'll show where the stuff is."


"There
wasn't any key, or any receipt."


"You guys
just don't know where to look, Jake, Did you ever think of looking inside the
telephone receiver?" He was just guessing, but it might be a good guess at
that. The skipper's voice, and the supervisor's, had sounded kind of funny, He
wished Sherry would cough, or, something, to distract this guy for a second.
She didn't, just sat there wide-eyed, and he began to bunch his muscles for a
try in spite of the gun. Someone moved in the hall and, looking over
Kleinschmidt's shoulder, he saw that it was the taxi driver. The mug had a
monkey wrench in his fist and it looked about two feet long.


He inched inside
the door, winked at McCloud, who looked carefully away so that Jake wouldn't
notice. There was a sudden dull. thump. Sherry caught her breath in a little
gasp, held it. McCloud looked, Jake Kleinschmidt was down on his knees, just
beginning to topple over on his face, and the gun in his hand made another dull
thump when it hit the floor.
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THE TAXI DRIVER
looked a little white around the gills, "Every time," he said,
"every time I hafta do that I always get sick afterwards."


McCloud said,
"If you get sick I'll hold your head, bud. I owe you plenty for
that."


He got down on
his knees and examined Jake. Not even a crack in the skull. The guy must be
made of reinforced concrete. Even as he thought this, his vision blurred and a
lump crawled up in his throat because Jake had always been a swell egg, and
even a cop sometimes needed extra dough,


He stood up.
"Well, I guess we'd better scram."


She looked at
him; looked at him as if they were quite alone and the taxi bandit wasn't
standing there with his mouth open and drinking it all in. "I'm sorry,
Stephen. I've been a worry to you for a long time, haven't I?"


He shrugged, His
light hair was all mussed up and there was a bitter droop to his lips, but the
gray-green eyes smiled down at her. "You're an awful nuisance," he
agreed.


He took all the
money out of his pockets, around forty dollars, and gave it to the guy with the
monkey wrench, "Take us back to Los, fella, and then forget youever saw
us. Can do?"


The guy said he
had a terrible memory. They started down the hall and the driver stumbled over
the rodmen on the floor, "I done that before," he complained
pettishly. "Comin' in. The guy must be dead."


McCloud said,
"I think so too," and got between the dead guy and Sherry so she
wouldn't have to look at all the details. He was so busy doing this that it was
Sherry who saw the skipper first.


Kilgannon was
blocking the front door, He said, "Stand still, you," and the gun in
his hand made it unanimous. They stood still, The driver hefted his monkey
wrench suggestively, and locked at McCloud who shook his head, Kilgannon didn't
miss a thing. He took one step forward, slapped the driver with the flat of his
gun.


"Like that,
hunh? Where do you fit in all this?"


The taxi driver
said he didn't. He said it was all just a mistake, on account of he was only
trying to protect a fare, and what with all the shooting going on, and dead
guys tripping you, and this and that, it was all very disconcerting.


Kilgannon
barked, "Dead guys, hunh? Seems like they follow you around, don't it,
McCloud? First George Cecil, Then we pick up your car and there's a guy in it
without a head, and here's another guy that if he ain't dead I never hope to
see a stiff, A regular little private war, hunh?"


McCloud said it
wasn't very private, He didn't feel like kidding. It was just a thought.
Kilgannon said it was too damned private for an honest cop to be mixed up in.
"That lets you out, though. You're crooked."


Sherry said,
"He is not!"


The skipper
said, "Oh, yeah? Well, your recommendation just makes it that much tougher
on McCloud." He looked at the driver's badge number, "All right, you.
I can find you whenever I want, Scram out of here and phone the Glendale
cops."


The driver went
out, shaking his head.


Kilgannon
gestured with his gun. "Let's see what's inside."


They looked, and
Jake Kleinschmidt wasn't there any more. Far down the street was the roar of a
motor, and the open window told McCloud how Jake had got out, He felt relieved
at that, more than anything else, because it would be tough on the Old Man to
find out his whole staff was crossing him, And then he got a very funny idea
indeed.


"Skipper,"
he said, "I think I can lead you to Farmer French on a tie-up that won't
be pleasant for you, maybe, But it will definitely dunk the Farmer. He's  in
this up to his neck. You know it and I know it. But proving it is something
else again. Even identifying the two gangsters won't help because they're dead.
Herman Schwartz could spring Farmer on a writ so fast it'd make your head
swim."


The skipper
twirled the cylinder of his gun. He didn't look as if he wanted to shoot
anybody, But McCloud knew he was seething inside. Kilgannon was a fanatic about
anything affecting the department's reputation. His florid cheeks were taut.


"Not
pleasant for me, hunh? I've had to take plenty in my time, including this caper
of yours, McCloud. I'll bust this town wide open if I have to. So what?" 


"We'll have
to go back to the house on First Street, Chief, And we ll have to hurry. I've a
hunch that French will be there, too. There's something there he wants." 


Kilgannon's eyes
flickered from McCloud to Sherry. Steve couldn't tell what he was thinking.
Then, swifter than light, the skipper's left hand darted out, patted McCloud's
empty holster, his pockets. "All right," he said. "I'll give it
a whirl. You'll do the driving." They went out and got in the skipper's
car, McCloud under the wheel, Kilgannon and Sherry in the tonneau. Kilgannon
kept his gun in his lap all the way back to town, There were two cars parked in
the same block at the First Street house, not in front of it but farther down,
and McCloud dida't know whether that meant anything or not.


He rounded the
block to the alley and they all got out. It was pretty dark in the back yard.
Kilgannon kept nudging McCloud— with the gun, and holding onto Sherry's arm,
and the three of them went stumbling over old tin cans and one thing another
till McCloud lost his temper.


"For crying
out loud, Skipper, this is supposed to be a plant, not a bunch of visiting
firemen! I'm not going to run away."


Kilgannon rasped
back, "You are trying to tell me!" He kept the gun tight where it
was, and it was lucky he had it out, at that, because, just then a guy opened
the back door and iooked out, Faint yellow light identified him as Herman
Schwartz, Herman had a gun. He saw McCloud first and lifted the gun in both
hands, as if it were very heavy, and the gun went beor-booim-boom, But Schwartz
must have closed his eyes, woman-like because none of the slugs hit McCloud.


The skippers
thirty-eight barked, just once, and Herman Schwartz sat down, looking
surprised. Then McCloud was on nim, wrenching the gun free. From the room to
the left came the sound of more shots, a whole flock of them, very loud and
very close together. McCloud ran in there, "Farmer French was against the
wall, blood spurting from his face, his throat, his chest, yet holding himself
almost uptight by holding to the dangling telephone cord with one hand.


He was trying to
lift his gun for another shot at Jake Kleinschmidt, half in, half out of the
window, It was too heavy apparently. He let it drop, and then the telephone
cord snapped and he dropped too, Kilgannon came in, still holding onto Sherry,
and dragging Herman Schwartz.


He let go of
both when he saw McCloud lifting Jake through the window, Jake was hit. McCloud
couldn't tell how bad, but he wasn't dead. He wasn't even out, because when
Steve stretched him out on the floor he still held on to his gun, and opened
his eyes and looked up at the skipper. McCioud stepped back. Sherry, over by
the door, gave a little startled scream and McCloud turned and saw Schwartz
come to life. Herm had another gun, or maybe it was the Farmer's. He was
pointing this at the skipper's back and muttering gibberish.  McCloud yelled,
which was all he could do as he saw Kilgannon dive cut of line. Then the gun in
Jake Kleinschmidt's fist started belching, It kept right on till there was
nothing but empty clicks, and Herman Schwartz was nothing but an empty,
lifeless shell. Jake lay back in McCloud's arms, "Worth it," he
smiled.


"Worth
every damn' one of my mistakes just to burn them down when they couldn't
wriggle out of it."


McCloud said
huskily, "Sure, boy, we all make mistakes, I'm for you, Jake."


Kilgannon came
over and got down on his knees, too. "This isn't private, is it?" He
got out his knife and slit Jake's vest and shirt open and away from the gaping
wound. "What you laying down for, Jake? You're not gonna die!" 


Jake said,
"That's— that's too bad, Skipper. I kind of hoped I would, on account of—
well, on account of I'm a crooked cop and I know how you hate crooked
cops."


McCloud said,
"Nuts, Jake! I've been thinking about some of the things you said out
there in Glendale and I guess— I guess I kind of misjudged your motives. For a
time, when I had you pegged for crooked, I thought all your raving about how
you hated the rackets was just an act. But it was on the level."


Jake pushed
himself into a sitting position against the wall. "Why wouldn't I hate
'em? Look what they done to my own brother, let alone a lot of other guys. Did
the law do anything about it? Not a thing. So I thought I'd pay smart. I
started doing French a favor now and then, hoping to pin something on him from
the inside. He hooked me instead. I had to play to keep from being busted out
of the department. But all the time I kept hoping I'd some day get him and
Schwartz in a spot where I could burn them down legally."


He smiled
crookedly at the skipper, "Funny, hunh? I guess I must have gone a bit
screwy, thinking about things, I mean, being a cop, even a kind of crooked one,
it never occurred to me to just go out and shoot these guys. I had to get 'em
in a place they had no business to be, so I could smoke 'em and have a good
legal excuse."


"Kind of a
private war?" the skipper said.


"Kind
of," Jake said, and closed his eyes.


Kilgannon looked
at McCloud and Steve said, "I figured him all wrong, Skipper. Plenty
wrong. All but one thing. He really did phone the tip I gave him to where it
would do the most good, Only thing was, I didn't figure the right motive for
his doing it. If you'll bother to look, you'll see that both Jake and I were
right."


McCloud pointed
to Farmer French with the telephone receiver still clutched in his dead hand.
The hard rubber shell had shattered at the bell and there was a flat key and a
piece of paper on the floor beside it, The skipper got up, unfolded the paper.
It was a storage company receipt for a private room.


Jake opened his
eyes again. "You got me wrong, McCloud, about how I knew of the Glendale
place. I guessed, of course, that you were holding out about the girl. So when
you told me you were going home, I beat it out there, got there before you did,
I guess, Anyway, I was just in time to see the little lady come out and grab a
cab. There was a guy tailing her, and I sort of tagged along behind both of
them.


"You see,
she didn't mean anything to me, except maybe a chance to get French. I waited
out there in the yard expecting maybe the Farmer would come, and then I could
nail him on a kidnap rap, or something. But I never had any part of killing
that cop. Farmer promised me there'd be nobody hurt, and I was still hoping for
a break, See what I mean?"


McCloud said he
did. "The skipper does, too, Jake, no matter how fierce he looks."


Kilgannon got
out a handkerchief and blew his nose loudly. He avoided McCloud's eyes and
said, "Well, we can't sit here gabbing all night. The cops'll be here any
minute, and we gotta get Jake to the hospital. There's a lot of screwy angles
to this, though. Why'd French and his mob stall so long? I gotta know things so
I can make out a good report."


McCloud said,
"It's all pretty clear, now that we've got Jake's side of it, French's
gangsters must have lost Cecil after he gunned the one you found in the ashcan.
Anyway, he got in the clear and came here, They knew he was in the district
somewhere, but didn't know the exact place. My guess is that they just patroled
the district till something happened, When they heard him shooting at me, they
came and—" He broke off, flushing a little as he remembered how they'd
searched the corpse while he was standing at the front door waving goodbye to
Sherry.


"Well, they
came here and what? I really would like to know."


Steve told him.
He knew he was a sap and there was no use pretending.


Then the cops
came, and the skipper forgot McCloud for a minute in his irritation at the way
a big bull picked up Jake Kleinschmidt, "The guy's going to the hospital,
not the morgue, dummy! Be careful!"


The bull said,
" 'Scuse it, please, Skipper," and went out, carrying Jake like a
sack of potatoes.


Kilgannon
bellowed. "I dunno which is worse, private wars or flat-feet." He
went to the phone, found he couldn't use it because Farmer French had
practically ruined it. He spun about, glared at McCloud who had his arm around
Sherry's waist and was leading her out the door.


"Hey, you,
whose private war was this, anyway? Yours of Jake's?"


"Does it
make any difference?" McCloud said, "It worked."


____________
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IT WAS sweltering hot on the narrow
bush-track, and I thought I'd pull aside into the scrub and have a smoke. I got
off my beast, and was leading him into the shade, when he shied violently, and
a voice came from amongst the branches of a sapling.


"Aha! De
'orse-a no expec' to see von man perch-a in de tree like-a de birrd-a."


Then there
dropped to the ground a queer-looking little chap, whose fashion of English was
hardly needed to stamp him as Dago. "Southern Italian, for choice," I
told myself, as I noted the short Punchinello figure, the black bullet-head,
the green-tan complexion, the twinkle of good-humor-cum-roguery in the beady
little dark eye. My guess was good. He was Calabrese, he told me, but had lived
long in France. A cook, he was. A chef, in fact, he added, with a smirk, as he
rapidly rolled a cigarette and lighted it. Then he hauled himself up to his
branch again, and sat twinkling down at me, with his legs dangling.


"Den, vat
for I knock about in de Bush-a, you teenk, eh?"


"Well,"
I said, when I had got my pipe going; "I'm more curious to know how you
came to be knocked about in the Bush." Reasonably recent personal violence
was advertised upon his face by two decadent "black eyes," a bruised
cheek, and a lip-swelling that lop tilted his scrubby black moustache.


He flung one
hand at me, and I thought the inevitable "Altro!" was upon his
lips. But he drew in his arm, smote his fist upon his pate, and said
"God-dam!"


"Well,"
I said, "that's plain English, anyhow! And is that how you feel about
it?"


His face
brightened-up again with comical suddenness, and, with a shrug of his shoulders
and an airy wave of his cigarette, he hopped down from his branch like a
cock-sparrow.


"I tell-a
you about dat," he said. "Eet vas very onplaisan' teeng for me— vat
you call von 'rough-a time-a.' But, Cospetto! I getta laivel vit dem. I,
vat you say-a, 'come out on top.' I, Baldovino Tovagliuolo, I 'ave mi gran'
raivainge." 


Here Mr. B.T.
became suddenly and unaccountably convulsed with laughter.


"Corpo!"
ecstatically smiting his thigh, "but I like-a to be dere ven dey find out.
Diamine!— no ! On vat you call-a second t'oughts, I no like-a. Dey
moordair me eef dey catch-a me!"


"Who'll
murder you? What have you done? What's it all about?" I said; beginning to
think that possibly this small man with the large name had a "little bit
off the top." But with Southern quickness he divined my thought, and, with
a grimace, seated himself on his swag and set himself steadily to tell me his
tale.


He had been—
great come-down for an alleged cordon bleu— men's cook at a station a
good bit further back; had left, and, striking the men's hut at Wundabarra, had
remained a few days there with remarkable consequences.


The incumbent of
the cook's office at Wundabarra was Irish, red-headed, and appropriately
peppery; and a discussion upon their Art and Mystery between him and the
visitor had led to hot words, and in due course to the collision of Ireland's
fist with Italy's eye. Italy had thereupon flung himself unscientifically upon
the foe, but had been dragged off by the others, and compelled to do battle in
the British fashion, with results, of course, disastrous to himself,


"Ven l
stan' oopy vit mi arrms benda, so, de vay dey show-a me, he push-a out his
feest queek-a, like von 'orse-a keek, an' knocko mi eye damnabile, an' I fall
down dead-a; but dey lif' me oop again, an' dat dam Irlandese, 'e knock-a mi
ozzer eye, an' kill me some more-a. Seex dam temp I vas knock-a to de terra,
an' den dey lif' me oop, an' dey say, 'Good-a man! Eet eez all ovair. Shake-a
de han' vit heem.' An' I no unnerstan'; but I shake-a de han' all right-a, an'
I say to miself, 'Vait a beet, Baldovino, an' you pay-out-a all dese dam barbari.'
An' ven de cook say 'e vair sorree, an'e letta me cook for von veek, eef I
like-a, I say dat in two-tree day, ven I getta de propair teengs togezzer, I
cooka dem von deener more superbo dan dey evair not 'ave eatin all deir life
before-a. An' I getta de teengs, an' I cooka dem de deener; an' dey say he
seemply magnifico. An' dey vira into heem. Bacco! 'ow dey vira
in. Dey no leave-a so mosh as von dam fragmen' per i cani— for de
doggas. An' dey vant me vair bad to tella dem vat teengs dey'ave eata; an' I
say I no tella dem, but I write-a down de menu; an' ven dey can finda
annyboddee vat can reeda de Fransh for dem, den dey know-a all about
heem."


Here the little
man bobbed suddenly up from his swag and hopped around in another ecstasy of
enjoyment. But the joke hadn't come my way yet, so I yawned, knocked the ashes
out of my pipe, and was putting my foot in the stirrup, when B. Tovagliuolo
laid a detaining hand on my arm.


