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“ MV SON, BE OF GOOD CHEER | 
C‘ f Tot lure by Hope.')



A  Torture by Hope.
F rom  t h e : F r e n c h  o f  V i i .i.ikks dk i/ isi.k-A d a m .

[Coi'NT VlLLIERS HE l.’lSl.E-.\i>AM, who lives at Paris, where he edits the Revue des lettres et des Arts, 
is one of several living French writers who have made a special study of short stories. Me is a highly 
original writer, and, although as vet quite unknown to English readers, an extremely powerful one. Many of 
his stories are such as could have been written by no one hut himself ; but probably he approaches more 
nearly to Edgar Allan Poe than to any other English author.]

ELO W  the vaults of the Oti­
d a l  of Saragossa one night­
fall long ago, the venerable 
Pedro Arbuez d'Espila, sixth 
Prior of the Dominicans of 
Segovia, third Grand Inqui­

sitor of Spain—followed by a fra redemptor 
(master-torturer), and preceded by two 
familiars of the Holy Office holding lan­
terns—descended towards a secret dungeon. 
The lock of a massive door creaked ; they 
entered a stifling in pace, where the little 
light that came from above revealed an in­
strument of torture blackened with blood, 
a chafing-dish, and a pitcher. Fastened to 
the wall by heavy iron rings, on a mass of 
filthy straw, secured by fetters, an iron 
circlet about his neck, sat a man in rags : 
it was impossible to guess at his age.

This prisoner was no other than Rabbi 
Aser Abarbanel, a Jew of Aragon, who, on 
an accusation of usury and pitiless con­
tempt of the poor, had for more than a 
year undergone daily torture. In spite of 
all, “ his blind obstinacy being as tough as 
his skin,” he had refused to abjure.

Proud of his descent and his ancestors— 
for all Jews worthy of the name are jealous 
of their race—he was descended, according 
to the Talmud, from Othoniel, and conse­
quently from Ipsiboe, wife of this last 
Judge of Israel, a circumstance which had 
sustained his courage under the severest of 
the incessant tortures.

It was, then, with tears in his eyes at the 
thought that so stedfast a soul was excluded 
from salvation, that the venerable Pedro 
Arbuez d’Espila, approaching the quivering 
Rabbi, pronounced the following words :— 

“ My son, be of good cheer ; your trials 
here below are about to cease. If, in pre­
sence of such obstinacy, I have had to 
permit, though w*th sighs, the employment 
of severe measures, my task of paternal 
correction has its limits. You are the 
barren fig-tree, that, found so oft without 
fruit, incurs the danger of being dried up 
by the roots. . . . but it is for God alone to 
decree concerning your soul. Perhaps the 
Infinite Mercy will shine upon you at the

last moment ! Let us hope so. There are 
instances. May it be so ! Sleep, then, this 
evening in peace. To-morrow you will 
take part in the auto da fe, that is to say, 
you will be exposed to the quemadero, the 
brazier premonitory of the eternal flame. 
It burns, you are aware, at a certain dis­
tance, my son ; and death takes, in coming, 
two hours at least, often three, thanks to 
the moistened and frozen clothes with 
which we take care to preserve the fore­
head and the heart of the holocausts. You 
will be only forty-three. Consider, then, 
that, placed in the last rank, you will have 
the time needful to invoke God, to offer 
unto Him that baptism of fire which is 
of the Holy Spirit: Hope, then, in the
Light, and sleep.”

As he ended this discourse, Dom Arbuez 
—who had motioned the wretched man’s 
fetters to be removed—embraced him ten­
derly. Then came the turn of the fra 
redemptor, who, in a low voice, prayed 
the Jew to pardon what he had made him 
endure in the effort to redeem him ; then 
the two familiars clasped him in their arms : 
their kiss, through their cowls, was unheard. 
The ceremony at an end, the captive was 
left alone in the darkness.

Rabbi Aser Abarbanel, his lips parched, 
his face stupefied by suffering, stared, with­
out any particular attention, at the closed 
door. Closed ? The word, half unknown 
to himself, awoke a strange delusion in his 
confused thoughts. He fancied he had 
seen, for one second, the light of the lan­
terns through the fissure between the sides 
of this door. A morbid idea of hope, due 
to the enfeeblement of his brain, took hold 
on him. He dragged himself towards this 
strange thing he had seen ; and, slowly in­
serting a finger, with infinite precautions, 
into the crack, he pulled the door towards 
him. Wonder of wonders ! By some ex­
traordinary chance the familiar who had 
closed it had turned the great key a little 
before it had closed upon its jambs of stone. 
So, the rusty bolt not having entered its 
socket, the door rolled back into the cell.

The Rabbi ventured to look out.
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By means of a sort of livid obscurity he 
distinguished, first of all, a half-circle of 
earthy walls, pierced bv spiral stairways, 
and, opposite to him, five or six stone steps, 
dominated by a sort o black porch, giving 
access to a vast corridor, of which he could 
only see, from below, the nearest arches.

Stretching himself along, he crawled to 
the level of this threshold. Yes, it was 
indeed a corridor, but of boundless length. 
A faint light 
—a sort of
dream-light — 
was cast over 
it ; lamps sus­
pended to the 
arched roof, 
turned, by in­
te rv a ls ,  th e  
wan air blue ; 
the far dis­
tance was lost 
in h a d o w.
Not a door 
visible along 
all th islength!
On one side 
only, to the 
l e f t ,  sm all 
holes, covered 
with a network 
of bars, let a 
feeble twilight 
through the 
depths of the 
wall—the light 
of sunset ap­
parently, for 
red gleams fell 
at long inter­
vals on the 
f la g  - s to n es .
And how fear­
ful a silence !
. . . Yet there 
—there in the 
depths of the 
dim distance 
— th e  w a y 
might lead to liberty ! The wavering hope 
of the Jew was dogged, for it was the last.

W ithout hesitation he ventured forth, 
keeping close to the side of the light-holes, 
hoping to render himself indistinguishable 
from the darksome colour of the long walls, 
l ie advanced slowly, dragging himself along 
the ground, forcing himself not to erv out 
when one of his wounds, recently opened, 
sent a sharp pang through him,

All of a sudden the beat of a sandal, 
coming in his direction, echoed along the 
stone passage. A trembling fit seized him, 
he choked with anguish, his sight grew dim. 
So this, no doubt, was to be the end ! He 
squeezed himself, doubled up on his hands 
and knees, into a recess, and, half dead with 
terror, waited.

It was a familiar hurrying along. He 
passed rapidly, carrying an instrument for

tearingout the 
m uscles, his 
cowl lowered ; 
h e  d i s a p - 
peared. The 
violent shock 
w h i c h  t h e  
Rabbi had re­
ceived had half 
suspended the 
f u n c t i o n s  of 
life ; he re­
in a i n e d for 
nearly an hour 
u n a b l e  to  
make a single 
movement. In 
the fear of an 
increase of tor­
ments if he 
were caught, 
the idea came 
to him of re­
turning to his 
cell. But the 
old hope chir­
ped in his soul 
—the d i v i ne  
“ P e r h a p  s," 
the comforter 
in the worst of 
distresses. A 
m i r a c l e  had 
taken place ! 
There was no 
more room for 
doubt. He be­
gan again to 
crawl towards 

the possible escape. Worn out with suffer­
ing and with hunger, trembling with 
anguish, he advanced. \  The sepulchral 
corridor seemed to lengthen out mysteri­
ously. And he, never ceasing his slow 
advance, gazed forward through the dark­
ness. on. on, where there rmis(\be an outlet 
that should save him. \

But, oh ! steps sounding again \  steps, this 
time, slower, more sombre. Thev forms of
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two Inquisitors, robed in black and white, 
and wearing their large hats with rounded 
brims, emerged into the faint light. They 
talked in low voices, and seemed to be in 
controversy on some important point, for 
their hands gesticulated.

A t this sight Rabbi Aser Abarbanel 
closed his eyes, his heart beat as if it would 
kill him, his-rags were drenched with the cold 
sweat of agony ; motionless, gasping, he 
lay stretched along the wall, under the light 
of one of the lamps—motionless, imploring 
the God of David.

As they came opposite to him the two 
Inquisitors stopped under the light of the 
lamp, through a mere chance, no doubt, in 
their discussion.
One of them, lis­
tening to his in­
terlocutor, looked 
straight at the 
Rabb i .  U n d e r  
this gaze — of 
which he did not 
at first notice the 
vacant expression 
— the wretched 
man seemed to 
feel the hot pin­
cers biting into 
his poor flesh ; 
so he was again 
to become a living 
wound, a living 
w oe! Fainting, 
scarce able to 
breathe, his eye­
lids quivering, he 
shuddered as the 
robe grazed him.
But—strange at 
once and natural 
—the eyes of the 
Inquisitor were evidently the eyes of a man 
profoundly preoccupied with what he was 
going to say in reply, absorbed by what he 
was listening to ; they were fixed, and 
seemed to look at the Jew without seeing 
him.

And indeed, in a few minutes, the two 
sinister talkers went on their way, slowly, 
still speaking in low voices, in the direction 
from which the prisoner had come. They 
had not seen him ! And it was so, that, in 
the horrible disarray of his sensations, his 
brain was traversed by this th o u g h t: “ Am 
I already dead, so that no one sees m e ? ” 
A hideous impression drew him from his 
lethargy. On gazing at the wall, exactly

opposite to his face, he fancied he saw, over 
against his, two ferocious eyes observing 
him ! He flung back his head in a blind 
and sudden terror ; the hair started upright 
upon his head. But no, no. He put out 
his hand, and felt along the stones. W hat 
he saw was the reflection of the eyes of the 
Inquisitor still left upon his pupils, and 
which he had refracted upon two spots of 
the wall.

Forward ! He must hasten towards that 
end that he imagined (fondly, no doubt) to 
mean deliverance ; towards those shadows 
from which he was no more than thirty 
paces, or so, distant. He started once more 
—crawling on hands and knees and stomach

THEY HAD NOT SEEN H I M ! "

—upon his dolorous way, and he was 
soon within the dark part of the fearful 
corridor.

All at once the wretched man felt the 
sensation of cold upon his hands that he 
placed on the flag-stones ; it was a strong 
current which came from under a little 
door at the end of the passage. O God, if 
this door opened on the outer world ! The 
whole being of the poor prisoner was over­
come by a sort of vertigo of hope. He 
examined the door from top to bottom 
without being abte. to distinguish it com­
pletely on account of the dimness around 
him. He felt over it. No lock, not a bolt ! 
A latch ! He rose to his feet : the latch
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yielded beneath his finger ; the silent door 
opened before him.

‘‘Hallelujah ! ” murmured the Rabbi, in 
an immense sigh, as he gazed at what stood 
revealed to him from the threshold.

The door opened upon gardens, under a 
night of stars—upon spring, liberty, life ! 
The gardens gave access to the neighbour­
ing country that stretched away to the 
sierras, whose sinuous white lines stood out 
in profile on the horizon. There lay 
liberty! Oh, to fly ! He would run all 
night under those woods of citrons, whose 
perfume intoxicated him. Once among 
the mountains, he would be saved. He 
breathed the dear, holy air ; the wind 
re-animated him, his lungs found free play. 
He heard, in his expanding heart, the 
“ Lazarus, come 
forth ! ” And, 
to give thanks 
to God who had 
granted him this 
m e r c y ,  h e  
stretched forth 
his arms before 
him, lifting his 
eyes to the fir­
mament in an 
ecstasy.

And then he 
seemed to see 
the shadow of 
his arms return­
ing upon him­
self ; he seemed 
to feel those 
shadow - arms 
surround, enlace 
him,and himself 
pressed tenderly 
a g a i n s t  some  
breast. A tall

figure, indeed, was opposite to him. 
Confidently he lowered his eyes upon this 
figure, and remained gasping, stupefied, 
with staring eyes and mouth drivelling 
with fright.

H orro r! He was in the arms of the 
Grand Inquisitor himself, the venerable 
Pedro Arbuez d'Espila, who gazed at. him 
with eyes full of tears, like a good shepherd 
who has found the lost sheep.

The sombre priest clasped the wretched 
Jew against his heart with so fervent a 
transport of charity that the points of the 
monacal hair-cloth rasped against the chest 
of the Dominican. And, while the Rabbi 
Aser Abarbanel, his eyes con vulsed beneath 
his eyelids, choked with anguish between 
the arms of the ascetic Dom Arbuez,

realising con­
fusedly that all 
the phases o f 
the fatal even­
ing had been 
only a calcu­
lated torture, 
that o f Hope ! 
the Grand In ­
quisitor, with a 
look of distress, 
an accent ot 
poignant re­
proach, mur­
mured in his 
ear, with the 
burning breath 
of much fast­
ing :—“ W h at! 
my child ! on 
the eve, per­
haps, of salva­
tion . . . .  you 
wou l d  t h e n  
leave us ? ”



Guy Harkaways Substitute.
B y M. P. Shi el.

H E congregation at Ebenezer 
were not so thoroughly satisfied 
with their pastor as they had 
once been. They liked him 
still—more perhaps than they 
thought—but their enthusiasm 

about him had subsided a little ; somehow 
he did not seem to them to have the same 
baptism of unction, the same “ liberty of 
utterance ”—and he was by no means in such 
good health ; substitutes—mostly laymen— 
had frequently to be found to fill his place, a 
thing that greatly tried the patience of the 
little flock.

Dr. Johnson somewhere speaks of the 
“ complicated misery” of pedagogy. It is 
an excellent phrase to apply to 
the trials of a poor Dissenting f
minister in a prim, self-supporting 
little conventicle like Ebenezer— 
and Guy Harkaway found that he 
required all the harmlessness of a 
dove, the wisdom of a serpent, 
and the tact, and finesse of an 
ant-eater to live altogether “ free 
of offence.”

He sat one Saturday afternoon 
in the little room lie called his 
“ study,” thinking out the final 
flourishes he was to give to to- 

: discourse.” Piemorrows " discourse." Me al 
ways spoke extempore, perhaps 
not so much from choice, as that 
the leaders at Ebenezer had a 
strong conviction that, under no 
circumstances, could reading be 
called preaching; that it savoured 
of “ Rome,” and was, conse­
quently, more or less sinful.

Pie was frowning vigorously 
at the opposite wall, arranging his 
thoughts—a tallish man with a 
red, honest face. He was only 
about thirty, but already several 
of his teeth had disappeared from 
the front of his mouth ; in his 
eyes was a somewhat worn and 
weary look, as if a month’s rest 
from the constant effort to please

he was called upon to make would have done 
him the world of good.