"Von
momaint," he said, peering at me through his cigarette-smoke, with
half-shut eyes. "You no see vere de fon— de shoke— com een, eh? But, tella
me—can you reada Francese— Fransh, I mean?"


"Oui,
" I said. "Comme-ci, comme-ça."


"Aha— air
good! Den, eef you should 'appen to go neara— vat 'is name, de station—
Vundabarra— you might aska to see dat menu ; an' ven you reada eet for dem barbarissimi
maladetti, you unnerstan' vere de shoke com een. An' dey unnerstan' 'ow
Baldovino Tovagliuolo pay-a dem outa for all dem knocka in the faccia."


My interest
awoke. I was myself on my way to Wundabarra— going to put in a week or two with
Crawford, the bachelor manager thereof.


I'd have a look
at this menu, I told myself, and see wherein consisted the "shoke"
that appeared so amply to compensate the Dago for the man-handling he had
undergone. But— perhaps it was no joke. 


"Here, I
say," I broke out aloud, "this is no poisoning business, is it?
Because—" 


"Poison?—
no feara! De dam wretches deserva to be poison all-righta, but I not fool
enough to try dat game. Possibilmente, I be hanga som' day, but I in no
such a dam 'urree as all dat."


I left him
seated on his swag, rolling another cigarette and piping, not unmelodiously,
the "Lucrezia Borgia" air, "La mia vendetta."


 


"NO,"
Crawford said; "there couldn't have been any poisoning in the case. The
men are all right. But we must have a look at this blessed menu. Hi,
Jimmy," he called to the half-caste boy who had acted as
"parlormaid"; "cut over to the hut and tell cooky I want
him."


We were smoking
on the verandah after dinner. Presently the men's cook made his appearance.


"You had a
foreign chap at the hut for a few days last week, didn't you, Flanagan?"
asked Crawford.


Mr. Flanagan—
rufous, raw-boned and raucous-voiced— checked a snigger. "Yis, boss, we
had; and a funny little divil he was!"


"So I
understand— funnier even than perhaps you're aware of. Cooked a fine dinner for
all hands one day, didn't he?"


"He
did," Flanagan answered, with a stare of surprise. "He did that. I
don't belave the Governor-Gineral ever laid lip to a betther!"


"And you
don't know what it consisted of?"


"Divil a
know! The Dago chap wudn't tell us nothin' about that. But he wrote out a
maynew, an' he sez, sez he; 'It's ahl there, me bhoys— ahl there, in most
illigant Frinch,' he sez; 'an' whin yez gets annywan to thranslate it for yez,
ye'll be wahnting to see me bahd,' hesez; 'just to embrashe me, an' kiss me
han', an' tell me what a great artis' lam intoirely.' An' divil another word
cud we get out of him."


"I see. How
did you come to let him cook?"


Mr. Flanagan
shifted his weight from one leg to the other, and scratched his scarlet
whisker. 


"Well,
y'see, boss— 'twas this way. The Dago was a cocky little sparra, and he got
arguin' wid me about cookery; an' wan wurrd led to another, till at lasht he
cahls me a dam ignorant Oirish savage. So—" Mr. Flanagan modestly paused. 


"Yes, go
on. And then?"


"Oh, well,
then I hands him out wan in the oi. I wus a bit sorry when I seen he cuddn't
use his han's no more nor me granny; but he flew at me loike a woild-cat, an'
the other chaps hauled him off an' med him foight like a Christian."


"Like a
Christian!" echoed Crawford. "Quite so!" he added, with a
cynical laugh. "Well, then?"


"Well,
then," Flanagan went on, unwillingly, "I had to drop him foive or six
toimes before he'd quit."


Crawford frowned
and puffed hard at his pipe.


"Well,"
he said, "I don't think much of the lot of you for treating a stranger and
a foreigner like that."


" 'Twas all
fair enough," Flanagan said, sulkily.


"Fair
enough; yes—  according to your notion of proper fighting. But you wouldn't
have called it fair if this chap had stuck a knife in your gizzard, which would
probably be his notion of proper fighting. But let that pass. He says, l am
told, that he got even with the lot of you through that dinner, and that, when
you get the menu translated for you, you'll find out how. So, bring the paper
here, and we'll have a look at it."


In a few minutes
the cook returned with the fateful document; and, as he handed it to Crawford,
I could dimly see the forms of half-a-dozen of the hands hovering curiously in
the dusky background.


I took the paper
over to the lamp and opened it. The writing was in a small copperplate-ish hand;
and, as my eye fell on the first item, I began to understand.


Struggling with
laughter, I turned to Crawford.


"Well,"
he said; "can you make it out?"


"Oh, yes; I
can make it out quite well; but I hardly think it's advisable to give these men
a translation. You see, the first item is, 'Purée de sauterelles vertes.'
"


"Sounds
well, at all events," said Crawford, smacking his lips and leaning back in
his chair. "I can't get my fellow to give me anything half so grand as
that. What's it mean?"


I stooped and
whispered in his ear. He sat suddenly up and whistled. "Oh, that's the
game, is it? What a lark! And the rest of it?"


I ran my eye to
the end. "Worse!" I said.


"Never
mind! Frenchy, or Dutchy, or whatever he is, has got back on the beggars all
right. Here, you chaps, come along, all of you, and hear what your toff dinner
was made of."


The men gathered
up, looking a bit puzzled and sheepish; and, loudly and slowly, I read:


"Purée
de sauterelles vertes. Green-grass-hopper-soup."


A gasp from one
man and a snigger from another. They probably thought I was "kidding"
them.


"Salmis
de lezard aux vers-de-bois. Hashed lizard and wood-grubs."


"Oh,
Lord!" from a man in the rear. "I say, Mister," from the cook,
"what are y' givin' us? Ye can't pull me leg like that, ye know."


"I'm
pulling no legs," I said. "I'm reading what is here— neither more nor
less. Corneille au kari," I went on; "curried crow."


"Faugh!"
from the man nearest the cook— "that's enough for me."


It was
apparently more than enough, for he fled, and was ill— audibly.


"Petits
patés des blattes. Cockroach-patties."


Here another man
spat out viciously and fled. Then all the rest, save the cook, broke ground and
followed. And the sounds of them as they went, were like unto the heaving of
the great deep. The cook was as pale as death in the lamplight, but he stuck
grimly, so to speak, by his laboring gastric engines.


"Go
on," he said, doggedly. "Give us the rest of the picnic, while ye're
about it."


"Porc-épec
etuvé aux mouches-à-viande. Stewed porcupine and blowflies."


Moisture
glistened on the cook's forehead; he gasped like a dying fish. Then with a
tremendous effort, he set his mouth to speak.


"Go—
go—"


"On,"
he would have said. But Nature rushed him. He clapped his hands to his stomach,
and, with a hideous groan—


La Revanche was complete!


___________
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THE COLONEL SAID:


We rode for several hours
straight from the shore toward the heart of the island. The sun was low in the western
sky when we left the ship. Neither on the water nor on the land had we felt a
breath of air stirring. The glare was upon everything. Over the low range of
hills miles away in the interior hung a few copper-colored clouds.
"Wind," said Briery. Kilooa shook his head.


Vegetation of all kinds showed
the effects of the long continued drought. The eye wandered without relief from
the sickly russet of the undergrowth, so dry in places that leaves and stems
crackled under the horses' feet, to the yellowish-brown of the thirsty trees
that skirted the bridle path. No growing thing was green except the bell-top
cactus, fit to flourish in the crater of a living volcano.


Kilooa leaned over in the saddle
and tore from one of these plants its top, as big as a California pear and
bloated with juice. He crushed the bell in his fist, and, turning, flung into
our hot faces a few grateful drops of water.


Then the guide began to talk
rapidly in his language of vowels and liquids. Briery translated for my
benefit.


The god Lalala loved a woman of
the island. He came in the form of fire. She, accustomed to the ordinary
temperature of the clime, only shivered before his approaches. Then he wooed
her as a shower of rain and won her heart. Kakal was a divinity much more
powerful than Lalala, but malicious to the last degree. He also coveted this
woman, who was very beautiful. Kakal's importunities were in vain. In spite, he
changed her to a cactus, and rooted her to the ground under the burning sun.
The god Lalala was powerless to avert this vengeance; but he took up his abode
with the cactus woman, still in the form of a rain shower, and never left her,
even in the driest seasons. Thus it happens that the bell-top cactus is an
unfailing reservoir of pure cool water.


Long after dark we reached the
channel of a vanished stream, and Kilooa led us for several miles along its dry
bed. We were exceedingly tired when the guide bade us dismount. He tethered the
panting horses and then dashed into the dense thicket on the bank. A hundred yards
of scrambling, and we came to a poor thatched hut. The savage raised both hands
above his head and uttered a musical falsetto, not unlike the yodel peculiar to
the Valais. This call brought out the occupant of the hut, upon whom Briery
flashed the light of his lantern. It was an old woman, hideous beyond the
imagination of a dyspeptic's dream.


"Omanana gelaãl!"
exclaimed Kilooa.


"Hail, holy woman,"
translated Briery.


Between Kilooa and the holy hag
there ensued a long colloquy, respectful on his part, sententious and impatient
on hers, Briery listened with eager attention. Several times he clutched my
arm, as if unable to repress his anxiety. The woman seemed to be persuaded by
Kilooa's arguments, or won by his entreaties. At last she pointed toward the
southeast, slowly pronouncing a few words that apparently satisfied my
companions.


The direction indicated by the
holy woman was still toward the hills, but twenty or thirty degrees to the left
of the general course which we had pursued since leaving the shore.


"Push on! Push on!"
cried Briery. "We can afford to lose no time."


 


WE RODE ALL NIGHT. At sunrise
there was a pause of hardly ten minutes for the scanty breakfast supplied by
our haversacks. Then we were again in the saddle, making our way through a
thicket that grew more and more difficult, and under a sun that grew hotter.


"Perhaps," I remarked
finally to my taciturn friend, "you have no objection to telling me now
why two civilized beings and one amiable savage should be plunging through this
infernal jungle, as if they were on an errand of life or death?"


"Yes," said he,
"it is best you should know."


Briery produced from an inner
breast pocket a letter which had been read and reread until it was worn in the
creases. "This," he went on, "is from Professor Quakversuch of
the University of Upsala. It reached me at Valparaiso."


Glancing cautiously around, as if
he feared that every tree fern in that tropical wilderness was an eavesdropper,
or that the hood-like spathes of the giant caladiums overhead were ears waiting
to drink in some mighty secret of science, Briery read in a low voice from the
letter of the great Swedish botanist:


"You will have in these
islands," wrote the professor, "a rare opportunity to investigate
certain extraordinary accounts given me years ago by the Jesuit missionary
Buteaux concerning the Migratory Tree, the cereus ragrans of Jansenius
and other speculative physiologists.


"The explorer Spohr claims
to have beheld it; but there is reason, as you know, for accepting all of Spohr's
statements with caution.


"That is not the case with
the assertions of my late valued correspondent, the Jesuit missionary. Father
Buteaux was a learned botanist, an accurate observer, and a most pious and
conscientious man. He never saw the Migratory Tree; but during the long period
of his labors in that part of the world he accumulated, from widely different
sources, a mass of testimony as to its existence and habits.


"Is it quite inconceivable,
my dear Briery, that somewhere in the range of nature there is a vegetable
organization as far above the cabbage, let us say, in complexity and
potentiality as the ape is above the polyp? Nature is continuous. In all her
schemes we find no chasms, no gaps. There may be missing links in our books and
classifications and cabinets, but there are none in the organic world. Is not
all of lower nature struggling upward to arrive at the point of
self-consciousness and volition? In the unceasing process of evolution,
differentiation, improvement in special functions, why may not a plant arrive
at this point and feel, will, act, in short, possess and exercise the
characteristics of the true animal?"


Briery's voice trembled with
enthusiasm as he read this.


"I have no doubt,"
continued Professor Quakversuch, "that if it shall be your great good
fortune to encounter a specimen of the Migratory Tree described by Buteaux, you
will find that it possesses a well-defined system of real nerves and ganglia,
constituting, in fact, the seat of vegetable intelligence. I conjure you to be
very thorough in your dissections.


"According to the
indications furnished me by the Jesuit, this extraordinary tree should belong
to the order of Cactaceae. It should be developed only in conditions of
extreme heat and dryness. Its roots should be hardly more than rudimentary,
affording a precarious attachment to the earth. This attachment it should be
able to sever at will, soaring up into the air and away to another place
selected by itself, as a bird shifts its habitation. I infer that these migrations
are accomplished by means of the property of secreting hydrogen gas, with which
it inflates at pleasure a bladder-like organ of highly elastic tissue, thus
lifting itself out of the ground and off to a new abode.


"Buteaux added that the
Migratory Tree was invariably worshiped by the natives as a supernatural being,
and that the mystery thrown by them around its cult was the greatest obstacle
in the path of the investigator."


"There!" exclaimed
Briery, folding up Professor Quakversuch's letter. "Is not that a quest
worthy the risk or sacrifice of life itself!? To add to the recorded facts of
vegetable morphology the proved existence of a tree that wanders, a tree that
wills, a tree, perhaps, that thinks— this is glory to be won at any cost! The
lamented Decandolle of Geneva— "


"Confound the lamented
Decandolle of Geneva!" shouted I, for it was excessively hot, and I felt
that we had come on a fool's errand.


 


IT WAS NEAR SUNSET on the second
day of our journey, when Kilooa, who was riding several rods in advance of us,
uttered a quick cry, leaped from his saddle, and stooped to the ground.


Briery was at his side in an
instant. I followed with less agility; my joints were very stiff and I had no
scientific enthusiasm to lubricate them. Briery was on his hands and knees,
eagerly examining what seemed to be a recent disturbance of the soil. The
savage was prostrate, rubbing his forehead in the dust, as if in a religious
ecstasy, and warbling the same falsetto notes that we had heard at the holy
woman's hut.


"What beast's trail have you
struck?" I demanded.


"The trail of no
beast," answered Briery, almost angrily. "Do you see this broad round
abrasion of the surface, where a heavy weight has rested? Do you see these
little troughs in the fresh earth, radiating from the center like the points of
a star? They are the scars left by slender roots torn up from their shallow
beds. Do you see Kilooa's hysterical performance? I tell you we are on the
track of the Sacred Tree. It has been here, and not long ago."


Acting under Briery's excited
instructions we continued the hunt on foot. Kilooa started toward the east, I
toward the west, and Briery took the southward course.


To cover the ground thoroughly,
we agreed to advance in gradually widening zigzags, communicating with each
other at intervals by pistol shots. There could have been no more foolish
arrangement. In a quarter of an hour I had lost my head and my bearings in a
thicket. For another quarter of an hour I discharged my revolver repeatedly,
without getting a single response from east or south. I spent the remainder of
daylight in a blundering effort to make my way back to the place where the
horses were; and then the sun went down, leaving me in sudden darkness, alone
in a wilderness of, the extent and character of which I had not the faintest
idea.


I will spare you the history of
my sufferings during the whole of that night, and the next day, and the next
night, and another day. When it was dark I wandered about in blind despair,
longing for daylight, not daring to sleep or even to stop, and in continual
terror of the unknown dangers that surrounded me. In the daytime I longed for
night, for the sun scorched its way through the thickest roof that the
luxuriant foliage afforded, and drove me nearly mad. The provisions in my
haversack were exhausted. My canteen was on my saddle; I should have died of
thirst had it not been for the bell-top cactus, which I found twice. But in
that horrible experience neither the torture of hunger and thirst nor the
torture of heat equalled the misery of the thought that my life was to be
sacrificed to the delusion of a crazy botanist, who had dreamed of the
impossible.


The impossible?


On the second afternoon, still
staggering aimlessly on through the jungle, I lost my last strength and fell to
the ground. Despair and indifference had long since given way to an eager
desire for the end. I closed my eyes with indescribable relief; the hot sun
seemed pleasant on my face as consciousness departed.


Did a beautiful and gentle woman
come to me while I lay unconscious, and take my head in her lap, and put her
arms around me? Did she press her face to mine and in a whisper bid me have
courage? That was the belief that filled my mind when it struggled back for a
moment into consciousness; I clutched at the warm, soft arms, and swooned
again.


Do not look at each other and
smile, gentlemen; in that cruel wilderness, in my helpless condition, I found
pity and benignant tenderness. The next time my senses returned I saw that
Something was bending over me— something majestic if not beautiful, humane if
not human, gracious if not woman. The arms that held me and drew me up were
moist, and they throbbed with the pulsation of life. There was a faint, sweet
odor, like the smell of a woman's perfumed hair. The touch was a caress, the
clasp an embrace.


Can I describe its form? No, not
with the definiteness that would satisfy the Quakversuches and the Brierys. I
saw that the trunk was massive. The branches that lifted me from the ground and
held me carefully and gently were flexible and symmetrically disposed. Above my
head there was a wreath of strange foliage, and in the midst of it a dazzling
sphere of scarlet. The scarlet globe grew while I watched it but the effort of
watching was too much for me.