“ Come in, dear,” he cried, in answer to a 
well-known tap at the door, his whole face 
lighting up with pleasure at the sound.

“ Look, Guy ; a letter from Atherstone ! ”
He opened the letter and read it, and then 

his face looked troubled again. Ilis wife 
glanced over his shoulder as he read, and 
when they were finished they looked blankly 
at each other for a minute.

“ What’s to be done ? ” he asked, waiting 
for her to decide for him.

“ You must go, Guy,” she said with 
emphasis.

“ How can I ? Who is to take my place 
to-morrow ? ”

“ One of the lay—-—”
■ , . > “ Yes, but a lay bro­

ther preached for me 
' last Sunday, when 1 

was too ill to do it 
myself. You know 

I these people here won’t

“ A LETTER EKOIU ATHERSTONE.
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stand too much of that sort of thing—they 
must have the white tie and a special cut of 
black coat. Besides, are you quite sure that 
I ought to go ? ”

She sighed, and began to think, knitting 
her brows in the prettiest way, and taking a 
seat beside him. She did not look much 
over eighteen, this young wife, with her broad, 
low forehead, and short crop of curly brown 
hair, cut rather close round the shapely head 
—a head that had acquired the habit in their 
short married life of doing a large proportion 
of the thinking, and solving most of the little 
commonplace problems that accompanied 
and punctuated their cramped, but not un- 
picturesque, life.

“ Certainly,” she 
said at last, “ it 
seems to me that 
your duty to your­
self demands that 
you should go. It 
is so unfortunate 
that the letter did 
not come earlier in 
the week; still, I 
t h i nk  it will be 
choosing the least 
of two evils if you 
go.”

“ My duty to my­
self isn’t my whole 
duty.”

“ Well, no, I sup­
pose not.”

“ Can you sug­
gest any —  ”

“ Yes—let me go 
myself to Mr. Del- 
vin, and ask him to 
take your place. He 
can hardly refuse, 
and then I will go 
the round of the
congregation, and make excuses for you. 
can soothe most of them, you know. And 
you can start to-night. An additional ^ io o  
a year under present circumstances, my poor 
boy------” and she sighed again.

The matter was this. Guy was one of 
the two nephews of a maiden lady in 
Warwickshire, who was extremely old and 
capricious, being, besides, fairly well off. 
The other nephew had long been the 
favourite; but a year before this he had 
been heard to comment facetiously on the 
longevity of “ the old lady.” The remark 
had reached her ears, and Guy had straight­
way been summoned and informed that he

might for the future consider himself as sole 
heir of her property. He had just married, 
and the event had been hailed in the little 
household with all the gladness it deserved. 
And now had come another summons—a 
final one as it seemed, for the letter 
announced that Miss Grant was dangerously 
ill — dying — and required the immediate 
presence by her bedside of the recipient 
of all her favours. Both Grace and Guy in­
stinctively understood from the wording of 
the letter that it was not too late for the will 
to be altered, and that its ultimate form 
would depend in a greatm easure on the 
prompt obedience of the nephew.

There was no 
help for it he must 
go ; and Grace, with 
her practical help­
fulness, soon had 
him ready for de­
parture. Consulting 
a time-table, she 
saw that there were 
still a couple of 
hours before he 
need  leave the 
house, and armed 
with a note from 
Guy to Mr. Delvin, 
she put on her 
broad straw hat and 
plain dark cloak, 
and set out on her 
mission.

Mr. Delvin had 
just returned from 
business, and was 
leaning back wearily 
in an armchair, a 
massive, well-to-do 
man, with an air of 
the City about him. 

“Oh, Mr. Delvin,” 
cried Grace, as she entered the room, “ I have 
come to ask yet another favour of you ; poor 
Guy------”

“ What! ill again, Mrs. Harkaway?”
“ No, not that quite, this time, but an

aunt of bis------■”
“ Oh, it’s his aunt, now, is it ? ”
Mr. Delvin was not in his best humour, 

and his voice was hard and unsympa­
thetic ; but Grace was a parson’s daughter, 
and a parson’s wife, and she had acquired 
the art of smiling while her heart was 
aching.

She told him the story candidly, and as 
the consideration was one of money, it
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appealed to Mr. Delvin’s only impression­
able side. He was softened.

“ And he wants me to preach for him 
to-morrow, eh ? ”

“ Yes, that is it—you will, now, will you 
not ? ”

“ The notice is a short one.”
“ One of your old sermons------”
“ No, Mrs. Harkaway—no old sermons for 

the congregation at Ebenezer, please. I wish 
you would remember and just give your 
husband that hint; he and you really must 
realize fully that you have to deal with an 
exceptionally thoughtful, enlightened, and 
advanced communion here. Old sermons, eh ! 
However, I ’ll try. To-morrow is not Sacra­
ment Sunday, is it ? No—well, tell Mr.
Harkaway it is all right, 1 11 preach to­
morrow on condition that he doesn’t let 
that money slip through his fingers.”

And so Guy went away with a lightened 
heart, feeling that the world was not wholly 
empty of sympathy and goodwill; while Grace 
went the rounds of the principal members of 
the congregation—the “ pillars of the Church” 
they called one another—and told them how 
her husband had been called away, and 
how Mr, Delvin was to take his place. 
The news was received with marked 
coldness, but they had all more or less 
felt the influence of her grace and 
beauty. Starting with a fixed determination 
the other way when Guy had married her, 
they had yet fallen into the habit of liking 
her, and often, for her sake, repressed their 
natural inclination to growl, without even 
knowing that it was for her sake.

But when, at half-past ten on the Sunday 
morning, a strange preacher, whose very 
name was unknown to them, ascended the 
pulpit, their patience was put to a test more 
severe than ever. Every eye looked cynically 
askance, brows were puckered into momen­
tary frowns; and Mr. Potter, the builder, in 
the front-middle pew, was heard to whisper 
audibly into his wife’s ear that “ this kind of 
Jack-in-the-box business would have to be put 
a stop to, and he was the man who would see 
it done ! ”

What could it mean ? Where was Mr. 
Delvin? And who was this youngster with 
the red hair, the boyish face, and the 
broad, flowing black silk gown recalling the 
days of Wesley and Whitfield ? They did not 
like black silk gowns; they did not want them; 
they would not have tolerated it in a preacher 
of their own. They were plain folk, living 
not in the eighteenth but the nineteenth 
century—a practical, radical age, doing its
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level best to taboo humbug in all its mani­
festations and forms. And they did not 
appreciate unannounced, unknown strangers, 
coming they knew not whence, preaching 
they knew not what new-fangled “ doctrine 
of lies ” ; they wished to know—they were 
resolved on knowing—what they were having 
for their money.

The preacher too was nervous, oppressively 
nervous at first; his hands trembled, his 
features were pallid, and it was necessary for 
him to clear his throat with every fresh effort 
he made to speak; once he gave out the 
wrong number of a hymn, and had to correct 
himself at the last m om ent; he made mis­
takes in reading the “ lessons.” He seemed 
woefully conscious of the unsympathetic 
attitude of his audience, and when one of 
the most influential of the trustees got 
up to leave the chapel, walking down the 
whole length of the aisle with loudly-creak­
ing boots, the minister turned green and 
scarlet, and seemed for the moment to lose 
his head.