Remember, if you please, that at
this time, physical exhaustion and mental torture had brought me to the point
where I passed to and fro between consciousness and unconsciousness as easily
and as frequently as one fluctuates between slumber and wakefulness during a
night of fever. It seemed the most natural thing in the world that in my
extreme weakness I should be beloved and cared for by a cactus. I did not seek
an explanation of this good fortune, or try to analyze it; I simply accepted it
as a matter of course, as a child accepts a benefit from an unexpected quarter.
The one idea that possessed me was that I had found an unknown friend, instinct
with womanly sympathy and immeasurably kind.


And as night came on it seemed to
me that the scarlet bulb overhead became enormously distended, so that it
almost filled the sky. Was I gently rocked by the supple arms that still held
me? Were we floating off together into the air? I did not know, or care. Now I
fancied that I was in my berth on board ship, cradled by the swell of the sea;
now, that I was sharing the flight of some great bird; now, that I was borne on
with prodigious speed through the darkness by my own volition. The sense of
incessant motion affected all my dreams. Whenever I awoke I felt a cool breeze
steadily beating against my face— the first breath of air since we had landed.
I was vaguely happy, gentlemen. I had surrendered all responsibility for my own
fate. I had gained the protection of a being of superior powers.


 


"THE BRANDY FLASK,
Kilooa!"


It was daylight. I lay upon the
ground and Briery was supporting my shoulders. In his face was a look of
bewilderment that I shall never forget.


"My God!" he cried,
"and how did you get here? We gave up the search two days ago."


The brandy pulled me together. I
staggered to my feet and looked around. The cause of Briery's extreme amazement
was apparent at a glance. We were not in the wilderness. We were at the shore.
There was the bay, and the ship at anchor, half a mile off. They were already
lowering a boat to send for us.


And there to the south was a
bright red spot on the horizon, hardly larger than the morning star— the
Balloon Tree returning to the wilderness. I saw it, Briery saw it, the savage
Kilooa saw it. We watched it till it vanished. We watched it with very
different emotions, Kilooa with superstitious reverence, Briery with scientific
interest and intense disappointment, I with a heart full of wonder and
gratitude.


I clasped my forehead with both
hands. It was no dream, then. The Tree, the caress, the embrace, the scarlet
bulb, the night journey through the air, were not creations and incidents of
delirium. Call it tree, or call it plant-animal— there it was! Let men of
science quarrel over the question of its existence in nature; this I know: It
had found me dying and had brought me more than a hundred miles straight to the
ship where I belonged. Under Providence, gentlemen, that sentient and
intelligent vegetable organism had saved my life.


At this point the colonel got up
and left the club. He was very much moved. Pretty soon Briery came in, briskly
as usual. He picked up an uncut copy of Lord Bragmuch's Travels in Kerguellon's
Land, and settled himself in an easy chair at the corner of the fireplace.


Young Traddies timidly approached
the veteran globetrotter. "Excuse me, Mr. Briery," said he, "but
I should like to ask you a question about the Balloon Tree. Were there
scientific reasons for believing that its sex was—"


"Ah," interrupted
Briery, looking bored; "the colonel has been favoring you with that
extraordinary narrative? Has he honored me again with a share in the adventure?
Yes? Well, did we bag the game this time?"


"Why, no," said young
Traddies. "You last saw the Tree as a scarlet spot against the
horizon."


"By Jove, another
miss!" said Briery, calmly beginning to cut the leaves of his book.


____________
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LAZILY RIDING AT ANCHOR, in company with
some half-dozen others, is a small lugger, one of a pearling fleet. It is
almost a dead calm, and on the northern horizon there is a hazy suspicion of
land, the coast of New Guinea. The midday spell is drawing to a close, and the
coloured crew are rousing themselves from their short nap under the awning
stretched amidships. In the cabin, permeated, as is all the rest of the Vessel,
by an ancient and fishlike smell, a couple of Malays are in earnest conference;
Abdrahim, the diver, and Eyed, his tender. In the bronzed hand of the former
lies a lustrous and beautiful pearl; a globe of soft moonlight, such a pearl as
is found but once in two centuries,. Both men know that it is of priceless
value, and are eagerly gloating over it, discussing, meanwhile, the best means
of disposing of their find to the greatest possible advantage. Presently
Abdrahim wraps up the treasure in a piece of rag and places it in his box,
which he locks; then, followed by Eyed, goes on deck and proceeds to array
himself in his diving-gear. This completed, he is helped over the side and
stands on the wooden rung of the short ladder, with his head and shoulders above
the surface of the water waiting While Eyed and a Kanaka put on the helmet and
screw in the mouthpiece. Take your last look at the bright sunlight, and inhale
your last breath of the fresh Sea-breeze, Abdrahim, for that pure; flawless gem
has done its work. Eyed Will not share with you the proceeds of the spoil— you
now go to your death.


The helmeted
head disappears beneath the unruffled surface of the sea and Eyed takes his
place at the pump. The nondescript crew pay little heed to his actions; again
and again the life-line quivers; but Eyed is lost in a pleasant dream of the
future in which he wonders at the surpassing folly of his countryman in
trusting his life in his hands just after showing him the glorious pearl hidden
away in the cabin. Abdrahim, he knows well, is suffocating below the lugger's
keel, but the Malay's swarthy features are calm and emotionless until he
suddenly calls hastily to the Others, and they drag to the surface the now
lifeless form of the diver. An accident, of course— something must have gone
wrong with the pump, he rapidly explains to the men as they divest the corpse
of the dress, and laying it on the deck cover it with a spare sail. Towards
evening a breeze springs up and the lugger, with the dead Malay on board,
steers for Thursday Island.


 


THE LITTLE
township on the island is fast asleep; bight bells have been struck on board
the E. and A. steamer at anchor in the stream, and the last sound of human
revelry has died away.


Near an old
boatshed in whispered conversation stand Eyed and a Chinaman.  The Malay is
excited and eager, the Chinaman apathetic, with a cunning assumption of
indifference. The big pearl is being extolled on one side and depreciated on
the other. Subtle Hi Long is assuring Eyed that he has quite over-estimated the
worth of his find, and the Malay is vehemently asserting its wonderful value.
They part, after long dispute, Hi Long calm and confident, Eyed angry and
upset. He coils up in his blankets under the Aid boat-shed, and after an hour
of two of troubled tossing falls into a deep slumber that lasts until long
after sunrise. When he awakes he sits up, fumbles underneath the bundle that
serves him for a pillow, and draws out a common red silk handkerchief with a
knot tied in one corner; glancing apprehensively around he unties the knot to
feast his gaze upon his treasure.


 With a yell he
springs up, his eyes ablaze with fury and despair, for the big pearl is gone.
He has been robbed during his late sleep. A mist of blood swims before his eyes
and blots out all his dreams of wealth. Blood— that is what he wants, and he
draws his knife and rushes through the door out on to the beach, no longer a
man but a beast of prey, seeking to glut his raging thirst for vengeance on the
first object crossing his path. A group of men are right in his, way, and
almost before they are aware of it, he is amongst them striking and stabbing
right and left, seeing before him nothing but a crowd of grinning Chinese
taunting him with the loss of his fortune. Two are knifed before they can
recover from their surprise— one of the remainder, a gigantic kanaka, has
fortunately an axe in his hand, and before the madman can stab again he is cut
down. He rises once more with the blood streaming down his face and rushes out
on the boat-jetty leaving a ruby track on the rough stones. With one last wild
stab at the phantom fleeing before him, he plunges into the sea and Eyed has
gone to reckon with the ghost of the murdered Abdrahim.


The E. and A.
steamer going south that morning has an additional passenger forwards, in the
person of Hi Long, who finds he has urgent business which compels him to leave
Thursday Island immediately.


 


ii


 


"AND WHAT
do you think the value of it is?"


The question was
asked by a young man, of an elderly one, in a small office in London.


"The value;
my dear boy, is whatever can be got for it. Gems, as you are aware, can be of
such value as to be almost valueless, because nobody can be found wealthy
enough to afford to purchase them. The pearl, fabulously supposed to have been
dissolved by Cleopatra, was estimated in modern money at £80,000. This we may
put down as the romance of history, Cleopatra, a keen woman of the world, had
far too much sense to commit such folly, and £80,000 had far more purchasing
power then than it has now. However, this is a most rare and valuable pearl; it
is absolutely flawless, and I may venture to say that it is worth as much money
as you would, make in twenty years' work. Now what is the story about it?"


"I came
home from Singapore, as you know, by way of Australia. At Thursday Island we
took on a few more Chinese passengers; but before reaching Cooktown one of
these committed suicide by jumping overboard—it seems he had been gambling and
lost all his money. When we got to


Cooktown one of
the Chinese came to me and offered me this pearl for sale. He knew it was
valuable, but had no idea that it was anything out of the common. It seems that
he won it from the man who committed suicide, who had got it at Thursday
Island— stolen it, I suppose; anyhow, the loss of it drove him mad, and he went
overboard. To make a long story short, I gave the fellow fifty pounds for it,
and you are the first who has seen it since I bought it."


The elderly man,
a well-known and wealthy dealer in precious stones, looked thoughtful for a
moment. "Leave it with me for a day or two, Tom," he said to his
nephew, "and I'll do the best I can with it. I know an Indian prince who's
in London just now, and if I can't sell it, I may be able to exchange it for
more marketable stones."


"To tell
you the truth, uncle," returned Tom. "I shall be very glad to handle
the cash, so don't put too astounding a price on it."


His uncle smiled
as he bade his nephew good day. "Tom, my boy, don't you think I'm old
enough to understand my business by this time? Come to dinner to-morrow and
hear how I've got on."


 


THE
JEWEL-MERCHANT was sitting in his office next day; opposite to him was a
swarthy-faced, well-dressed man of middle age who was gazing admiringly at the
big pearl.


"I should
like to know the story of this pearl before your nephew bought it," he
said in perfectly good English.


"In all
probability the Chinaman who jumped overboard, bought it for a song from a
diver who had secreted it. They cannot well sell them openly, so they have to
take what they can get. Of course, in the first place, it must have been
stolen, but it would be impossible to place the right owner now."


"I am quite
convinced that your nephew's title to it is good," replied the prince,
"or he would never have reached home."


"One of
your Eastern fables?" said the merchant with a slight smile.


"No
fable," returned the Indian; "the history of my country and my own
family traditions prove it. A precious stone gained by fraud or bloodshed
invariably brings ruin on the culprit."


"That
reminds me that on the morning my nephew left Thursday Island, where the
Chinaman who committed suicide came on board, one of the Malays engaged in the
pearl-fishery ran amok, seriously wounded two men and jumped into the
sea."


"In all
probability he was the man who first found it; but I won't argue with you, for
your British common-sense is, I well know, not to be convinced. Will you wait
on me to-morrow and we will come to terms about this piece of a diseased
oyster."


"I will,
prince. When do you intend starting once more on your travels?"


"In a few
days. I am going right round the world by Australia. L am on the look-out for a
good secretary; do you know of one?" The merchant shook his head. 


"I will
advertise," said his visitor as he left the room.


 


iii


 


AUSTRALIA once
more. The Indian prince had purchased the big pearl, had obtained another
treasure in the shape of a perfect secretary, and was now in Melbourne at the
close of the southern summer. The secretary had been selected out of many applicants,
and, in all respects, had proved himself fitted for the position.


It is nearly
midnight. In a room where evidently a supper-party has just been held are
McAuliffe, the secretary, and a woman of about five-and-twenty. She is as
faultless in face and figure as the great pearl itself: but it is a purely
animal beauty. Her eyes have the hard, fierce light of a bird of prey, but to
him they are as soft as the dove's.


"Is your
mind made up at last?" she says.


"It is.
Love and fortune with you; is it likely I should hesitate."


"I knew I
was right, after all; when that empty-headed Compton was running you down I
told him what I thought of you."


"You did
undertake my defence then? What did the fool say of me?"


"That you
were only fit to be the servant of a nigger."


The young fellow
ground his teeth and turned red and then pale as she repeated the brutal taunt.


"I will be
even with him before we leave here," he muttered.


"Now say
good night," went on Delilah, laying a firm warm hand on his shoulder.
"To-morrow we will make our final arrangements to meet in Brisbane."


Shortly
afterwards McAuliffe left the place and hastened to his own home in the house
occupied by the prince. His employer was still up, writing in a small room that
served as an office.


The secretary
looked in and the prince beckoned to him. "Been out to supper?" he
asked in a kindly tone.


McAuliffe said
yes and sat down.


"I am going
to have a few friends to dinner to-morrow," went on his employer,
"and amongst them is General Ashdown, who was resident in the province
some years and tomorrow I want, you to come down with me to the bank and take
charge of some jewels I have there; he is a great connoisseur, and I especially
want to show him the big pearl."


After some more
conversation on the subject they separated for the night, and the secretary
went to bad to lie awake thinking of the future. Never strong-minded, he had
been led on to contemplate robbery, but he never anticipated such a chance as
awaited him on the morrow. He had intended to forge the prince's name for some
£3,000, and make off with whatever valuables he could lay hands on, taking with
him as a companion the woman he had left that night. Now the great pearl that
he had heard valued at from forty to fifty thousand pounds was put in his
reach, and he would indeed be only fit to be "a nigger's servant" if
he let slip such a chance.


The dinner-hour
had arrived ; McAuliffe had been entrusted with the big pearl and a few stones
more rare than intrinsically valuable. He had pleaded headache as an excuse
front being present at dinner, and the prince now sent a servant to his room to
ask him to bring down the pearl for inspection.


He was not
there, he was not in the house. The one and truthful conclusion was jumped at
by everybody. He had absconded with the valuables.


The prince took
it with Oriental stoicism. "Poor fool!" he said more to himself than
to the company.


"He'll
never be able to get rid of it," said General Ashdown, thinking he
referred to the certainty of detection if he offered the pearl for sale.


"No,"
replied the Indian; "it will get rid of him, though. That fellow has
signed his own death-warrant. Wait, General, and you will see."


The escape was
well managed, the woman had planned the details and not a clue was obtained as
to the whereabouts of the thief.


 


A FORTNIGHT
ELAPSED when the police received a telegram from Townsville, Queensland,
stating that McAuliffe had been seen and recognised on the B. and I. steamer Quetta.
The prince and the General were together when the news was communicated to the
former. He shrugged his shoulders. "I am glad I'm not on board," he
said to his friend. " Orders to detain the absconder were wired to the
last port of call at Thursday Island."


McAuliffe and
his so-called wife were not amongst those saved from the wreck of the Quetta.
So with that ill-fated steamer sank the great pearl and its latest possessors.


___________
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BIG TOM O'CONNOR strolled into Shaughnessy's place about ten
minutes after the proprietor finished decorating the west wall of the
establishment with his most recently acquired work of art, the same being a
full-length, life-size portrait of Robert Emmet Brodie, heavy-weight, done in
oils and also to a turn. That the artist had never seen his victim might
possibly be regarded in the light of a mitigating circumstance; at any rate, he
had drawn Brodie's classic outlines from a half tone in a pink illustrated
weekly, and his inspiration from a quart bottle kindly furnished by
Shaughnessy. The result of these two drawings caused Tom O'Connor to gasp and
pass his hand before his eyes.


"And me off the hard stuff
for a week!" said Big Tom. "What have you there, Denny? Is it a
fighter or is it a Spanish omelet?"


"Have yer joke, Tom,"
responded Shaughnessy, with a nervous grin, for Big Tom's jokes were often akin
to violence. "Have yer joke, lad. Ye will, annyhow, but I take it hard ye
do not recognize Bob Brodie when ye see him on the wall."


"Bob Brodie!" howled O'Connor.
"Brodie? And what right has he got to be hangin' on a wall, I'd like to
know? Brodie! A great, big four-flushin' piece of cheese like him! Who did he
ever lick?"


"He put away a lot of them
boys in the East," said Shaughnessy. "Have a drink, Tom?"


O'Connor waved away this friendly
invitation.


"Yeh, he put away a lot of
dubs," growled Big Tom, eying the work of art truculently. "Dubs, all
dubs. Brodie never licked a good man in his life, and you know it. Why, he can't
even lick me!"


"Ah, well," said
Shaughnessy, wisely avoiding the personal note in the argument, "maybe it
ain't so much what he has done as what he's goin' to do."


"You're whistlin'!"
remarked O'Connor shortly. "And I'm the lad can tell you what he's goin'
to do. He's comin' down off that wall. He's comin' down if I have to pull him
down!"