Then came the sermon. Everybody wrig­
gled on a seat, blew a nose, coughed, and 
prepared to listen with critical severity. 
“ But the Lord was with me,” said the 
preacher, giving out the text, and making a 
great and triumphant effort to be calm— 
“ and comforted me by the coming of 
Silas.”

His voice was certainly in his favour. 
He had a low-toned, resonant, “ carrying” 
voice, which filled the square little building 
like an actual, all-pervading presence. It 
seemed as if he only needed to become 
accustomed to its sound in order to cast off 
his painful self-consciousness, for he soon be­
came natural, then interesting, then eloquent. 
Grown used to a round of well-worn com­
monplaces, the people leaned forward in 
their seats to drink in this new thought, to 
catch this fresh contagion of fervour. 
The preacher’s eye began to flash with 
a more ardent and a more intelligent 
enthusiasm than that which they had 
grown old in witnessing ; he surprised 
them with burst on burst of transcendental 
grandiloquence ; he led them from climax to 
climax ; vivid pictures ; startling allegories ; 
keen glances into things ; high ideals ; 
subtlest gleams of humour and practical 
admonitions fell in rapid succession like 
the scenes of a phantasmagory on the 
senses of the Ebenezerites. Here, truly, was 
something novel in the experience of the 
easy-going, self-satisfied little flock; and a 
great sigh almost of relief was heaved by
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the entire congregation when at 
length the voice of the charmer 
ceased to charm.

Immediately behind the pulpit, 
and on the same level as it, was 
a door which opened directly on 
the minister’s home, which was

“ t h e  voice  of  t h e  c h a r m e r .*'

really part of the same building as the 
chapel. The preacher could therefore leave 
tire chapel without having to pass through 
any part of it. Guy usually descended the 
stairs of the pulpit after each service, and 
came round to the communion-rail, where the 
ceremony of hand-shaking with the chief 
officers was religiously gone through; some 
of them were expecting the strange preacher 
to do the same, and even went up to the rail 
for the purpose of self-introduction; but he 
had already left the chapel through the door 
behind the pulpit.

They felt aggrieved at not knowing more 
about the arrangements made for supplying 
the needs of the chapel. Here was a strange 
preacher—an excellent one, it is true—sud­
denly appearing in, and disappearing from, 
their own pulpit, without a word of explanation 
from anyone.

Mr. Delvin’s daughter, who had come in 
late, certainly volunteered the information 
that her father, when coming down stairs, had 
fallen and sprained his ankle, with the result 
that it became impossible for him to keep his 
appointment. A messenger had at once been 
dispatched to acquaint Mrs. Harkaway with 
the state of affairs; but what had been her 
subsequent course and how she had secured

the services of the brilliant substitute, who 
had so entranced them, no one knew.

They went away, pleased and angry at the 
same time—a thrill of satisfaction at the glow­
ing words they had listened to being their 
chief feeling. Supposing, instead of poor, 
well-meaning, but comparatively dreary Guy 
Harkaway, they had that other for their 
pastor! Why, all the other churches in the 
neighbourhood would be deserted; visions 
of an enlarged and thronged Ebenezer floated 
before their imagination ; they saw themselves 
the deacons, “ leaders,” lay preachers, of one 
of the most popular religious centres in the 
metropolis; at a score of steaming dinner- 
tables that day the mere possibility of such 
a thing was discussed, as men discuss the 
uses to which they would apply a great 
fortune if they suddenly became possessed 
of one.

In the evening the chapel was crowded, 
and again there arose fresh cause for dis­
content — for instead of the fiery young 
preacher, whom ailing mammas and lack­
adaisical daughters who never went out o’ 
nights had come to hear, there stood before 
them in the pulpit old Mr. fames, whose nasal 
drawl had never been known to fail to lull 
his entire audience into a complex state



G U Y  H A R K  A  JVA Y 'S  S U B S T IT U T E . 3*3

which was half despondency and half sleepi­
ness.

Guy Harkaway returned from Atherstone 
on the Wednesday following. Grace, who 
was out at the time, found him seated, when 
she came in, in the little drawing-room, his 
head leaning on his hand. She ran up to 
him with a cry of joy, and put her arms about 
his neck. She had never been parted from 
him so long before.

“ I am so glad you have come ! ” she said. 
“ But you are not looking well—not well.” 

“ It’s the nerves, my aunt’s doctor 
told me. He says I want rest, which, 
of course, is out of the question.”

Grace turned her 
head away and  
sighed.

“ But tell me,
Guy, is she—dead?”

“ She is almost 
as well as you are, 
my dear. To die, 
and to have an ab­
surd fancy that you 
are dying, are two 
different things.”

“ O h ! ” s a i d 
Grace.

“ And now tell 
me all the news—- 
how did you get on 
on Sunday ? What 
sort of sermons did 
Mr. Delvin give 
you ? ”

“ We got on very 
fairly ; but Mr. Del­
vin did not preach, 
a f t e r  a l l .  H e  
sprained his ankle 
and couldn’t ; was 
it not strange ? ”

“ Strange ? ”

“ Yes, pretty well. But, Guy, dear, do not 
refer to Sunday and Sunday’s work in speak­
ing to anyone. It can only have the effect 
of reminding them of your absences; and, 
should anyone speak to you about it, dis­
courage the subject as much as possible. 
Will you, now?”

Without quite understanding her eagerness 
on the matter, he acquiesced mildly, and 
asked for something to eat.

It soon became apparent that the doctor’s 
diagnosis of Guy’s malady was only too ac­
curate : his nerves wrere sadly unstrung, he 
was beginning to see things in a distorted 
light, to find insupportable the daily

crosses of his life 
which, as a healthy 
man, he had been 
able to accept as 
inevi table .  That 
very evening, as he 
sa t by the cosy 
hearth of one of 
his “ flock ” — an 
elderly lady who 
was the  l eading 
spirit in the Clothes 
and Soup Distribu­
tion Committee — 
he evinced decided 
proof of this break­
up of his constitu­
tion.

“ And now about 
the sermon on Sun­
day, Mr. Harkaway,” 
she said, taking her 
seat on the other 
side of the fire, and 
smooth ing  down 
the folds of her 
mauve-coloured silk 
gown.

“ I hope you liked

“ t h e  l e a d in g  s p ir it  in t h e  c lo th e s  a n d  soup
DISTRIBUTION COMMITTEE.”

“ Yes ; it seemed to me as if it was a kind 
of judgment on your leaving your work for 
the sake of no matter how many pounds, and 
by my advice, too. Never again, Guy, dear, 
never again must you do that. Oh, I have 
been so wretched and scared ! ”

“ But,” said he, opening his eyes in alarm, 
“ you found someone—you did not leave the 
pulpit empty, Grace ? The people will never

it,” said Guy.
“ Liked i t ! Oh, Mr. Harkaway, do you 

doubt my powers of appreciation ? How 
can one not like perfection ? ”—and the 
aureole of small spiral curls that clustered 
round her head shook at the recollection.

“ Dear me ! ” said Guy, surprised, “ I 
never thought Mr. James possessed such 
powers------• ”

forgive------■”
“ Yes ; I found someone.”
“ Whom, then ? ”
“ Mr.—Mr. James.”
“ Oil, that will do,” he said, with relief. 

“ Did the people seem to like i t ? ”

“ Mr. James ! ”
“ You mean him, do you not—he preached 

on Sunday ? ”
“ Now, Mr. Harkaway, do you really sup­

pose I could mean anyone so ridiculous as 
dear old Mr. James ? Of course, I don’t ;
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I mean the morning preacher; the stranger. 
And now I want you to tell me all about 
him — where he lives and preaches ; how 
Mrs. Harkaway got him to preach for you, 
and whether we are to have him again, 
soon ! ”

Guy looked about him in confusion. What 
stranger could she mean ? Mrs. Acton must 
be dreaming.

“ I think,” he stammered, “ you will find 
that Mr. James preached both morning and
evening. My wife told me------■”

“ But /  tell you that he did nothing of the 
kind ; and if your wife told you differently, it 
is extremely strange of her, that’s all.”

There was some mistake somewhere; it 
almost seemed as if Grace stood con­
victed before this stranger of some inex­
plicable falsehood, and he felt a cold shiver 
run through him at the consciousness.

“ And, by the way, what became of dear 
Mrs. Harkaway on Sunday—was she not 
well ? ”

“ Certainly—she was at chapel.”
“ Oh, excuse me, she was n o t ; it was the 

talk of everyone that she was not.”
“ Are you quite sure ? She told me------”
“ But I  tell you, Mr. Harkaway,” said 

Mrs. Acton for the second time, with a 
gentle firmness and a curious smile— “ I  tell 
you that she was not. Now, then ! ”

There was no explaining it. Trying to 
hide the confusion in his face he took his hat 
to go, and his hand trembled visibly as he 
extended it in farewell.

“ And so you can’t tell me anything about 
the young preacher ? ” said Mrs. Acton as he 
was going. “ How very, very strange ! You 
must question Mrs. Harkaway very closely— 
we are all dying to hear about him—we are 
all in love with him—he will be just the man 
to take your place when you are moved up 
higher.”

It was the same everywhere—he had 
a round of visits to pay—at every house 
the same two questions about the new 
preacher and his wife’s absence, the same 
humiliating confession of ignorance on his 
part, and the same enthusiastic praises of 
his mysterious substitute, who seemed to 
have more than taken his place in the esteem 
of his people.

Before he had finished his visits he 
began to hate and dread the least reference 
to this unknown man, whom he came to 
regard with morbid abhorrence in the light 
of a successful rival. The coarser members 
of the church— nouveaux ?’iches, who, without 
meaning any harm, thought him a kind of

privileged servant of theirs—made invidious 
comparisons between him and his substitute, 
and spoke of what “ he might do with 
Ebenezer Chapel if he would consent to take 
charge of it.” In his really shockingly nervous 
state every such vulgarity was like the thrust 
of a sharp instrument in his flesh, causing 
acute physical pain.

He reflected, too, that it was Grace who 
had introduced this rival, whoever he might 
b e ; and then he thought with a shudder of 
her silence with regard to him-—a silence that 
seemed akin to a direct falsehood; and a 
direct falsehood it certainly was to describe 
to him, as she had done, the effect of a 
sermon which so many witnesses declared 
she had not heard. And with the thought 
that for some strange reason she had lied to 
him, it seemed as if the very foundations of 
his life were being swept from under him, 
as if some black cloud had gathered around 
him—and her -shutting out with its shadow 
all light and hope. “ into what snare of the 
devil,” he said, looking up into the darkening 
sky, “ we are being drawn, God alone 
knoweth ! ”

He walked aimlessly about the streets for 
some time, and returned home late. He 
scarcely looked at Grace, who had been 
waiting long for him, but supported his head 
on his hand, staring vacantly into the fire. 
She went and knelt by his side, leaning her 
head on his arm.

“ Something is the matter,” she said, softly ; 
“ come, tell me all about it.”

But he only glanced down at her with 
something of repugnance, and said nothing.

She waited, looking with him into the fire, 
drawing still closer to him. Then she said 
again :■—•

“ Come, tell me now; let us bear one 
another’s burdens, and so fulfil the law
of----- ”

“ Why were you not in chapel on Sunday 
morning ? ” he asked.

She turned pale, and then flushed red.
“ Those interminable gossips——”
“ Those interminable gossips speak the 

truth—you do n o t ! ”
Then she darted up from his side with the 

swift grace of a fawn, and the one exclama­
tion : “ Guy ! ”

“ A nice position for me, is it not, to keep 
up the pretence of being a preacher of Truth, 
when my own wife------”

“ Oh, I cannot bear i t ! ” she wailed out, 
burying her hot face in her hands.
. “ You led me, wilfully led me, to believe 

that you were in chapel on Sunday morning:
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the fact is, you were not there. Is it the 
thought of that you cannot bear ?-—if so, I 
can well understand you.”

He was trying his best to be calm, but the 
words came hissing from his lips, and every 
nerve in his body was trembling. But she 
was sobbing in her hands, and made no 
answer.

“ I refuse,” he continued, “ to hear any­
thing further about the religious tramp you 
had here tc preach in my pulpit. As you 
were false enough to try, for your own 
reasons, to conceal his presence here from 
me, I do not now wish to know who he was, 
whence he came, or anything about him. 
But if this be any consolation to you, let me 
tell you that that man has ruined me—yes, 
ruined me ! He has contrived by a single 
sermon to make the people here utterly dis­
contented with me and my work. His flashy 
style, his clap-trap cleverness, have had the 
effect of showing up my dulness. My 
ministry here for all practical purposes is 
at an end—and through you. Oh, I can’t 
stand this house ! ”

He seized his hat and rushed to the door.

“ Come back ! ” she cried, recovering her­
self ; “ let me tell you— — ”

But she was too late, he had gone out into 
the darkness. Grace passed a night of com­

plete misery, and many more such nights and 
days after that. Guy, it is true, so far 
conquered himself as to go about his work 
as usual—but he was suffering under a fit of 
acute self-depreciation, and he endured all 
the agonies of a self-tormentor. He took it 
into his head that the people were consider­
ing him unfit for the place he filled, and 
having this fancy, he really, in some measure, 
became unfit for it. He grew more and more 
gloomy, possessed with the fixed idea of 
his own unworthiness and Grace’s lapse from 
truth. He scarcely spoke to her, and 
resolutely repulsed her slightest advance. 
His simple and honest nature found itself 
incapable of forgiving even one dishonesty.

Now, just in proportion as Guy’s infatuation 
of morbid humility deepened, so the infatua­
tion of his congregation for the unknown 
preacher rose higher. Every day Guy was 
pestered with questions about the only man he 
did not care to discuss ; he could not give the 
desired details, but they thought that he 
would not, and began to suspect him first of 
jealousy and then of an unworthy secretive­
ness closely allied to positive prevarication. 

It seemed absolutely incredible to the 
Ebenezerites that he should know nothing 
of the stranger, and his aversion to the 
subject was put down to the dread of 
being supplanted. Clearly, such strained 
relations between the minister of Ebenezer 
and bis flock could not last long.

So one afternoon 
Grace was told to 
prepare the parlour for 
a meeting of a few of 
the dignitaries of the 
chapel, to take place 
that night.

“ A myster ious  
meeting, surely,” she 
thought, her heart mis­
giving her. “ What 
can be its object ? 
And why in the house 
instead of the cha­
pel ? ”

They came one by 
one, with solemn faces, 
and took their seats 
round the table, at the 
head of which sat 
Guy. Poor Grace was 
shut out, but she 

hovered near the door hoping to catch stray 
words.