"Now, Tom, don't be gettin'
rough," pleaded Shaughnessy, who was a small man, and informed of his weak
heart. "Don't be startin' anything in here, there's a good—"


"He's comin' down, I tell
you!" repeated O'Connor, in tones which reached the street. "Only a
champion of the world has got a right to be in a gold frame, with a brass plate
under him. Will you take him down yourself, or—"


Shaughnessy squeaked and made a
dash for the street door to summon assistance, but Big Tom executed a
surprisingly swift flank movement and cut him off, herding the terrified
proprietor to the rear of the saloon, where he took refuge among the empty beer
kegs. This little matter attended to, the censor of art turned his attention to
the offending portrait. He dragged it from the wall and balanced it against a
table.


Plainly O'Connor's first impulse
was to kick several holes in the canvas, but as he stood facing the life-size
and shrimp-pink prize representation of a fighter, a change came over his mood,
and his lip curled in scornful amusement. With mocking deliberation Big Tom
copied the painted pose, left hand advanced, right arm drawn back, a
thunderbolt in reserve. He feinted and skipped and side— stepped, now creeping
up on the portrait, now retreating as from an attack, and his clumsy left jabs
grazed Brodie's pink nose. While thus employed, he addressed the portrait, as
follows:


"Huh! Think you're a whale
of a feller, eh? Think you're a fighter, don't you? Been talkin' about
fightin' the heavyweight champ, ain't you, hey? You— make— me— sick! They tell
me you're clever with your mitts— but I'm givin' you a tip. Lay off of me,
Brodie! Yes, lay off of me, you big bum— because if I ever git you in a barroom,
an' nobody to yell 'Foul' or call time, I'll beat you to death! Yes, that's
what I said— to death! I'll lick you the same as I used to lick you when we was
kids in school. Maybe I couldn't do it in a ring— but in a barroom! Why,
listen to me, you ugly man's dog— in a barroom— I'd murder you alive! Think
not, hey? Well, smell of this, once!"


Having talked himself into a
state of mind demanding more physical expression than may be found in futile
left jabs, Big Tom feinted twice in rapid succession, and, stepping in, let fly
with the heavy artillery. His right fist shot forward, with two hundred pounds
of O'Connor behind it, full into the painted countenance of Robert Emmet
Brodie. There followed a dull thump, a splitting, tearing crash, a wail from the
wretched Shaughnessy, dodging among the empty beer kegs, and Big Tom O'Connor
strode out into the street, blowing upon his knuckles. The canvas had been
reënforced with a backing of pine boards.


Shaughnessy's next customer found
him mourning over the life-size portrait of a fighter without a face.


"Save us from harm!"
ejaculated Mr. Casey, peering at the ruin. "Has the Germans been usin'
that thing for a target, or what? An' whose picture was it before the
bombardment come off?"


"It was Bob Brodie's,"
replied Shaughnessy.


Mr. Casey sucked in his breath
with a cluckiug noise.


"An' a grand likeness!"
said he. "The legs is done fine. You could almost tell 'em annywhere. Who
busted him?"


"Tom O'Connor took a punch
at it just for meanness," said Shaughnessy bitterly. "He was showin'
me how he could lick Brodie— in a barroom."


Mr. Casey brightened visibly.


"Has Tom got a spite agin'
Brodie?" he asked.


"Look at what he done to the
oil paintin' an' ask me that!"


"But what for?"
persisted Casey.


"How should I know? By what
I could make out, he used to lick Brodie when they was kids in school."


"Ah, he did that!"
chuckled Mr. Casey. "An' like as not, he's sore because he can't lick him
now. It makes him mad to be stickin' in the gas house when Brodie's gone up in
the world! What you goin' to do about it?"


"I was thinkin' I might have
him pinched," said Shaughnessy thoughtfully, as he surveyed the headless
gladiator.


"No," said Casey, "don't
do that. They would only let him go with a small fine, an' then some night when
he's got a skate on he'll come in here an' move the saloon out into the alley.
There's a better way."


"Tell it to me."


"Put the picture in the back
room, just as it is. Jerry Brodie has had a letter from Bob, an' he's comin'
home for a visit. When he gets here, we'll show him the insult that has been
done on him. He'll go out—"


"An' knock the face off the
big bully!" chirped Shaughnessy. "Oho, but that'll be better than
havin' him pinched, an' when they come together— may I be there to see!"


"I'm wonderin'," mused
the crafty Casey, "I'm wonderin' if there ain't a way to fix it so's we
can all be there."


 


THE PROPHET, we are told on the
very best of authority, has no honor in his own country, and frequently the artist
finds that the same rule applies in his case. The actor, returning from
metropolitan triumphs, sometimes encounters a black frost in the town which
remembers him only as Old Man Jones' boy Willie; the prima donna has trouble in
pleasing the critics who sang with her in the old church choir; the author— oh,
well, an author gets no credit anywhere and pays cash or goes without— but the
home-coming gladiator, ah, here we have one hero who is sure of an admiring
populace!


For two days Robert Emmet Brodie
did little else but shake warm, kindly hands and listen to words of praise. He
was a large, overdressed, bejeweled, lop-eared young man with a deep dent where
the bridge of his nose should have been, and he spoke briefly, if at all out of
the extreme corner of his mouth. Somewhere on his travels he had acquired the
art of listening without visible embarrassment to middle-aged men who wished to
tell him how much he reminded them of the great and only John Lawrence Sullivan
in his prime. It is only fair to Brodie to state that he usually dissented from
this opinion, in manner as follows:


"Listen to me, guy. You're
way off there— way off. I seen a picture of John L. when I was a kid, an' he
had a mustache. You don't see no mustache on me, do you? And that
ain't the only difference, either. From what they tell me, Sullivan was a
rough, knock-'em-dead slugger— no science, no fancy stuff, no cleverness,
nothin' but the big wallop in the belly or on the jawr, an' good night. I don't
see where you git that stuff 'bout me bein' like him. Now, I ain't that kind of
a fighter at all. I box 'em, I do; I jab the faces off of 'em, an' then— wham!"


From Robert Emmet's unwillingness
to be compared with John L. Sullivan the reader will deduce at least one
deduction— at least, we hope so. It will save us the trouble of saying that
under no circumstances would Robert Emmet ever become extremely bored with
himself. He lorded it over the young men of his home town, and, in conversation
with his manager, referred to them as "hicks" and "jaspers."
The young men enjoyed his patronizing manner and continued to feed his vanity
until Mr. Brodie came near the bursting point.


On the evening of the second day
it suited him to favor Denny Shaughnessy's saloon with a visit. Robert Emmet
brought his Greek chorus with him, and the silver dollar which he slammed on
the bar bounded at least two feet into the air.


"See what everybody'll have
to take!" ordered Brodie. "Let 'em all in on it, Denny, an' git in
yourself."


Now, one of those who was let in
on it was Casey, who edged his way to Brodie's side. "We got something in
the back room to show you, Bob," said he, with an ingratiating smile. "An
oil painting, ain't we, Denny?"


"We have so," answered
the proprietor.


Robert Emmet yawned
ostentatiously, openly, as openly as the end of the Hoosac Tunnel.


"I seen a lot of them things
when I was East," said he. "Oil paintings is old stuff to me."


"Come over here a minute,"
said Casey, tugging at Robert Emmet's sleeve. "Come over here an' listen.
This ain't the kind of an oil paintin' ye think it is at all." He lowered
his voice to a whisper. "It's a paintin' of you, Bob!"


"Eh! What?" exclaimed
Brodie, beginning to show signs of interest. "Who done it?"


"Ye mean who painted it?"
asked Casey, and Robert Emmet nodded.


"It ain't so much a question
of who done it," explained Casey, "as who done something to it. A
dirty, black shame an' a disgrace. Come on an' I'll show it to ye. No, never
mind callin' the gang, Bob. 'Tis a private exhibition— for reasons we got."


His curiosity roused, Robert
Emmet entered a back room, and the language which burst from his lips when he
beheld the desecration of art was all that Casey had hoped for— and more.


"Accident?" chirped
Shaughnessy, from the doorway. "Ye can bet your sweet life it wasn't an
accident! It was done a-purpose. A friend of yours come in here one day, just
after I hung it on the wall, an' he put a right swing through it— if ye call
that an accident!"


"Who was it?" demanded
Brodie. "Tell me his name, an' I'll beat him to a pulp! I'll lick him
within an inch of his life!"


"It was Thomas O'Connor— Big
Tom," said Casey. "An' what was it he said about Bob when he done it,
Shaughnessy?"


"He said ye never licked a
good man, an' never will. He said he used to make ye quit when he was a kid an'
he could do it anny time. He said ye always had a streak as wide as the
Mississippi River, an'—"


"He said enough,"
interrupted Robert Emmet, from the extreme corner of his mouth. "He said
a-plenty. Big Tom, hey? So he done that to me picture? Humph! I ain't seen him
yet. Where does he keep himself?"


"Oh, he's round about
somewheres," answered Casey.


"Likely stayin' out of yer
way," supplemented Shaughnessy.


"But where does he hang out?
Where can I find the big bum?"


"Well, this was the way we
figured it all out," explained the diplomatic Casey. "Suppose ye
ketch him in a saloon an' tear his block off. The bartender will have a treat,
but the rest of us'll miss it. Suppose ye pile into him on the street. Only
them that happens to be takin' a walk will see the show. Now, what ought to
happen to Tom O'Connor is a public lickin'—the more public the better. Now,
this is what we was thinkin' of: next Friday night the boys is goin' to pull
off a benefit for ye down to Freeman's Hall."


"Yeh," growled Brodie
shortly. "I know. Go on."


"We was goin' to have some
boxin' on the program," continued Casey, "an' we thought it would be
just the ticket to rib O'Connor up to go on an' spar four rounds with ye."


"Make it six!"
interrupted Brodie, an eager sparkle in his eye. "Gimme time to cut him up
till his own mother wouldn't know him. I'll jab his face to ribbons an' then
knock him out!"


"Well, then, six rounds. Ye
can act friendly when ye meet him, an' he'll never suspect there's annything
doin' in the way of a job. Then, with the whole town lookin' on, ye can play
even for this here outrage."


"Yes," said
Shaughnessy, "give him a lovely trimmin' an' let him guess why."


"It listens good enough,"
said Robert Emmet, with deep corrugations on his brow, which, had he the gray
material necessary, would have indicated thought. "It sounds all
right, but how do you know this big bum will fall for it? Chances are he ain't
lookin' for even a friendly bout with a real scrapper."


"Don't be worryin' on that
score," said Shaughnessy. "The joke of it is, Bob, O'Connor really
thinks he can lick ye."


Brodie laughed uproariously.


"Plenty more of 'em have had
the same notion!" said he. "I knocked it out of their fool heads in
jig time. Now, here's the frame-up. I'll meet Tom and I won't let on that I'm
sore. I'll even let him bluff me a little if he wants to. Then, Casey, you go
to him an' tell him you can fix it for him to get on with me at the benefit.
Tell him I'm all out of trainin' an' he'll have to promise not to tear into me
rough. He'll eat that up, and when I get him into the ring— well, say!"
Robert Emmet completed the sentence with a very effective bit of pantomime,
consisting of three left jabs and an annihilating right cross which, placed in
the right spot, would have jarred the entire O'Connor family for generations.


The next day Casey, the fixer,
called at the gas works and found Big Tom O'Connor raking coke out of the
furnace.


"Your pal Bob Brodie is back
in town," said Casey, after remarking on the state of the weather.


"So I've just heard,"
said O'Connor gruffly.


"I was wonderin' if I could
git ye to do something for him."


Big Tom rose, wiped his grimy
hands on his stiff shock of hair, and essayed a bit of shadow boxing, mostly
composed of giant swings. When satisfied that his right arm was in working
trim, he tried his right leg, and went through the motions of "putting the
boots" to a fallen foe.


"Will I do something
for him?" he repeated, breathing hard from his exertions. "With all
the pleasure in life! Where is the big bum keepin' himself?"


Casey seemed astonished.


"Why, I thought you boys was
friends!" said he.


Big Tom tossed his forelock out
of his eyes and his lower lip protruded.


"If I'm a friend to that
stiff, he better pray never to have an enemy," said he.


"But couldn't you forget
that for a while?" asked Casey.


"When I'm down among the
daisies, maybe. Not till then."


"Too bad," said Casey,
sighing. "We all thought you'd be just the man."


"The man for what?"


"Why, the boys are givin'
Brodie a benefit next Friday night at Freeman's Hall—"


"The big bum don't need no
benefit," interrupted O'Connor. "He's big enough to work."


"Well, be that as it may,
Tom, we want a man to go on an' spar with him. Six rounds."


"Yeh?"


"A man that won't be too
rough."


"What's the idea?"


"Well, to tell ye the trut',
Bob ain't in trainin' an' he's kind of soft— no wind to speak of. He'd want to
go kind o' easy. Now, if ye could forget this ill will, ye'd be doin' Bob a
favor, an' the committee a favor, an' everybody a favor."


"I'd rather have it out with
him in a barroom," said Tom.


"Man, ye can do that afterward!"
cried Casey.


"You're sure he ain't just
wantin' to show me up?"


"I tell ye, he don't want to
show anybody up! He ain't able."


"That's different again,"
said Big Tom thoughtfully. "I'll take a chance."


"Remember now," said
Casey, as he took his leave, "no rough stuff. It's a benefit."


"Yeh," said Big Tom.
But to himself he said: "I'll benefit him, the big bum! I'll
benefit him till he hollers for the police!"


And when Robert Emmet Brodie
heard that the despoiler of art was willing to crawl through the ropes with
him, he smiled a smile which threatened to engulf his lopped ears, and advised
all his friends to secure front seats.


 


THE BRODIE BENEFIT, judging by
the attendance, promised to be a brilliant success, for Freeman's Hall was
crowded long before the opening number on the program, the overture from "William
Tell," was executed in cold blood by the local orchestra. Fully half the
spectators were women, and the star of the evening grinned as he looked through
the peephole in the curtain.


"So much the better,"
said Brodie to Isaac Marx, his manager.


"Better leave the tea-lead
out of the bandages then," advised Isaac. "Women don't like the sight
of blood, and when you start cutting him up with that left hand they'll make
trouble."


"They got no business here,
then," said Brodie. "The tea-lead goes, and I only wish I could slip
a horseshoe in the right mitt!"


"You're bloodthirsty
to-night," said Isaac.


"This big tramp thinks he
can lick me," said Robert Emmet, "an' I'm goin' to change his notions
if I have to kill him to do it."


An outsider with knowledge of
ring-craft would have been amazed could he have peeped into two dressing rooms
and seen the preparations being made for this friendly, six-round sparring bout
for points. He might even have thought that mutilation and murder were among
the points desired, for in one dressing room Isaac Marx was binding adhesive
tape about Brodie's left hand, and putting a strip of tea-lead under each
wrapping. Now, a left jab, reinforced by a sufficient amount of tea-lead, will
gash the human countenance even through a heavy boxing glove— and it was Brodie's
intention to wear the lightest gloves permitted by law. In another dressing
room "Red Eddie" O'Day, retired bantamweight boxer and bosom friend
of the ponderous O'Connor, was also busy with bandages, but he scorned anything
as coarse and brutal as tea-lead— oh, my, yes! He dipped inch-wide strips of
cloth into a bowl containing a pasty, white substance, and bound them about O'Connor's
hands. The soft, wet covering thus secured looked innocent enough, and would
remain innocent until the plaster of Paris had time to harden, when the soft
bandage would become a deadly weapon. Needless to say, the only witnesses to
these activities have been mentioned.


The gladiators met in the wings
shortly before going on the stage. They did not shake hands, probably because
of the boxing gloves, but Robert Emmet smiled in a very friendly fashion.


"You're lookin' fit, big
feller," said he, his glance taking in the massive details of O'Connor's
undraped figure.


"Ah-r-r!" growled Tom,
wishing he had a turkey-red bath robe like Brodie's.


"Don't be scared of the
crowd," continned Robert Emmet patronizingly. "Don't pay no 'tention
to the audience at all."


"Huh!" snorted Big Tom,
tossing his heavy forelock.


"And whatever you do, don't
get mad an' start roughin' it."


It was at this point that Tom
grinned, and five minutes later he was blinking at the footlights and hearing
himself mentioned by Casey, the official announcer, as "Big Tom O'Connor,
the pride of the gas house." There was-a thin sputter of applause, for Tom
was no public idol, and he allowed Red Ed-die to lead him to his corner, where
he sat down to wait for Brodie.


Robert Emmet had a fair sense of
the fitness of things. He knew that a certain amount of delay whets the public
appetite; too much delay leads to impatient demonstrations. He timed his
entrance to the exact second and marched upon the stage with a flourish of the
tail of his turkey-red bath robe. The house rose at him, and he bowed three
times, but refused to respond to the loud yells for a speech. Casey introduced
him as the man who needed no introduction— the next heavyweight champion of the
world, and Big Tom snorted in his corner.


Brodie tossed off his bath robe
and skipped lightly about the ring, pivoting on his toes and shooting tentative
left jabs into the air. Big Tom watched this display of agility with a curling
lip.


"Pipe the big stiff showin'
off!" he whispered to O'Day.