She heard Guy speaking in slow, mechani­
cal tones, stopping short at intervals, as if

“ h e  s e i z e d  h i s  h a t  a n d  r u s h e d  t o  t h e  d o o r . "
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making an effort to command his voice. 
Gradually the truth dawned on her, and her 
heart stood still. Standing near to the door 
she heard him say, after a long peroration, 
with raised voice :—

“ This, then, my dear friends, is the purpose 
for which I have called you together. The 
Lord’s Word must flow from pure sources, 
through pure channels; the priest and his 
household must be ‘ without spot, or wrinkle, 
or any such thing,’ speaking the truth un- 
feignedly from the heart. I tell you, candidly, 
that up to the present, I have no definite 
views as to the direction in which 1 shall 
turn my energies ; but while the least shadow 
of blame rests on me and mine, I cannot 
pursue the work of the ministry—nor do I 
doubt that, thus doing my duty, some door 
will be opened to me.” (Here he gulped 
down a sob, and ceased for a moment to 
speak.) “ I therefore formally tender you my 
resignation as minister of Ebenezer Chapel.”

“ Oh ! no, no, no, gentlemen !” cried Grace, 
rushing into the room—“ do not listen 
to him : he is distraught ! He would not 
hear what I had to say to him, and I, in my 
foolish pride, would not force him to hear.”

They looked up, relieved at the interrup­
tion ; they had just been realizing fully for 
the first time all the sterling worth and 
goodness they were about to lose, and they 
had been feeling heavy at heart. There is. 
always a certain sense of loss in parting from 
moral gold.

“ It is all a ridiculous mistake, I assure 
you, gentlemen, not worthy of your serious 
notice. He has taken it into his head that 
I have swerved from the truth, because I 
said I was in the chapel on the Sunday 
morning he was in Warwickshire.”

“ But you were not there,” said a member 
of the committee in a not unkindly voice.

“ You may believe me that I was.”
“ Not in the minister’s pew—come, now ! ” 
“ No, not in the minister’s pew.”
“ Where, then ? ”
She hung her head and blushed.
“ No one saw you, that’s quite certain.”
“ On the contrary, everyone saw me.”
They looked blankly at one another.
“ Tell us where you were, then.”
“ I was-—oh ! please, gentlemen—I was in 

the—the—pulpit ! ”
It was as if a shell full of dynamite had 

fallen among them.
“ I do not know,” she continued, “ whether 

I have committed a very terrible sin in your 
eyes or not—I half suspect I have. But you 
probably do not know all the circumstances, 
gentlemen. My husband had left his duties 
here for pecuniary reasons, and no sooner had 
he left than my mind began to misgive me 
as to whether he had taken the very best 
course. It was by my advice that he had 
gone, and I spent a wretched night in con­
juring up all sorts of misfortunes that might 
follow from the doubtful step. I had a kind 
of presentiment that somehow Mr. Delvin

“ d l l !  N O , N O , N O , OK N T L l i M H N  ! "
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would be unable to keep the appointment— 
and so it really turned out. At the very last 
minute before service-time a messenger came 
to tell me of his accident. What was to be 
done ? I could not then get a substitute, 
and I dared not let the Sunday service be 
turned into a prayer-meeting. I was afraid 
of something higher than mere human anger 
and resentment.”

“ Very right and proper!” said the chairman 
of committee, looking over his spectacles 
at his neighbour, and nodding decisively.

“ And such a rattling sermon ! ” said a 
portly draper, with a tendency to slang.

“ But how did you do it, mum ? ” asked 
another.

“ It was very sim ple: I had an old red 
wig, which I had used in some charades 
years ago. I disguised my face in the best 
way I could—I am clever at that sort of 
thing—trusting to Guy’s old gown and the 
pulpit to hide my dress and figure. I suc­
ceeded, you see.”

“ It strikes me you generally do succeed, 
Mrs. Harkaway,” said an old member with 
infinite verve ; “ and now, I need not conceal 
from you that there has been some little talk

among the more flighty part of the congrega­
tion of offering the living to the brilliant 
young preacher who took your husband’s 
place. Mind you, there was nothing serious 
at the bottom of it—it was only talk, and 
foolish talk, too. However, as Mr. Hark­
away thinks the place isn’t good enough for 
him, and wants to resign, why, we offer it 
to the young preacher, of course. We 
will also vote you a month’s holiday in the 
country to begin with, and you can take 
your husband with you. Do you accept 
now? I dare say these gentlemen will be 
agreeable.”

And they were excessively agreeable in 
another sense, and shook Guy’s hand till it 
hur t ; then, having made a compact to keep 
the little meeting secret, and the occasion 
of it, they went off, leaving the two alone.

And as he bent fondly over her, praying 
for the forgiveness she so sweetly gave, he 
murmured low in her ear the old words 
whose deep meaning he was feeling with 
a quite new significance to-night: “ And the 
Lord God said, It is not good that the man 
should be alone ; 1 will make him an help 
meet for him,”

.>37



The Eagles Crag.
By M. P. Siiiel.

HE village of Arli is, I should 
think, quite the smallest com­
munity of human beings ex­
tant with a baker’s shop and 
a cabaret in it. The primitive 
folk who inhabit it would 

strike you as more than merely old-fashioned 
—they are antique, prehistoric, suggesting 
“ the old eternities.”

They are amphibious too, like seals. 
Living high up on a spur of the Apennines, 
you would call them mountaineers, but they 
are fishermen as well—water-rats, if you like 
—and from their high eminence they can 
almost see the little sweep of dark grey sand 
on which they draw up their boats o’ nights. 
All round the valley, which reaches down to 
the sea, hang tiny villages at dizzy heights on 
the bare crags. They look like nothing so 
much as nests. Till you go near them, the 
imagination refuses to see why they do not 
topple over all of a heap. A telescope 
would reveal to you the fact that everywhere 
there is a small square church tower ; it is as 
if the eagles had set to work and built baby 
t emples  to the 
Infinite.

In Arli, won­
der ful  to tell, 
there lived a great 
man, a rich man, 
and a wise. What 
i f  h e  c o u l d  
not  r ead?  He  
had seen the 
world,  and all 
i t s  w o n d e r s .
T h e  house he 
lived in had not 
peat or thatch on 
the roof like the 
houses of the rest 
of men, but real 
shingles  t h a t  
had come from 
Genoa, hard by.
T h i s  was old 
Francesco Testi, 
bent down now 
with age, his long
locks all white like the driven snow ; but with 
eyes still wild and bright as ever. What fate 
was ever like this fate ? He, like others, had 
started life as a goat-herd and deep-sea fisher,

FRANCESCO TESTI.

and see what he had grown to now, after four­
score years of living—rich and honoured, a 
king in A rli! Nothing is incomprehensible but 
the infinitely simple, and that was why these 
poor people never could understand how this 
miracle had been brought about for Fran­
cesco ; and yet the whole secret lay in the 
fact that he had had the pluck and the 
invention to go off to Genoa to be a sailor, 
and had dared to cross the great sea in a 
great ship.

It was darkly whispered that Signor Fran­
cesco had a thousand napoleoni, which 
people were keeping for him in a bank in 
some far-off city. And this all was to fall to 
Simonetta, his grand-daughter, when he died 
—to her, and the husband she should choose. 
Simonetta, mark you, was only seventeen, 
and many a time, as she wandered lonely in 
the chestnut woods, she felt hardly grateful 
for her thousand napoleoni. She was a 
beam of sunlight, and felt herself to some 
extent forbidden to shine, and glance, and 
dart. By a beam of sunlight, of course, I 
mean a flirt. She was the queen of the

village, and was 
dying to be its 
plaything. The 
lads worshipped 
her, but at a dis­
tance that was 
dreadful to her.

Now, it hap­
pened that one 
fine day old Fran­
cesco took him­
self up and went 
a w a y  s o m e ­
whither. It must 
have been to that 
same far-off city 
w h e r e  all his 
wealth lay stored, 
for when he re­
turned he had all 
his worldly goods 
about him in the 
shape of a pile of 
notes. Day by 
day the hunger to 

see them, to fondle them, had grown on him, 
till the longing became a greed, a lust. So he 
had gone, and on the very night of his return 
he showed them in his wicked glee to
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Simonetta before locking them up in a frail 
wooden cabinet; and Simonetta, in a flutter, 
went and told Marina, who fluttered for 
company, and so the flutter spread and 
spread, till the very crows in the trees caught 
the contagion, and croaked the great news in 
concert.

But on the morning of the third day after 
Francesco’s return, the notes were gone— 
gone !—and every one of those brown faces 
turned to white, and a great hush fell on all 
that mountain-side.

From far and near they came, assembling 
in front of the shingled house, speaking little 
and in whispers. They waited long as the 
slow hours rolled round, hoping for a sight 
of the old man’s scared face. All this time 
they relieved one another like sentinels. At 
last, at dusk, Simonetta came to the door, a 
woful sight, her eyes all red with weeping.

“ My grandfather thanks you, good people, 
for your kind feeling,” she said, and then 
broke down, sobbing straightaway. “ H e— 
would come — and thank you — himself, 
but------”

“ Who stole the money, Simonetta; tell 
us that ? What does Francesco think ? ” 
cried a voice.

“ He—doesn’t know—but it must be one 
of you.”

A murmur, half of anger, rose from the 
crowd. They were honest folk, you see, and 
a theft like this had never been known among 
them.

“ What about that Pippo ? ” shrieked a 
woman’s voice.

Simonetta started and looked up. This 
was an idea that seemed to appeal to her 
quick woman’s wit. But she shook her head 
after a moment, and said :—

“ No, it is impossible. Grandfather saw 
Pippo at Milan, where he got the notes. 
Pippo is far from here.”

There was a sharp exclamation of surprise 
at this point from a man in the crowd. It 
came from Nicolo, the boatman, the fruit- 
carrier to the Eagle’s Crag. Every eye 
turned to him. Here, surely, would be 
light and insight, if anywhere. But Nicolo, 
who was not prone to speech, and shyer than a 
chamois kid, hung his head, and said nothing.

“ It boots nothing to stand there making 
guesses,” continued Simonetta. “ It would 
be better if you all went home and tried to 
forget us. But, oh ! I beg of you, whoever 
has stolen the money, for the Madonna’s 
sake, to return i t ! Nothing will be said. 
You would not kill an old man?—and this 
has nearly killed him already. And besides,

Yol.. vi.ii,—4 2 .

he bids me say to you all, that whoever— 
mark that—whoever brings back those pieces
of paper shall—shall—have me for his------
You know what I would say, perhaps. I am 
a maiden, and would speak maidenly. And 
I would consent, too—indeed, indeed, I 
would—if only to save him from dying of his 
despair ! ”

She ceased her simple speech and closed 
the door, whereupon the crowd formed itself 
into a series of select committees to discuss 
the situation. For the present, only one of 
their number withdrew from the conclave of 
loosened tongues—it was Nicolo, the silent.

He descended the mountain-side for a 
while, then turned into a lonely piece of level 
land shut in by crags. The short grass was 
covered in places by patches of crisp snow, 
which had fallen only ' the evening before. 
All the time he kept his eye fixed on the 
ground, as if searching for something. That 
something he had seen there the previous 
night, and he now wanted to see it again. 
Fresh snow had fallen since, but it must have 
been very little, for he soon gave a grunt of 
satisfaction, and bent low down to examine his 
find : it was an enormous footprint in the snow.

Nicolo knew that there were only two feet 
in all Italy that could make such a track as 
that—the feet of Pippo, the hunchback. 
And yet Pippo was supposed to be far away 
in Milan !

Pippo, I must tell you, was a stranger in 
those parts. No true mountain-climber he, 
but a Roman from the flat lands of the 
Campagna. Some three years before he had 
suddenly appeared in the midst of these 
solitudes, and had settled down amongst 
them. No one knew who or what he was, save 
this: that he was a learned man, a chemist, 
a reader of books. It was clear, too, that he 
must be rich ; and people whispered that he 
must be one of the fa r  niente ones of the big 
outside world, who, for some crime, had come 
to this lonely, quiet place to hide securely 
from justice; for he did not labour like 
other men, but spent his time in awful 
bouts of drunken madness, or—during lucid 
intervals—in wandering over the mountains, 
and, in his monstrous, misshapen head, 
dreaming vain dreams of Simonetta.

At first she had only laughed at him, 
and witched him only the more with 
her laughter, till one day, meeting her 
alone in a wood, he seized on her like a 
falcon on a dove, and in wild words swore 
she should be his. Then did Simonetta all 
at once become a tragic queen. Her little 
nails were sharp, and she used them to tear
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steaks from Pippo’s cheeks ; her tongue was 
shrill and shrewish, and she used it in 
shrieking out invocations on all the saints. 
Between whiles 
she spat in his 
face—and so it 
lasted tillNicolo, 
stern of brow, 
suddenly appear­
ed to rescue her.
And all this was 
well known in 
th e  v i l l a g e s  
round.

But what no

'Goo .\y

■ III-; SEIZED ON HER LIRE A FALCON.

one knew save himself was a little romance 
—the only one he had ever had—which 
Nicolo had been for some time hiding and 
hugging in his own bosom. He was thirty 
years, if he was a day, and a swarthy, black- 
bearded man—lean, athletic; but there was 
tingling in his heart in these very days of 
the theft, all the visionary, rapturous, clandes­
tine joy of a schoolboy’s first love.

Tt had come about in this way. One day, 
with the burning sun right overhead, Nicolo 
had sat him under a pine-tree far up the 
mountains; in the lassitude of the hour he 
had taken out a knife and carved his name, 
“ Nicolo,” on the trunk. A week later, 
when he came to that tree again, he stood 
face to face with a miracle. Someone had 
scraped out three words in the bark right 
beneath his name, and the words were:
“  I  LOVE Y O U .”

Who was it had done this thing ? Nicolo, 
without daring to whisper it to himself, 
believed in his heart of hearts, with that

belief, perhaps, which is the offspring of one’s 
wishes, that it was Simonetta. And he was a 
shrewd fellow to hit a nail on its head, too !

After finding the foot­
prints in the snow, he 
continued his way listlessly 
down the mountain. He 
was no longer in doubt as 
to who had stolen Fran­
cesco’s notes — the only 
question was, where were 
they now 1 The world is 
full of hiding-places, and 
Pippo, he knew, was con­
siderably more cunning 

than the devil. He 
sat on a ledge of 
rock from which the 
sea was visible, let­
ting his eye rest on a 
tiny speck far out on 
the water.