"He ain't showin' off,"
answered O'Day. "He's testin' the floor."


"He'll test it with his head
when I git a smash at his jaw," said Big Tom.


Butch Dillon, the referee,
motioned the men to the middle of the ring and delivered his instructions, with
a special clause for O'Connor. Butch had not been let in on the secret.


"You wanna box nice now,
Tom," said he warningly. "Remember, they's ladies present!"


"Sure!" grunted O'Connor,
rolling his eyes toward the footlights. "Sure, Butch!"


Dillon then took the referee's
privilege and made the final announcement, dwelling at length upon the
friendliness of the bout and mentioning the Marquis of Queensberry in
complimentary terms. Big Tom listened to this in his corner, gloves on his
hips. Red Eddie whispered in his ear:


"Right off the reel now, big
guy! Right off the reel! Beat him to the punch an' you've got him!"


As the gong clanged Big Tom
walked slowly to the middle of the ring, his right hand carried carelessly at
his side. Now, according to custom, all friendly bouts for points, and many
bouts which are not friendly, begin with a handshake, but as Robert Emmet
advanced he noted the position of O'Connor's right hand and read violence in
his eyes.


"He thinks he can sneak one
over, the big stiff!" thought Robert Emmet. "If that's his notion—"


Thus it happened that the
friendly bout for points began with two terrific right-hand blows, delivered
simultaneously. Robert Emmet's uppercut crashed against O'Connor's chin, but
Robert Emmet did not duck his head soon enough to avoid the plaster of Paris
entirely, and Big Tom's sturdy haymaker landed full on Brodie's ear. If it had
found a spot only two inches lower the entertainment would have been jolted to
an abrupt close; as it was, the first five seconds of this friendly bout found
both principals on the floor— Brodie on his face near the ropes, and O'Connor
on his haunches in the middle of the ring, slightly puzzled as to how he got
there.


Butch Dillon did not know how to
meet such an emergency or which man to favor with the count, and, in his
excitement, he made a serious error. He rushed over to O'Connor and shook his
fist at him.


"That ain't boxin' for
points!" he yelled. "What you tryin' to do—kill somebody?"


Now, no man should argue with an
Irishman named O'Connor who has been knocked down by a trick which he hoped to
practice himself. Big Tom rose to his feet and cuffed Dillon soundly with his
open glove, knocking him flat. A tremendous uproar came from the audience, and
there was no note of commendation in it. Tom started for the ropes with a hazy
idea of explaining his position, but on the way he encountered a wild-eyed
human thunderbolt, which in sane moments passed for Robert Emmet Brodie. The
tea-leaded left caught him fairly on the bridge of his nose, and Big Tom began
to fight.


Some who were in the front of the
house remember that women fainted and strong men raced up and down the aisles,
whooping deliriously. A very few recall that Butch Dillon found his feet and
tried to force his way between the infuriated gladiators, and Butch's memories
of the evening ended abruptly at that point. None can tell who fathered the
cruel stroke which knocked him headfirst through the ropes and out into the
orchestra pit, where he put his right shoulder through the bull fiddle. Above
the shrill screams of hysterical women and the shouts of excited men, Big Tom
heard one voice— that of his second and adviser, Red Eddie O'Day:


"Tear into um, boy! Don't
let um get set! On toppa him alla time, Tom! Thassa stuff!"


And in the midst of all this riot
and turmoil and clamor Robert Emmet Brodie and Thomas Martin O'Connor devoted
themselves each to the other with an increasing devotion. There had been a
referee, there had been certain rules of combat, perhaps even ethics, but these
they cast into the discard. There was still a gong, which clanged wildly under
the trembling hand of Isaac Marx, but they paid not the slightest attention to
it. They had forgotten the signal to cease firing.


It is a fact that when fighters
lose their heads they forget the left hand and the science its use demands,
employing it, if at all, as a flail. Brodie and O'Connor stood toe to toe in
the middle of the ring and battered each other with wild swings. Once the
plaster of paris connected solidly with the chin and Brodie dropped to the
floor, but was up again before O'Connor could kick him in the face. Once Big
Tom went reeling to the ropes, but when Robert Emmet rushed after him, he
stepped squarely into a pile— driving right swing which had no particular aim,
and for that reason caught Brodie in the pit of the stomach and made him very sick
for a few seconds.


"Downstairs, Tom! The belly!
The belly!" shrieked O'Day, but O'Connor was past advice, past everything
but the red desire for slaughter, so, instead of following up an advantage, he
plastered Robert Emmet heavily about the head until he ducked his jaws below
his shoulders and so weathered the storm.


Big Tom's face suffered terribly,
but he fought doggedly on with his left eye closed to a blue slit, and Brodie
was unable to find a vulnerable spot, though he found all the others and left
his autograph upon them.


Nobody knows how long that first
round lasted; upon that subject the official timekeeper is dumb. To Robert
Emmet it seemed an eternity; he was used to three minutes of fighting and one
minute of rest. Tom O'Connor was hardened to barroom brawls with no call of "Time!"
but he found this encounter quite long enough for his liking. Robert Emmet
began to give ground; O'Connor crowded him to the ropes and Brodie clinched. O'Connor
lowered his head and drove short rights and lefts crashing into unprotected
territory below the breastbone. He literally hammered Brodie out of the clinch,
and for a second the men stood facing each other, each with the right hand
poised. It was the last shot in Robert Emmet's locker, and he knew it. As his
eye caught the first movement of O'Connor's fist, he threw every remaining
ounce of vitality into an attempt to beat him to the punch. So intent was he on
sending his own blow home that he made not the slightest attempt to protect
himself in the exchange.


Six seconds later Tom O'Connor
awoke from a troubled dream and lifted his battered face from the canvas. As if
from a great distance, he heard men yelling and women screaming. Blinking his
one undamaged eye, he looked about for Brodie and discovered a human leg
tangled with his arms. His first impression was that the leg belonged to him.
Slowly he turned his head, and there, beside him on the canvas, a thousand
fathoms deep in merciful oblivion, was Robert Emmet Brodie, the next
heavyweight champion of the world, for the present unavoidably delayed.


Big Tom O'Connor hoisted himself
to his feet and stood erect, swaying unsteadily. He looked at Brodie again,
oddly enough without any desire to kick him. For once in his life Tom O'Connor
had had all the fighting he wanted—perhaps more than he really needed. His face
felt that way, at least. He helped several men to carry the unconscious Brodie
to his corner, and then heaved himself through the ropes and disappeared.


 


WHILE RED EDDIE was ministering
to his battler the door of the dressing room opened and Isaac Marx looked in.


"I'll make you a business
proposition," said he, with commendable brevity. "Let me be your
manager, and I'll get you more coin that you ever saw. You can fill the dates I
had fixed up for Brodie."


"Let Brodie fill his own
dates," mumbled Big Tom through his swollen lips.


"He can't," said Marx. "That
last punch you took at him busted his jaw like an eggshell. Maybe he won't
never be no good again."


Big Tom O'Connor stared at Marx
for several seconds. Then he began to laugh, rocking himself back and forth in
his chair.


"Ho, ho!" he chuckled. "I
guess I done what I started out to do, at that! Ho, ho!"


"And what did you start out
to do?" asked Marx.


"I wanted to fix this big
bum so he'd need a benefit, and I guess I done it!"


"Correct as hell!" said
Marx. "But how about this proposition I made you?"


"Forget it!" said O'Connor.
"I got a steady job down to the gas house!"


____________
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"… a
little spark in a blue bonnet, who fought like the devil at Preston."


—Boswell.


 


THE TOURISTS PEERED past the grey stone
pillars of the gateway into the courtyard, paved with round cobbles,
grass-grown in between. The low sculptured doorway gave admittance to the old
manor house that had so fascinated the lady of the party from the first moment
she had cast eyes on it.


"Oh, this is a bit of the
real thing!" she had exclaimed fervently, when, five miles out of
Richmond, the road had ceased to follow the course of the Swale, mantled all
the way with heavy oak and hazel copses. They seemed to hang like hairy beards
from the beetle-browed face of the cliffs that shelter the east bank of the
river. "The very real thing!" she had continued, as the wagonette
turned out into the open moorland, and their town-bleached cheeks were bathed
at once in the pure sullen airs that roamed over it, softened and suffused with
the tears of an April storm gone by. "This is the real Yorkshire moor I've
read of, bare and empty, with not a single dwelling to be seen. Yes, there's
one!"


For as their conveyance dived
down into the scarp of a hill, she sighted beyond the now familiar river which
wound again into view, directly crossing their path, and the low bridge of
quite modern construction which spanned it, the square mass of a house
commanding the river bank. It seemed to stand, bulldog like, on the slight
acclivity, posing as guardian of the ford at that place, which was certainly
all that had served for crossing a hundred years ago. So her instructive
companion remarked to the eager lady. She grew more and more enthusiastic.


"John, I can't possibly pass
it! I couldn't reconcile it with my historical conscience to go by without an
attempt to see it. It's like a grey-haired woman standing stranded on the edge
of the world, an old Ariadne of a house, waiting forever by the side of the
flood…. Ask the driver what they call it?"


"Wallburn Old Hall,"
said the stolid Yorkshireman, flicking a fly off his horse's ear.


Three blind hopeless windows
which had been closed up for the tax looked over the old garden garth. The eyes
of the persons looking thence could have swept the stream and the narrow neck
which formed the ford. The stone flagged courtyard of the house was enclosed by
buildings on all sides but one. On the west, looking towards the river, was a
ruined battlement on which a man might still walk and survey the country round
for miles. But it was now insecure, the inner rubble exposed. Clumps of wild
mustard and garlic sprang from every cranny and crevice and made a yellow blaze
that lit up the grey substance of the pile. The lady unable to contain herself
longer, requested the driver to pull up and let them have a look. Her companion
took out a guide-book and read aloud, as they sat in the break in the streaming
sunshine.


"Wallburn Old Hall …
fortified manor house … dismantled…."


"I should think it was!"


"Et pour cause. The
old Cause of all! Listen! Family of Daunet. There's the shield on the door,
evidently— see all that répoussé work?— only we can't read it from here."


"The book says: 'The ancient
family of Daunet, who beareth sable gultie, argent and a canton ermine….' Yes,
Guy Daunet's tomb is in the church at Redmire— remember it?— His feet are cased
in brass-toed sollerets. Above his lady's head are three shields of arms. She
appears to have been a Conyers. Well, they seem to be pretty well extinct now.
The last Daunet was out and killed in the fifteen. There were Daunets in the
Great Rebellion, Daunets in the Gunpowder Plot— in the Rising in the North—"


"Poor romantic dears!"


"Yes, that's the plague of
lost causes. They swayed the emotions so forcibly and through the emotions the
very lives of the old families— those that had any good in them. One imagines
them, up to the very latest day, having an indistinct glimmering of their own
original raison d'être, that is, lands given in exchange for service….
Their modern representatives have lost even the glimmering. Well, oughtn't we
to be driving on?"


"Oh, no. After what you've
been making out, I must have a try to see over it. I want to make out that
blurred shield over the door. Gules argent and canton ermine, was it? They can
but refuse us."


The young couple alighted, under
mute protest from the driver, and entered the courtyard, the lady bold, the man
nervous, deprecating. They received forthwith a Teniers-like vision of an
interior. Farmhands were sitting round a wooden table, placed in the
oak-panelled greasy blackness of a low raftered hall. All looked up, and ceased
pulling at their mugs. A frowsy young girl of eighteen, wiping her mouth, came
forward.


"Could we see over?"
The glint of a silver coin in the lady's hand pleasingly accentuated her
request.


A voice came from the interior as
the girl stood hesitating and shy.


"Mind, hinny, thou'st not
take the lady anywhere it isn't safe. Keep out of the room the captain's leg
came through. And mind, the stairway beyont isn't much to crack on."


The girl thus admonished, turned
and led the enthusiastic pair in and up the rich darkness of the stair.


"That's the best part of it
her mother told her to leave out!" whispered the lady. "That about
the captain's leg. It sounds most exciting. Ask her— or I will."


The girl, questioned, replied
over her shoulder.


"It's a tale, ma'am. A long
while back it were— ages and ages. They do say a man's leg came through the
floor, and he's always called the capting. The boards is rotten just there, and
was then. That whole end o' the house is fair gone to powder. My grandfeyther
used for to say that a man's leg made it coming through. But it was long before
his time, and he were a very old man. The ceilings of that part of the house is
that powdery, would you believe it, that we can always scrape the plaster and get
a bit for baby."


"How funny and utilitarian!
And is it haunted?"


"Grandfeyther always said 'twas."


"Who by?"


"They do say a poor man went
clean daft there— came home and found everyone lying dead about the place."


"But what had they died of?
Plague?"


"The smit? Naw. Grandfeyther
allus said 'twor a tragedy, same as they has in the papers nowadays."


"Where is your grandfather
now?"


She jerked her finger over
towards the north.


"Churchyard. But he knew all
about this place. His feyther before him was ostler about the inn at Redmire— you'll
pass it on your way to Bolton. He always said there was a hiding hole here, and
mor'n that, a secret way, but teacher says that's all nonsense and we mustn't
waste our time looking for it, besides it isn't safe. We shut oop this part,
and just pack into the other, where it's still pretty good, and at Michaelmas
we've all got to go out and Lord Scrope is going to pull the old place down."


"Shame!"


"Oh, I dunno. It's fair
rotten."


"Are you sure you can't take
us into the rotten part— just for once before it all goes?"


"That I cannot. The worst
room is the one the man's leg came through— they call it the Lady Christina's
room. And it's there Grandfeyther says the priest's hole was."


"It was generally out of the
principal room in the house," said the man. "They wanted him under
their own hand and to be able to feed him at night. Come along, Mary, you
really can't see it."


"I suppose not." She
sighed. "But I do somehow seem to see Christina— the Lady Christina. I
suppose her spirit is about? Why 'Lady'? The Daunets had no title."


"These people always dignify
ghosts and raise them to the peerage. Let's see if we can't make up a story for
her. Christina Daunet and her lover— was he the man who went mad or the priest
she hid?"


They were descending the stairs.
Their cicerone broke in suddenly.


"Nay, that weren't the way.
The real heir was troth-plight to the Lady Christina, and he was drowned one
day here in the ford, here under her very eyes."


"Another touch!" said
her companion eagerly. "So legend grows. Let us go and sit out on the
hill, here, and look towards the ford, and I'll try to reconstruct her story
for you. Pm not a novelist for nothing. This is how the man went mad when he
came home."


 


THERE WAS no priest. The lover
was that "little spark in a blue bonnet that fought at Preston"
Boswell speaks of. I've always wanted to connect him up with a story. Miss
Christina Daunet— not Lady— was tall and pale, and a fine girl, so long as she
had enough to eat, and nothing to brood on. But her adolescence and greatest
need of nourishment happened to coincide with Jacobite times of stress, when
loyal subjects starved in order that the Stuarts might come by their own. The
females of her family were used— even hardened to the more domestic
consequences of the males' unfaltering loyalty. When the fuss was about
priests, Christina's own grandmother had successfully concealed one in the
hiding-place in her room— that very room that we were not permitted to investigate,
looking towards the ford and the road to Richmond. Today her own mother lay
there, eighty, bedridden, daft and doited.


These two women were the widow
and daughter of the last Daunet of the direct line. Since the great Guy of the
canton ermine, the race had continually dwindled. So many of them had been
strangled, so many hanged and drawn and quartered, a half-dozen desiccated
heads belonging to the strain had rotted on Temple Bar. Cold steel and a touch
of poison had been responsible for some others, and thus the foolish, forlorn
race had been cleared off to make room for persons of finer judgement and less
realistic ideals. Acts of attainder, recusant fines, had impoverished their
estates, and mulcted them of their goods, till of all the broad lands, castles
and noble manor houses that had bred and sheltered and maintained Daunets for
the King's service, only the austere, embattled farmhouse on the Richmondshire
moors remained, and therein the two women that alone bore the fine fighting
name slowly pined and withered away.


They had not enough to eat. Yet
their appetites were no larger than feminine appetites are reputed to be. Sir
Christopher Daunet, Christina's father, was killed at Sheriffmuir when his
little daughter was a year old, and her mother, grown doited with the shock,
lived on to give very little trouble, and represent no great charge on the
family finances. She lay always in her big room in the south-west wing. Her
heavy four-post bed, too mighty and perhaps too rotten to be moved, remained
firm in its old place on the safer part of the flooring; the tester was hung by
heavy rings to the ceiling. Her daughter, ministering to her slight wants, had
learned to walk warily round the bed.


Christina Daunet was loyal— as
women are loyal. She realized very fairly that this task of the reinstatement
of the Stuart dynasty on the throne of England had been set by Providence on
her and hers, incidentally carrying with it the doom of extermination set on
the race. Their blind inherent loyalty clustered as it must, round the losing
side which sucked in, naturally, these people who always went where their
advantage was not— and the losing side had drawn in her father, her uncle, even
the man she loved.


She loved her cousin, Charles
Daunet of Scanwood. Scanwood House lay three miles hence on the Richmond Road.
Charles was the only son of her father's only sister. Christina and this young
man were early troth-plighted— they were about to wed— but the Stuarts came
first. It was the Cause that intervened and forbade the innocent banns. Charles
Daunet allowed the just impediment and went out as a matter of course. He was
more eager for the day of the stranger's crowning than for the morn that should
usher in his wedding with Christina whom he knew and loved. He had left her too
easily. Folk in the neighbourhood said he was slack. Christina herself admitted
that Charles was more of a fighter than a lover. But the Stuarts called! What
was a Daunet to do?


She cried sometimes and mourned
over her baulked betrothal with her only confidant, a certain Luke Daunet. Her
father had had a son, but he was not her mother's child. Luke lived with them— his
mother had been innkeeper's daughter over at Redmire, a good girl enough till
Sir Christopher Daunet came her way. He lived so near, at Wallburn, and he was
not the man to leave so fair a flower ungathered.


Madam Daunet was not a hard
woman. She undertook the child's maintenance when its mother died and Sir
Christopher fell at Sheriffmuir. Luke grew up. He was not "all there,"
but he was an honest, kindly, gentle fellow, and for the two lonely women he
did a man's work about the place. There was not much to do. There was not a
beast left in the stable, except a walleyed, knock-kneed pony that Luke rode
into Redmire or Marske now and then to buy necessaries. They could afford v no
other servant. The white-handed proud Christina tended her mother, cooked, and
did the inside work of the house. It was all one. When the Prince should come
into his own, Christina would do so likewise.


Of that she had doubts sometimes,
especially when the wind whistled over the moor, and the stream ran heavy and
turbid below the garden, so that the ford was ill to cross. The Prince's final
triumphing then seemed surer than her own. Charles had been away now a long
while. He had not been assiduous about her for many months before his departure
to join the Prince. He had sent her no message first or last. She had even
heard of another lady….


For rumours flew. The news of the
brief Stuart apotheosis at Edinburgh, tidings of the Prince's meteoric Court at
Holyrood, had filtered down to Redmire, and the bar of the inn there. Preston
fight, too, was mentioned. She thought, but was not sure, that Charles had been
noticed there. Now the Prince was marching south … had marched….


On that day of December, mild and
calm and presageless as it seemed, Christina was ill at ease, peevish,
apprehensive. She went about the house-place and courtyard with her ears
pricked to the free roving wind that might have brushed her Charles's bonnet in
passing, as he marched south with his troops? Or, weary of this fairy
listening, she would droop her eyes, till they rested dreaming on the waterway
below the dip of the hill where Wallburn Hall stood. Then she would raise them
slowly to look a little higher on the level where the turrets of Scanwood were
just visible nestling in their encompassing woods. Scanwood was a fine place,
and would it be hers someday?


Puzzled, like a fox that is
hunted, she snuffed the air and could not tell which way danger, or perhaps
bliss, might come. Had the Prince's army passed them on its way south? For
indeed the last news Luke had brought had been that the Stuart heir was
marching on his own capital, with his victorious rabble of Highlanders. King
George was quaking. Would not Charles, if this were so, have to pass by
Scanwood to see to his domestic concerns? Her mother babbled for ever of drums;
the old woman would have it that she heard them….


"They've gone by, my dear,
they've gone by. Oh, the bonny lads! … The Prince has gone into England, never
to leave it again, dearie. Listen to the old doited woman, for she speaks
truth. Rub-a-dub!… Rub-a-dub!…"


"Whisht, whisht, mother!"
Christina now and again murmured softly but not imperatively, as she stood by
the window and herself with her slight long fingers performed the manoeuvre
known as drumming on the pane. Yes, her heart lifted; he had passed, at a point
perhaps miles away, too far for him to get leave to call in and see his
sweetheart. She must have patience. One day soon she would be looking out of
this very window and she would see Charles on his fine horse crossing the ford
at the old place, coming to her, with a light heart, and all his troubles and
hers behind him, cast aside, healed, over and done with. She could discern the
very spot now where the bottom was nearest and the water shallowest, even
exposed at times in drought. The waters flowed glumly over it now, there had
been much rain to swell them. Sometimes, to the excited girl, who stood there,
her nerves wrought by the faint vocal rub-a-dubbing that came from the bed
behind her, it seemed that the water gathered itself up into shapes— shapes of
horses and men. The little waves seemed to rise obediently under the harsh
wind, and form themselves into the semblance of uncanny humanity. They massed
themselves and menaced, yes, she came to fancy that one figure rose again and
again from the sullen flow to shake a quivering fist at her. She stared the
silly vision down. Soon the water ran by as usual, huddling, lumping itself
into small ridges under the wind, but nothing so tall as a man.


She turned to receive and divert
the mother's peevish voice. The old woman had ceased to imitate the drums; she
was now convinced in her senile way they had passed. She talked strange
nonsense, used strange names. "Bound for the South, they are…. The
Bridge…. Swarkstone! Swarkstone."


"Where's that, mother?"


"Bad luck! Bad luck! The
Bridge…. No further…. Swarkstone. No further. Back! Back! I'm cold, Christina.
I'm cold…."


"The day's changing and you
feel it," said Christina sadly, altering the position of the coverings. It
was all she could do.


"Nay, 'tis the smit of death
I've got, Christina! I know it."


"Oh, mother, not now, just
when we are going to be so happy." But her heart did not back her words. "Look
here, I'll have Luke go to Redmire at once and get you some of Betty Candlish's
cordial. She promised me some for you the moment I wanted it, and you seemed
low as you do today. We won't let you die just yet."


"Ay, but can you keep me?"
said the voice from the bed gently. "It's that I've got and no mistake. I've
felt it all day…. Come back and kiss me, Christina. You're a good girl— a very
good girl…. The Bridge at Swarkstone— I saw him there— the Prince…. Remember
that, Christina."


"Yes, mother, I will, though
I never heard of such a place in my life!" cajoled the girl as she went
downstairs to seek the half-witted Luke and confide her errand to him.


He sat, as usual, on the oak
settle, swallowed up in the glooms of the chimney corner. She roused him up,
and told him what she wanted. She helped him to saddle the pony and watched him
potter slowly up the hill towards Bolton. Then she re-entered the house and cut
up, on the corner of the big seamed oaken table, some vegetables which she had
fetched from an outhouse. Into a pot on the fire she threw the sliced turnips
and carrots. There was not much fire to hang over, but her forehead got hot,
her cheeks flushed, and her hair escaped a little from its binding.


Presently, having put the mess to
one side on the hob, she walked slowly out into the courtyard to get air, of
which she suddenly felt a violent need. She languidly ascended the few broken
steps that led up to the old battlement. At that time one could still walk
along it without having one's attention too much distracted by the necessity of
picking one's way among the rubble. She strolled backwards and forwards,
enjoying the fresh moorland air that caressed her reddened cheeks and blew her
pale yellow hair away in an easterly direction.


Holding her hand to her forehead
instinctively to restrain it, though there was no one to be seen for miles, she
scanned the country to the south. Her blue eyes roved over the low rolling
hills that let her see a very long way. But not as far as that bridge at
Swarkstone, six miles south of Derby, where the lines of her fate had been
converging for several days past, and were now radiating away from thence in
ragged streaks and strands of fugitive soldiers and brutal complacent pursuers.


She was overcome with a sudden
trepidation, a rush of feeling that somehow impelled her to get back to the
room where her mother lay, and see for herself how the helpless woman was
getting on. But she sat down on the parapet, which at the point where she was
still stood firm at the side of the battlement next the road. Overcome by a
sudden faintness, she hid her face in her hands. She had eaten very little
today. Her back was to the road, and her eyes, should she uncover them, would
have rested on the empty grass-grown courtyard.


It was not empty. A noise like a
dead leaf twisting startled her. Luke come back on foot, without the pony! She
had pressed her knuckles into her eyes until her eyes had grown hazy and
suffused, and it was a second or two before she saw there was actually a man in
the courtyard below her. A man, not Luke….


His bonnet, faded by sun and wind
and rain, had once been blue. She heard his breath that came quickly, and, very
drily, scenting a beggar and a demand for alms, she asked him his business.


He raised his drooping head.


"Charles!"


"Christina, quick! Who else
is here? Can you harbour me?"


"What? What?" 


"I come from Derby— the rout
at Derby. We got six miles beyond and turned back…. I am pursued. Quick, can
you hide me, will you? They will search my house at Scanwood, they are there
now…."


Christina was not looking at him.
She had half turned when he spoke of Scanwood, and her eyes pried into the
bosky mazes lying between…. The fugitive thought that the brusque movement had
its occasion in a natural change in her sentiments towards himself. He deserved
no better, he had practically deserted her, he had never written— a woman
scorned!… Yet in his urgent necessity he must needs appeal to her again….


"Christina, an answer, I beg
of you! Shall I go further for a shelter?"


"Take off that cap— reach it
up to me here. Now go in to the chimney corner— you know it— sit down— at ease.
Not another word."


While speaking she had taken the
blue cap and flung it down into the chapel garth on the other side of the wall.
The cluster of "ramps" and fronds of wild garlic parted and opened to
receive it and came together again. Meantime such was the power of insistence
in her voice that the fugitive obeyed her as he would obey the military word of
command. Heavily walking over the stones of the courtyard, he took his place on
the settle in the chimney nook and crossed his legs negligently. He could still
see Christina standing on the battlement looking down towards the ford. She
stood first on one leg and then on the other; she agitated her body strangely,
she made signs. Then faint sounds, voices, the clink of bridles, came to his
ears from the direction in which she looked. His pursuers most likely, for the
noise came from Scanwood. He stretched his legs, stiff from two nights'
exposure, further out in an attitude of ease as she had bidden him. He did not
know what Christina meant to do. She was revengeful— then she would give him
up? She meant perhaps to save him? Well, his life belonged to her. He waited.


Five minutes ago Christina had
seen his enemies taking the ford, a well-found troop of horse, and a stoutish
personable man riding at their head. Charles Daunet, from the ingle nook, could
not see them but he could see his Christina make a trumpet of her white hands
and hear her bawl— yes, bawl— to them over the battlement—


"Good gentlemen, hear me.
Will you please to take some refreshment? I cannot allow you to go by me, for
it is lonely here at Wallburn Hall."


Charles Daunet saw the speaker
ride into the little courtyard at the Head of his troop, and dismount. He was a
fine florid man of forty or so. He wore a high fixed cap with upon it the White
Horse of Hanover; his gaiters were white and at his saddle he carried a dead
turkey. Christina had descended from the battlement, and had gone to the horse's
head. The man spoke breezily.


"Captain Butler at your
service, Mistress. We will eat a crust with you, the more so because we come to
search you in the King's name."


"Do you say so?"
Christina replied, setting the tone of the interview in a way that made Charles
Daunet shiver. "Come you then in, in the King's name. George or James, 'tis
all the same to me, a woman. It's long enough since a man came this way. I was
wearying for the sight of one."


The Captain laughed heartily.


"Business, first, Miss, if
you please. We have a warrant to take a certain Colonel Charles Daunet of
Scanwood, who fought for the Pretender at Preston and gave us honest ones a
dance of it."


Christina looked faintly bored.


"My cousin of Scanwood! Is
he not at home?"


"We have spent two hours
ferreting for him there, and the housekeeper bade us come here. She said he was
a good friend of yours."


"She is chary of her
information," said the girl composedly. "I was more than friend, I
was once sweethearts with him, for my sins. But I have no care for the fellow
now." She tossed her head. "Come in, come in, you and your men, as
many as the roof will shelter. The wine cask is low, but we will do what we
can. I am alone here— nearly."


"My men— some of them— must
search the house."


"Ay, let them search
closely! I was always one for formality. But see they take heed of the flooring
of the upper rooms, which is indifferent and might let one of them through,
especially if he be a fine man like yourself, Captain!" She giggled. "Shall
I go along with them, and indicate the places where the maggots cling and the
mouse gnaws, and all is gone to fine powder?"


"No, they must shift as best
they can, and you shall stay here and talk with me. Our man should be here,
without your knowledge, perhaps, since you say you and he have fallen out?"


"We fell out," said
Christina carelessly, "when he chose to leave me to go and fight for a man
I had never seen and didn't care for. He should have stayed here and taken care
of his own."


"I am with you, Mistress.
Little as he is, though, he fought us like the devil at Preston. His blue
bonnet was everywhere, and he fairly swinged our poor fellows! The Duke is wild
to have him strung up. Well, men, off with you! Thoroughly, mind. Every corner!
Is there a cursed hiding hole here?"


"Yes, in my mother's room,"
said the hostess languidly. "She lies there bedridden. Speak her fair and
gently, and she will instruct you to find the way in. On the left-hand side of
the fireplace— a bolt shaped like a beetle. Only it's iron, and if Charles is
there— so much the worse for him."


"You've got a spirit— nasty
at that. Well, let's in. 'Tis hot, and your liquor comes not amiss."


Christina led the way under the
low-browed doorway to the kitchen, where Charles Daunet was sitting. She made
straight for the corner where he was, and lifting up a wooden flap of the
settle, rummaged for a bottle of spirits. Aloud she said—


"Get thy great foot out of
the way, Luke, wilt 'a!"


"Ay, who's that?" asked
Captain Butler, apprehending the sullen inmate of the chimney corner for the
first time.


"That! That's a poor foolish
cousin of mine," she replied, rising from her knees with the bottle, a
little flushed with stooping….


"You seem full of cousins—"


"Yes, but this one's on the
wrong side of the blanket. He's not over quick, but he'll answer a civil
question, no doubt. Now then!" She took Charles Daunet roughly by the
wounded shoulder, and he winced. "Look up, speak to the captain, can't
you?"


"What's your name?"
asked that personage humorously, entering into the spirit of the thing, but he
got no answer. Christina shrugged her shoulders.


"Truth, he's got no name, by
the rights of it. Or if he has, it's the same as mine. Luke Daunet, at your
service. Drat you, Luke, why don't you stand up and speak for yourself?"


Still the man on the settle did
not move.


"He's taken that way
sometimes, Captain. A fit of the sullens. As obstinate as a mule, and you can't
get a word out of him; and another day he'll rattle away fit to deave you. Poor
sort of company for a girl like me! We just have to give him house room and a
bite and a sup now and then for kinship's sake."


She poured out a glass of mead
and the captain took up the glass and raised it to his lips.


"A kiss before I drink!"


He put his hand on her shrinking
shoulder. The kiss lit on her ear. The man in the corner looked up sharply.


"Be quiet, Luke. Don't you
see I never gave it?" she said, as if to a froward jealous baby.


"It isn't to his taste, eh?"
said Butler. "Ha! Ha!"


"Never you mind his
tantrums, Captain. We never take any notice, mother and I." She filled his
glass again. He sat down near the end of the table. She made shift to sweep the
fragments of vegetables away with the carroty knife, but the captain raised his
hand.


"Let be!" he said…. "Come
and sit here, if this surly fellow will permit it. I shall like to watch his
face." He put his burly arm out, and, not before she knew what she was
doing, proud Christina Daunet was sitting on a trooper's knee and playing with
his beard.


There was a sound of feet and
much stamping overhead. Presently, with a sharp ugly crash of splintering
timber, the booted leg of one of Butler's men came through the ceiling and
dangled helplessly. Christina jumped off the captain's knee and burst out
laughing.


"There! I told you 'twould
happen."


"Bravo, Tim Jobling! I'd
know his leg in a hundred. Gad, I can hear him squealing like a pig up there!"


"'Tis in my mother's room!"
exclaimed Christina suddenly. "'Twill frighten her to death."


"You shan't go till they
come down. They'll be here directly. Look you, it's all right now. Tim Jobling
has gotten back his leg. They have him by the shoulders, and hoist him up so.
He's still swearing, though I can't hear. You shall hear me roast him."


Christina did not sit on his knee
again, but leaped away with a coquettish grimace as the members of the search
party came downstairs. Sheepishly came Tim Jobling at the tail of the group,
minded to avoid Butler's merriment.


"Found naught, Cap'n, except
one doited old woman in bed."


"My mother!" interposed
Christina proudly.


"Ay, Walters, keep a civil
tongue in your head, it can do you no harm. Did you put your blade thro' the
bed?"


"We did, ay, and the old
body sat up, and talked gibberish. She frightened poor Tim so that he stepped
back sharp and through the flooring."


"His leg came out just
there," said Butler, pointing to the comminuted fracture of laths and
planks that sagged down from the ceiling. "Well, Tim, you're no worse and
you've given me and my young lady here very good amusement. Your leg wagged
like a mouse's tail in the trap. My word!… Well, well, there's meetings and
there's partings, Mistress…. We'll have to be jogging away. Our man's still to
seek. What's this place Redmire?" He spoke to Christina, taking her by the
chin.


"It's a lost sort of place,
three miles away from here. Marske's a deal more likely. Yet why should I be
helping you to catch the poor escaped fellow? You'll hang him, I'll warrant,
and though he's despised me, I don't wish him that much harm. I was never fond
of telling the hunt which way the fox had gone."


"Do you say so?" He
looked judicial, and stroked his beard. After a pause— "Still, I'll just
have the correct name of that last place you mentioned…. You've no call to be
careful for Charles Scan wood, he's given you the go-by, you say. A man merits
a rope for neglecting a pretty wench, over and above being punished for the
hell he gave us all at Preston. That blue bonnet of his was like the clout of
the devil himself. Well, well, adieu. Thank you for your mead, and if ever I'm
this way again—"


"Go, since go you will,"
said she, "I shall see or speak to no man but you here this side of Lady
Day. So, Captain, farewell. Grant me a favour?"


"Ask it."


"My cousin, here—"


"Sulky-face! Ay."


"He's got business for me in
Marske. The ford's swollen. We have no horse. Let him ride behind one of your
men so far? You're going to Marske to look for Scanwood?"


"Certainly, Miss, we'll
oblige you. Tim Jobling shall take him behind. Come, men, saddle. We must be
off."


"Give me a letter— so that
the next company passes this way don't trouble me," she said.


He scribbled something in a
pocket-book, and tore it out. She took it.


"Another glass before you
go?"


"I'll not say no to that.
Here's to King George! Will you toast him?"


She drank it down.


"Just a good excuse to get a
drink," she said.


"Right. Women have no call
to meddle with politics. And your cousin?"


"You can try him. But I fear
he's stubborn. These sullen fits last for days. Here, Luke, drink to please me
and the kind captain."


She held the cup to his mouth and
whispered, "Return here as soon as may be."


Aloud she sneered, "Look
you, the great baby! He is suffering me to spill the good liquor. His lips are
close shut—"


"Waste no more time on the
lout that will not drink when a lady begs him," the captain said. He wiped
his lips. "Well, goodbye, then…. You were so glad to see me, you'll not
refuse me a kiss at parting?"


"What are you thinking of,
Captain Butler?" she minced affectedly. "And before your men, too."


"Be hanged to my men! They're
busy getting off. You're the prettiest picking I've seen since I left my
barracks at Hounslow and I cannot leave it unkissed!"


He forced her lips. The man in
the chimney corner stirred.


"Touches him nearly,"
said Butler, whose eyes shone…. "I could do with another, given freely.
Maybe, if we were alone—"


She shook her head.


"No good, eh? Your promise,
Madam, was finer than your performance. But I'm a gentleman. Come, my
lob-lie-by-the-fire, stump up!"


The man in the ingle nook, with
one reproachful glance at Christina, rose. He tottered a little, and appeared
dazed. Captain Butler, in sudden haste to be gone, clapped him on the back.


"Come, my little fellow, don't
keep us waiting. We're bound to catch our gallows-bird before dark!"


The haggard eyes of the fugitive
were fixed now on Christina, and now on the stained kitchen knife that lay on
the table.


"It's the money," she
said hastily. "I was forgetting."


Opening a shabby little leather
bag that hung at her girdle, she produced a silver coin.


"Here, take it, Luke. For
all that Betty Candlish would have given us credit. There goes! Don't drop it,
ye daft goneril! And, mind, you'll have to come back by the bridge up Marske
way, for these kind gentlemen won't be coming back, I fancy. It's saving him a
matter of two miles, Captain, thanking you kindly, and my mother pining for her
drops."


The troopers in the yard were all
mounted now, their bridles clinking, their horses pawing. Christina, standing
by Captain Butler's stirrup, bickering with him gaily to the last, watched her
lover out of the corner of her eye, as he doggedly passed out, and hoisted
himself up behind the man called Tim. He seemed woefully stiff. Christina
supposed him to have a hurt somewhere, or was it merely the result of two nights'
exposure? If it was the former, she promised herself a month's delicious
nursing. Yet not a look did he cast in her direction as he rode away,
uncovered, leaving one of Luke's old caps, which she had reached down from a
nail for him, on the table beside the kitchen knife and the carrot scrapings.


She saw it when she went in
again. His negligence of any head covering must have looked odd and
indifferent, but then his sullen and cross demeanour had tallied exactly with
her account of him. She was proud of the part she had played.


Yet the first thing she did when
the sounds had died away was to catch up a rough cloth, not over clean, that
lay there, and rub her lips with it till the blood came.


Then she sat down for a little
while with her head buried in the selfsame cloth, crouching low in shame,
remembering bitterly the indignities to which she had submitted in order to
secure her false lover's safety.


Half an hour she sat like this.
Then the old clock in the corner struck wheezily. It was three o'clock in the
afternoon.


She remembered her mother. She
ought to go and see and comfort the old woman. Perhaps the rough troopers had
frightened her. Heavy-footed, hating herself, loving Charles, she ascended the
crazy stairs. The troopers had frightened her mother indeed. She was dead!…


 


THE DAUGHTER, dry-eyed, left
alone with death, did what was necessary. She washed the body of her beloved,
and dressed it, and laid her arms across her breast with a little sprig of
marjoram out of her garden between the fingers, and covered up the cracked dim
looking-glass with a fair white cloth. She went downstairs and procured a
plateful of salt, which she laid on the dead woman's chest to fend off the evil
spirits. She drew down the blinds of the windows that looked out over the garden
on to the ford, and sat down near the horribly yawning hole in the flooring to
await Luke— or Charles. Neither of them might come for a good hour or more. She
did not know which would be the first. Charles might not come for days, but
when he did he would be of good comfort, and grateful to her for saving his
life at the expense though it were of half an hour's desperate but not
irremediable degradation. It was nothing to her, considering the result,
perhaps as little to him, and yet more than once during the ordeal she had
fancied he was on the point of interposing and forbidding, at the risk of his
life, the desecration of the lips that were his, and his only. He might not,
perhaps, be willing to kiss her…. No matter, she would dress his wound, and shelter
him and be a mother, not a mistress, to him a while. He had not slept in a bed,
nurse-tended by kind white hands, since Preston fight…. He would kiss the hands
sometimes? … So she dreamed….


About five o'clock she heard the
thud of a horse's hoofs, trotting briskly towards her from the ford. Charles
had been in luck, and had somehow or other managed to get hold of a horse?…


She ran down, leaping, in her
haste to go the nearest way, over the gaping chasm that shelved in like the
hangman's drop, in the middle of the floor.


"My beloved!"


A man stood, sheepish, in the
house place. It was Captain Butler.


"You!" she stammered,
and reeled.


"Yes, 'tis I, poor fool,
come back to know more of you and your wiles, my beauty. For that you are; and
may be, now that I've given my men the slip for an hour, you'll let me have
that kiss?"


Christina was holding on to the
high back of the settle.


"Ay, there's no doubt about
it, you're a gay piece, and no one could call you kissing shy. I like it. But
that poor lad who sat there— he couldn't stomach so much freedom, I fancy. You
made his poor heart ache, and lost him his wits, now, wasn't it?… Well, well,
he's the best judge of his own feelings, may be he's as well out of this
troublesome world…."


"What do you mean, Captain?"


"Only that that cousin of
yours slipped off from behind Tim Jobling crossing the ford, and was washed
away almost before we in the front knew what was happening. It's my belief he
did it on purpose."


"Drowned! Charles!"


"Is that his silly name? I
thought you mentioned some other. He said something to Tim, I believe, before
he let go—"


"What was it?"


"Oh, if you care to hear! He
said that he found the woman he loved was no better than a harlot, and he didn't
care for his life any more since 'twas so. He just slipped off behind—"


"And didn't anyone lift a
finger to help him?" she wailed.


"Couldn't, I tell you, he
was a deal too quick for Tim, seeing as he did it o' purpose. No, Miss, make no
bones about it, his death lies at your door."


She tottered, and he held out a
clumsy hand.


"Come, put it all behind
you. Why should a fine girl like you sorrow for a half-witted yokel like that?
You broke his heart, but what right had he to cast those bleary eyes of his on
you? You are for a better than he. Come now— be pleasant! You didn't use to
look bashful. One would think it was a different woman I've come back to. You're
handsome enough, though, in all conscience, even with that face of thunder on
you. Will you or won't you, Mistress Daunet? Will you come to me— my pretty?"


He took a pull at the stoup of
liquor that was where he had put it down, and held out his arms.


Still the woman stood, dazed,
dumbfounded, her ordinarily quick brain acting slowly. She began to realize, by
a series of successive shocks, that there was no one left to be helped or saved
by diplomacy. She kept her distance, still eyeing the dark wet knife on the
table…. She spoke at last, sombre, taciturn….


"My mother lies dead
upstairs."


"Does she so? Well, 'twas
her time to die, wasn't it? We'll bury her decently. Come."


He sat there, glorying in his
work, his legs well apart, smiling fatuously, waiting for the fair sulky girl
to forget her immediate griefs and fall on his neck for solace and comfort.


"Dawdling! Playing the
maiden, eh? You'll come in the end. What if your mother is dead? Eighty, I
think she was? Trooper Tim gave her a fright. Finished her off…." He was
slightly drunk. "I've left my men at Scan wood. I fancy its master is
likely to seek the old earths after all…. Come, still thinking on your mother?
Devil, don't I tell you she was old and ripe for death? We'll give her
Christian burial, and do all things in order…."


He fumbled in his pockets. And
Christina's hand made a quick outward movement.


"And will you bury me
decently too?" said she, advancing at last. With the dignity of a queen
she sat down on the knee of the amorous captain, who fancied the hour of
surrender had come. Indeed, he had some small excuse for thinking so, for with
a gesture of abandonment she flung one long arm round his neck.


"Ay, but don't strangle me!"
he whispered, his chin buried in her bare neck. Christina's other hand was busy
at his coat lapel.


She found the place, just over
the collar bone— she had no science but she just happened on it,— and drove the
long kitchen knife in straight. Its work was not done then. With an effort she
drew the knife out and used it again. Captain Butler, before he fell off the
chair, saw her eyes glazing, and for one moment held a dead woman in his arms.


 


"AND THAT, I think, was the
way it was," said the romancer to his patient listener, as they sat
together on the bare hillside sloping to the Bridge on the other side of the
ruined battlement, and let their hands run through the cool straggling grasses
that clothed its sad bleakness a little. He raised his hand, that had been
fumbling negligently in the ground beside him.


"Look here! A daffodil! This
must have been poor Christina Daunet's garden!"


____________
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IT'S WOMEN who cause all this History to be
written. Examine the case of Sammy Saunderson, for instance. 


Sammy Saunderson
could truthfully be styled a member of the leisured classes. Perhaps a better
description would have been to call him the laziest bloke in London. He had a
flat in Albany, an income that was almost indecent in these days, and a valet
who shielded his young life from every care. Sammy, in fact, was very
comfortably fixed. 


You would have
thought that a fellow blessed in this numerous fashion would have left well
alone. But no! One afternoon, calling at the flat to refresh my mind with the
sight of a man who had raised indolence to a cultured art, I found Sammy in a
state bordering on total eclipse. He looked as though the lamp of his life had
gone out. 


Registering
sympathy, I asked for an outline of the disaster. But the best that Sammy could
do was to shake his head and utter indistinguishable noises. I sought Worple— Sammy's
man.


"I
understand, sir, that Mr. Saunderson has recently formed an attachment,"
he replied, in answer to my query. 


"You don't
mean to say that Sam— Mr. Saunderson— has fallen in love, Worple ?"


The thing opened
up amazing possibilities. Many staunch lads who for years had regarded Sammy's
rooms as a camping-out place as far as food and drinks were concerned would be
affected. This prospect of an early famine was alarming. 


"I am
afraid that is the case, sir." Worple's tone was faintly bitter. "Half
the trouble in this world is caused by women, Mr. Harrington," he said. 


"More than
half, Worple. Say five-eighths. Who is the lady?" 


"I
understand from Mr. Saunderson that her name is Miss Emily Podd, sir."  


"You're
pulling my leg, Worple." 


"No, sir."


"But no one
could possibly have a name like Emily Podd. Think for yourself.'' 


"I have
already thought, Mr. Harrington, until I don't know whether I am standing on my
head or on my heels. But that is undoubtedly the lady's name." 


"No wonder
she's anxious to change it."


With this lightning
summary, I stepped back into Sammy's presence. 


With the aid of
a couple of bracers which I poured out myself, he rallied sufficiently to
corroborate the main features of Worple's statement. 


The facts that I
was able to elicit were: 


(1) that he had
fallen in love, 


(2) that the
girl's name was certainly Emily Podd, and 


(3) that thus
early in the mating season there had been a serious rift in the lute. 


"It's no
good my blinking the fact," Sammy said to me dismally. "My life up
till now has been wasted. Even you, my best friend, cannot point to a single
useful act that I have ever done. My existence has been one of gross
self-indulgence. Whilst millions of better men have been slaving away for a
mere pittance, I have been lolling here in the lap of luxury, surrounded with
the products of an effete aristocracy which is rapidly approaching its nadir."



"Nadir ?"



"Lowest
point, or time, of great depression. Looked it up in a dictionary Worple lent
me this morning. It's a word that Emily is very fond of using."


I was beginning
to see daylight. 


"Miss Podd,
I take it, is a very serious type, Sammy?" 


He nodded. "She
pointed out the futility of my present empty existence. I am a drone, a
non-producer. I wax fat on the sweated industry of my brother-man." 


"Sounds
horrible. What are you going to do about it?" 


"Sack
Worple, to begin with, and then start cleaning my own shoes. It will be a
beginning, anyway." 


I leaned on the
table for support. 


"I've heard
about Henry Ford driving one of his own cars, but you're absolutely the first
case of a man with ten thousand a year cleaning his own shoes. What's the idea?"



"I must try
to make myself worthy of Emily's love," he said simply—very simply.


"Two
hundred of the best a week is no recommendation, I suppose?"


This was an
occasion when a little straight talking was necessary, it seemed to me. 


"Emily has
plenty of money of her own," Sammy replied in a hollow tone. "Wealth
is nothing to her. The subject nearest her heart is the ame— the amelioration
of the working classes."


"What about
seeing Freddy Parsons?" I suggested. Freddy was a nerve wallah in Harley
Street. 


"Freddy
Parsons? Why should I see Freddy Parsons?" He seemed to resent having his
line of thought disturbed. 


"I think I'd
better ring him up, old son. The fact is, Sammy, you ve been thinking too much.
You're not used to it, and the strain—"


"Clear out!"
he hissed. 


On the way, I
caught a glimpse of Worple. His lips were moving as though in prayer. 


 


TWO DAYS LATER I
had a 'phone message from Worple. Friendship is friendship, after all, and I
took a taxi straight away. 


"You will
have to humour him, sir,'' said Worple, who was looking very much under the
weather; "it's my belief that something's turned his brain."


"Have you
seen this Miss Emily Podd yet, Worple?" 


"There's a
photograph of her now, sir, in the dining-room. I venture to say that you will
be surprised at her appearance." 


"False
teeth, fringe, all that sort of thing?" 


"On the
contrary, sir, Miss Podd is quite distinguished-looking and really remarkably
pretty." 


The case was
becoming terribly complicated.


"How has
Mr. Saunderson been since Monday?" 


"Restless,
sir. Insisted on cleaning his own shoes, and would have done mine; but"— shuddering—
"I was firm on that point." 


"What was
it that made you telephone?" 


Worple's portly
frame shook and he looked round anxiously before replying. 


"He has
just asked me to lend him my oldest trousers, sir."


I felt a chilly
sensation down the spine. "What about his own trousers? He used to have
fifteen pairs or so, didn't he?"


"Twenty,
sir, to be exact. He has given them all away. The truth is, Mr. Harrington, he's
a changed man." 


"Wearing
your trousers, I should jolly well think he was! Surely they're miles too big ?"



"I had to
use safety-pins, sir. You mustn't reproach me, Mr. Harrington; I was powerless."



It was easy to
see that the poor chap was utterly prostrated ; but he brightened up when I
clapped him on the shoulder and said: "We must both continue to do what we
can, Worple." 


"It's very
good of you, sir. But, alone, I am helpless; he will not listen to a word I
say. Perhaps if you saw him—"


"Pop along
and tell him I'm on the premises, Worple." 


"Certainly,
sir." 


 


THE FIRST THING I
noticed was the photograph of a remarkably pretty girl. It was on a small
table, and a person dressed like a tramp was regarding it rapturously when I
entered the room. With all these stories of burglars filling the papers, the
sight of this ruffian gave me quite a turn. Worple had vanished, so it was up
to me to tackle the brute. 


"What are
you doing here?" I demanded. 


"Hallo,
James!" said a familiar voice. 


It was Sammy!
Sammy, looking like a human document from the casual ward. Apart from Worple's
worst trousers, he was wearing a three-days' growth of face-bristles, a grey
Harris tweed coat with four holes and two patches, a dirty flannel shirt, and a
pair of what looked like ex-Army boots. 


"Ha, ha!
Very funny!" I shrieked. 


Sammy turned.
"It's not funny at all," he said severely. "The only work I can
find is to become a sandwich-man, and I've got to go like this or I shouldn't
get the job." 


"I see,"
I replied, sparring for time.  "And why is it necessary for you to become
a sandwich-man, Sammy?" 


His eyes glowed
with a zealot's fire. 


"I've
promised Emily to go down to the Submerged Tenth and discover how their
conditions can be improved. The hours I've spent looking for a job...! But
every other trade has its trade union. That is why I have been forced to become
what is known as a sandwich-man, James." 


It was simply
but nobly uttered. While my mind refused to accept the credibility of the
situation, my heart opened to this reckless adventurer. 


"Well,
jolly good luck, anyway." I knew it sounded banal and ineffectual, but
what on earth could I say? 


"There's
only one thing that's worrying me, James." 


"Speak on."


"There's
Worple. He'll be out of a job. I shall have to give up these rooms."


I sprang into
the breach. "I'll stay here, Sammy, and Worple can do for me. As a matter
of fact, it will suit me very nicely, because the club is being redecorated."



"James, you're
a decent chap," said Sammy, extending an incredibly dirty hand. "Unavoidable,"
he explained, tooking at the forlorn fin. "You see, I've been cleaning
shoes." 


"You'll go
out the back way, of course?" I suggested. 


"Of course.
I'll write to you when I have time, James." 


 


"MISS EMILY
PODD," announced Worple, and lumbered away before I could call him to a
conference. 


My first
impression was that the beloved of Sammy Saunderson was even prettier than her
picture, which was saying a great deal. 


"Won't you
sit down?" I fluffed. 


"Worple
tells me that you are Mr. Saunderson's greatest friend. That is why I said I
should like to see you. I am in great trouble, Mr. Harrington." 


"I say, I'm
most awfully sorry to hear it, Miss Podd. If—" 


"It is
about Mr. Saunderson,'' she cut in crisply; and then I noticed that she had the
faintest, and therefore most charming, American accent. "Mr. Saunderson
has disappeared, leaving no trace. Can you tell me where he is?"


 Life, I
suddenly realized, was crowded with complications. Here was the girl who had
driven poor Sammy so loony that Freddy Parsons would have certified him on the
spot, actually asking what had happened to him! 


"Hasn't Mr.
Saunderson sent you any communication?" 


"No. And
his conduct lately— in fact, ever since I said I couldn't marry him— has been
most mysterious. This must sound very—" 


"Oh, not at
all! Not at all! I am in Sammy's confidence, I may say, Miss Podd; and he sort
of— well, he kind of hinted that he— that he, to cut it short, was very much in
love with you and all that sort of thing. That is why he's taken to wandering— I
mean disappearing, you know." 


Heightened
colour crept into her cheeks. 


"But why
should he disappear?" Emily Podd asked.    "And where has he gone?"



"As I have
said, he was very much in love with you, Miss Podd. That made him take your
views on life very seriously. He became enthusiastic about the—what is it— the
amelioration, or something, of the working classes. You stirred him no end;
clean out of his shocking sloth—"


"I thought
you said you were Sammy's— Mr. Saunderson's closest friend, Mr. Harrington?"
Her tone was noticeably cold. 


"Quite so.
I am merely trying to explain—"


"Very well."
She settled herself to listen. "Sammy became so enthusiastic, so
determined to live up to your ideas, Miss Podd, that he has become submerged."



She screamed
faintly. "Submerged?"— looking wildly round. 


"Gone to
join the poor unfortunates who eat things out of coloured handkerchiefs, and
all that sort of thing. Sammy was determined to study the conditions of the
working classes; and he was so keen he borrowed Worple's trousers for the part."



"What
became of his own— er— er...?" 


I leapt to her
relief. "He gave them all away. Twenty pairs. The whole boiling. That's
like Sammy. He's as thorough as they make 'em. If I may say so, Miss Podd, you
have every reason to be proud of Sammy." 


"But where
is he? What is he doing?" 


There is a limit
to everything. How could I tell her that Sammy could be seen trapesing up and
down the Strand carrying an advertisement-board? 


"You mustn't
worry, Miss Podd," I said soothingly. 


She swung round
on me. 


"But I am
forced to worry. Perhaps something terrible has happened to him! If it has, I
shall never forgive myself— or you!" 


"Me?"



"If you
were a real friend you would have stopped him carrying out this ridiculous
idea!"  


It was Worple
who brought me the news. 


Two more days,
and not a line from Sammy. It looked as though he had submerged himself by dropping
the body into the Thames. Worple had a real affection for the afflicted lad.
That was evident. He had been given to moping from the moment I had taken up
residence; and on the Wednesday evening he asked permission for the evening
off. A couple of hours later the telephone rang. 


"It's
Worple speaking, sir," said an agitated voice. "I've found him!"



"Found him!"
I didn't like the sound. It suggested mortuaries and places. 


"Mr.
Saunderson, sir. He's in a hostel in the Waterloo Road, and he would like to
see you." 


"Suffering
cats, Worple! You haven't been drinking, by any chance?" 


"I've been
too worried for that, Mr. Harrington. The address is 1001B Waterloo Road; and
the master is expecting ou." 


There was a
finality about the way Worple rang off that left no doubt in my mind; I had to
go down to that beastly place and do a bit of backing up. 


I found Sammy
ina really deplorable condition, but apparently very happy. 


"I love the
life, James," he said; "and as for these chaps"— looking at the
jokers who were glaring at me— "they're the finest fellows in the world. I
thought I'd like to see you, so that you could know I was all right. At last I
know what real happiness means, for I feel I'm doing a bit of good in the
world."


"And you
intend to stick it?" Honestly, it was almost unbelievable. 


"Yes. These
chaps seem to have taken a fancy to me, and they want me to start a Protection
Society for them. They say I'm the man to put it over. You see, I incautiously
admitted yesterday that I had been educated at Oxford, but explained that I had
come down through drink." 


"Not plain,
straightforward lunacy?" 


"No, drink.
If you haven't got patience to listen to what I want to tell you, you'd better
go, James." 


"Oh, I'll
listen all right." Better let the poor ass talk his fool head off, I
supposed. 


"A crisis
occurred yesterday, James. Two hundred of us were engaged to advertise a big
film— 'Sons and Daughters'— which is being shown at the Collodeum. While we were
walking on our beat, a film was taken of us. This film, so we heard, was shown
on the screen before the evening performance of 'Sons and Daughters'."


"Well?"
I asked irritably.


"We
objected to that," he explained. "We were not told that we were to be
cinematographed. "What we claim," went on Sammy, raising his voice, "is
that we were employed merely to advertise the film, not to have ourselves
exhibited in every cinema throughout the country. If they wanted to film us, we
should have received actors' salaries. That is our point, isn't it, mates?"



Mates! 


"Don't
laugh, you fool!" warned Sammy hoarsely. "They may think you're an
employer and choke you on the spot. But, I say, how about joining us?"


I left the place
so quickly after that I hadn't time to tell Sammy anything about Emily Podd
having called. 


 


THE NEXT
MORNING, feeling that the brain wanted air, I took a stroll in Hyde Park.
Crowds have invariably attracted me, and when I saw a dense concourse near the
Marble Arch entrance, I wandered over. A fellow standing on a soap-box was
being cheered. 


"What we
need is action, comrades of the Publicity Patrol," this joker was
thundering when I took up position. "Words are no use!" (Cheers.)
"We must beard these employers in their dens, show them that we are not
afraid of them, prove to them that we are strong enough to demand a fair and
living wage!" (More cheers.) "What do we see to-day? We see a
city that is completely without walking advertisements! Why? Because we have
stood shoulder to shoulder like sandwiches in a glass case." (Cheers.)
"And we will continue to stand shoulder to shoulder until this crying
injustice, this abominable exploitation is rectified." (Uproarious
cheers.) "Boys of the Boards, we have proved by our action to-day that
even the humblest of us have souls!" (Deafening cheers, and a voice:
"That's the ticket !") "Britons, strike home for the wooden
walls of old England!" (Frenzied pandemonium.) 


You've guessed
it, I suppose? Yes, the speaker was Sammy Saunderson. Clean off his nut, of
course, and ready to play with the squirrels. 


After another
twenty minutes he stepped down from the platform, and I tapped him on the
shoulder. 


"Splendid !"
I declared. I had to say that because I was hemmed in. 


"I have
done wonders in a short space of time, James," he said, disregarding the
sarcasm. "To-day we have formed a Protection Society for Publicity
Patrollers. These chaps appointed me their leader. At once I declared a
lightning strike. It was a wonderful sight to see these brave fellows with whom
I have stood—"


"Shoulder
to shoulder!" 


"Shoulder
to shoulder, downing their boards directly the word was given. I am longing to
tell Emily. She will be thrilled by it. And to-morrow e 


"What is
to-morrow to bring forth, Sammy?" 


"I am about
to be appointed delegate to interview those who starve and batten on us at the
present time; I am to conduct the negotiations for better pay."


"Do you
happen to know the name of the chief employer of advertisement paraders in
London, Sammy?" 


"No. I got
my job through an agency." 


"You'll
laugh when I tell you, Sammy." 


He looked at me.
"Laugh ?"


"You'll
scream. The chief employer of the Publicity Patrol is Mr. Ephraim P. Podd,
father of Miss Emily—"


 


WHAT I TOLD
SAMMY was the living truth. 


Ephraim P. Podd,
of New York City, Chicago, Philadelphia, and a few other places, on one of his
periodical visits to London had decided that the art of publicity as
represented by the living advertisements within two boards who patrolled the
metropolis was so dead and moribund that he must do something to enliven it. As
the result of a few judicious enquiries, I had further learned that a desperate
battle was being waged at the present time between the American invader and Mr.
Charles A. Barnum, who stood for all that was best in London Proprietary
Publicity Patrol circles, for Publicity Patrol supremacy. Each organization was
trying to wipe the other off the streets. Honours had been fairly even until
Sammy Saunderson, smitten with the amelioration craze, had called a lightning
strike. 


Ephraim P. Podd
scowled as his secretary announced: "The gentleman from the Publicity
Patrol Society, sir." 


"Gentleman!
What the thunder do you mean, Simmons? The fellow's bound to be a hobo, a
rough-neck. I wish they allowed you to carry a gun in this God-forsaken
country. Show the tramp in." 


Two minutes
later Ephraim sat bolt upright in his chair. A young man whose silk hat
glistened in the morning sunshine, whose coat fitted miraculously, whose
trouser creases were a joy to the eye, who wore his spats as only an Englishman
of the right type can wear spats, came into the room. 


"Well, and
who are you?" demanded Mr. Podd, wondering how the caller had got past
Simmons. 


The visitor was
nervous. He coughed, and shifted his weight from the left foot to the right,
and then back again. 


"Well?"
said Mr. Podd again. 


"Er— I have
called on behalf of the Publicity Patrol Society," replied the visitor in
a rather faint voice. 


"You've
done— what?" When he was deeply moved, Ephraim P. always became distinctly
bellicose. 


"I'm not
joking— honestly. I'm the secretary of the newly formed Publicity Patrol
Society, and I thought I'd trot round and have a little friendly pow-wow with
you about increased pay. I can assure you it's badly wanted. Put it to
yourself, old hoss—"


"Don't call
me 'old hoss'!" thundered the raving Mr. Podd. 


" 'Old man',
then. I say, put it to yourself, old man. How would you like to live on what
our chaps get— with ninepence knocked off for insurance?"


 Ephraim P. Podd
prided himself on being a strong, ruthless man of action. 


"I'll give
you just two minutes to clear out of here, my lunatic friend. If you aren't
outside at the end of that time, I'll get a policeman to throw you out." 


The caller
coughed. "Hate to seem peevish or anything like that, but I think you
would rather regret doing that. Apart from the policeman possibly getting hurt—
in which case you would be liable for damages— my colleagues in the Union would
be very upset. They're waiting outside now." 


Ephraim rose in
his wrath. "I don't know who you are, but let me warn you that I'm a
dangerous man to try to make a fool of!" he roared. 


Then the door
opened and a girl entered. 


"Sammy!"



"Emmie! Oh,
Emmie!" 


"Snakes!"
shrieked Ephraim P. Podd, goggling at the sight of his only daughter being
clutched in the arms of a perfect stranger. 


"Emily!"
he called at last. The distractingly pretty girl disengaged herself
reluctantly. 


"Perhaps I
ought to explain, Daddy, that this is Sammy Saunderson, and I'm going to marry
him." 


Ephraim had
faced many startling situations in his time— faced and overcome them— but to be
informed in this casual fashion that his only daughter, the apple of his eye,
was contemplating almost immediate matrimony with a man who was secretary of
the local Publicity Patrol Society was much too much. 


"Do you
know that this—this person came here to blackmail me this morning, Emily?"



"Sammy!"



"I am
afraid your father has got rather the wrong notion, darling. He doesn't seem to
believe me, but I've been sent here by the Publicity Patrol to negotiate with
Mr. Podd on a question of increased pay. You have no idea how hard the work is,
Emily; my shoulders—"


"Have you
carried an advertisement board, Sammy?" She seemed thrilled at the thought.



"All day
and every day for the past week," Sammy replied. 


"Not in
those clothes?" 


"Er— no.
You see, I had rather a shock yesterday. After I had been appointed a delegate
by my pals of the Patrol, a friend of mine— James Harrington— sprang a surprise.
He told me that the biggest employer of publicity patrollers in London was— your
father. I didn't think it would be paying Mr. Podd proper respect to come here
wearing grubby togs." 


"But why
did you have to wear grubby togs, Sammy?" 


"Because— don't
you see?— I couldn't have got a job in that line at all unless I had been
wearing awful clothes. I had to dress for the part." 


Emily laughed as
a nightingale sings— through sheer joy. "And you did this for me,
Sammy? You— you wore Worple's oldest trousers for me?"


"How did
you know that?" 


"Your
friend Mr. Harrington told me. Oh, Sammy!"


"Stop that
chattering and give me a clear account of all this nonsense!" barked Mr.
Podd. "You seem a gentleman, after all, Mr. Saunderson," he went on,
addressing the young man. "If you had formed an affection for my daughter,
why did you not come to me in a straightforward fashion and acquaint me with
the fact?" 


"I was
about to do so, sir; but Emily— I hope you do not mind me calling her 'Emily',
sir— and I had a bit of a tiff. She told me the truth about myself, said I was
living an empty existence—"


"Oh, Sammy,
I didn't really mean it! I didn't realize what I was saying." 


"I hadn't
realized it myself before, sir," went on Sammy; "but after Emily had
pointed out that all my income—"


"What is
your income?" enquired Mr. Podd briskly. 


"It works
out at about ten thousand pounds a year, sir." 


"Fifty
thousand dollars. Well, go ahead." 


"As I was
saying, sir, after Emily had pointed out that all my income was derived from
the sweated industry of other people, I endeavoured to try to discover how the
working classes lived. Once I became a walking advertisement, I found myself
taking such an interest in their conditions that—"


 "You lost
me at least five thousand dollars yesterday by calling a lightning strike,"
broke in the cold, hard voice of Ephraim P. 


There was a
sticky silence. Emily broke it. 


"Don't you
see, Daddy," she said, "Sammy is so popular that all the
advertisement-board men in London will work for you now instead of the other
man if—"


"Yes,"
said her father eagerly. "If— what?" 


"If Sammy
tells them to," supplied the offspring. 


"Will you
do that?" asked Mr. Podd. 


"On terms,
sir." The secretary of the Publicity Patrol Society squared his shoulders.



"On terms!
What terms?" 


"That I
become a partner in the firm, Mr. Podd," said Sammy Saunderson, speaking
firmly and looking hard at Emily. "I think I can claim, as the result of
my practical experience, to know far more about the industry than you do
yourself." 


"Is there
anything else you want ?" 


Sammy
disregarded the sarcasm. 


"There is
Emily, of course, sir." 


 


THAT'S WHY I say
it's women who cause all this History to be written. If it hadn't been for
Emily Podd, the laziest man in town would not have become a modern captain of
industry.


 


End


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





pm251.jpg
PAST 251
MASTERS

Mary Shelley

Violet Hunt

Cleve Adams

Sherwood Anderson
Sydney Horler

Arthur Conan Doyle
Amelia B. Edwards
Charles Emmett Van Loan
J. Jefferson Farjeon

and more





cover.jpeg
PAST 251
MASTERS

Mary Shelley

Violet Hunt

Cleve Adams

Sherwood Anderson
Sydney Horler

Arthur Conan Doyle
Amelia B. Edwards
Charles Emmett Van Loan
J. Jefferson Farjeon

and more