It was already dusk, 
but he had the vision 
of a sparrow-hawk, 
and presently this 
speck began to 
interest him. When 
it came nearer he 
could see that it was 
a small boat, and that 
it contained only one 
occupant; and that 
one, he soon decided, 
was no fisherman. He 
ran quickly down the 

path and concealed himself behind a clump 
of myrtles that grew near the shore. He 
could have laughed aloud for joy when he 
recognised the huge, doubled-up form of the 
hunchback as he jumped from the boat, and 
applied his great strength to draw it up. 
Surely Nicolo was in luck’s way—he had 
discovered, and without an effort, the great 
secret. The notes were at the Eagle’s Crag !

This rock stands some miles from the 
mainland. The old fishermen of Liguria 
and Etruria in the palmy days of the Roman 
Republic called it Rupes Aqttilina, because 
of the curious configuration of the summit, 
which resembles an eagle’s head and beak. 
And the old name still clings to it.

It rises in awful solitude sheer out of the 
sea to a height of near two thousand feet. 
It is shaped somewhat like one half of a 
cone slit down the middle—quite flat on 
one side, the other forming a convex surface. 
On the convex side, the south, not only 
is life possible, but a few poor men and
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IT WAS A SMALL BOAT.

women actually exist there. This south side 
has a regular steep incline upward to the 
very summit, and a bold and skilful climber 
may even reach the t o p ; but once there, 
the brain grows dizzy to look down, on the 
north side, on a smooth wall of rock, falling 
away from the feet, not perpendicularly, but 
with a marked inward slant. Those who have 
so climbed and looked down, by stretching far 
out over the flat eagle’s beak, will tell you 
that it is a sight full of terror, making the heart 
sick. In all this wall of rock there is one 
break, and only one—a horizontal ledge, three 
feet broad, which runs right across it at a 
height of rather more than three-quarters of 
the rock’s height from the bottom. Quite near 
the end of the beak on that side a few shrubs 
grow.

Before the sun rose on the morning follow­
ing his lucky discovery, Nicolo was far out 
to sea. He had laboured all night furnish­
ing his boat with a supply of “ tasso ” (dried 
strips of deer-meat), with water, fruit, a great 
hunk of goat’s-milk cheese, fishing-tackle, 
and a pot-bellied bottle of gentian brandy. 
He had an idea that Pippo was too cunning to 
hide his treasure on the rock itself. What was

simpler than to cram the notes 
in, say, a hollow ball of lead, 
and sink them away out in the 
deep ? The sea is an excellent 
confidant, but it has this disad­
vantage, that you must mark 
the spot where your hidden 
object lies by some visible float­
ing substance. It was for this 
substance that Nicolo went in 
search. In doing so, all his 
movements were regulated by 
the most scrupulous method. 
He never passed over the same 
spot twice. At night, the sea 
being at that season as smooth 
as a lake’s surface, he hung two 
lanterns over his boat’s side, 
making himself the centre of a 
little circle of light. In this 
way he spent two weeks, search­
ing for miles round the Eagle’s 
Crag. Then he decided defi­
nitely that he was on the wrong 
track.

The next week or two he 
spent on the rock itself, examin­
ing every square inch of its 
only accessible side—the south. 
One of the men who lived there 
remembered to have seen Pippo 
coming down the side of the 

hill on a certain night. On calculating, he 
discovered that that was the very night after 
the notes were stolen—the night he had seen 
Pippo come to land in the boat. That 
evidence was conclusive, for with what other 
object could the hunchback have ascended 
the rock (which hardly anyone ever visited) 
but to hide his treasure ? The notes were 
there, then, hidden somewhere near the 
summit. There was hardly any soft soil in 
which they could be buried, and that made his 
task easier, for he must look for them on the 
surface. With the most scientific precision, 
with the patience of Sisyphus, he scrutinized 
—to the wonder of the few natives, who 
could not imagine what Nicolo was searching 
for—every spot from base to vertex ; but the 
weeks rolled round, and he found nothing.

At the end of this great search Nicolo 
was sitting one evening near the extremity 
of the eagle’s beak just as the rim of the 
sun was dipping, away in the red west, into 
the sea. Vaguely he began to ply himself 
with the question—what next ?—what next ? 
Suddenly a pebble fell away from his feet, and 
following it, his eyes rested mechanically on 
the narrow ledge of the receding north side.
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He started as if slapped on the back by a 
hand. What if the notes were there ?

But he soon dismissed the idea as im­
probable. If 
they were on 
t ha t  ledge, 
he argued,  
they must  
have been 
flung  there, 
and  wou Id 
be past re­
covery by anyone, 
even by Pippo him­
self. Being a plain 
man, there seemed 
to him to be a lack 
of motive in so use­
less a waste of good 
money.

Still, ever as this 
question of “ What 
next ? ” recurred to 
him, so did the idea 
of the ledge. He 
was unwilling, des­
perately unwilling, 
after all his earnest 
quest, to entertain 
it, but it would not 
be shut out. As 
the days passed, the 
conviction grew on 
him that Pippo had 
wantonly  thrown 
away the notes; and he began, too, to dis­
cover something like a motive for such an 
act. Despairing of Simonetta rich, Pippo 
had resolved to make her poor, and that—- 
and not the love of gain—must have been his 
reason for stealing the notes; and so he had 
practically destroyed them. But, for some 
reason or other which Nicolo could not 
imagine, he had not thrown them into the 
sea, or torn them up, or burned them—for 
if so, why had he climbed the rock ? And he 
had not hidden them on the south side; of 
that Nicolo’s exhaustive search made him 
sure. There was only one alternative left : 
he had flung them on to the ledge—flung 
them in his fiendish malignity, in his fan­
tastic cunning, where it would be impossible 
for any human being to regain them, unless— 
unless—the rock were scaled !

To descend was, of course, impossible; 
for anyone attempting this, even with the 
aid of a rope, would swing out into air 
from the far-projecting beak. But to scale 
it ? One must be both a genius and a

giant, and he must be agile and patient, 
as he was daring and muscular. Imagine 
an animal made up of the hippo, the goat,

the eagle, and the 
ant, and possess­
ing withal the in­
telligence and the 
inventiveness of a 
man.

The ledge was 
partly visible from 
the summit, but 
parts of it were 
hidden from view 
by patches of foli­
age. Nicolo passed 
hours in examining 
the parts he could 
see, l eaning his 
body far over the 
edge; but though 
he could perceive 
nothing except a 
few peb b les , he 
abated no whit of 
the resolve he had 
formed to attempt 
the great feat. He 
passed several days 
in brooding over 
e l abora t e  plans,  
carefully separating 
in his thought s  
what was possible 
from what was not. 

Then late at night, when he knew all prying 
eyes were closed, he returned to the main­
land, pulled up his boat, and started off 
on foot over the mountain passes to the 
nearest large town. He came back as 
secretly as he went, staggering under a heavy 
load. This consisted of his tools and a large 
stock of provisions.

When he reached the Eagle’s Crag, he 
anchored Iris boat close under the steep 
north wall, mooring it in addition to a great 
spike which he drove into a crevice. There 
was no beach, and the water was deep. He 
rigged up a tarpaulin into a coffin-shaped 
tent in his boat : this was to be his sleeping- 
place. After that night, for four long months 
he never saw a human face or sign of human 
life, except a fishing-boat or two from the 
other side of the island.

He began by driving spikes into the rock, 
alternating these by holes which he chipped 
out for his feet. To the spikes he attached 
ropes. He was provided with means to 
sharpen his tools when they wore down, but

“ h e  w a s  s i t t i n g  n e a r  t h e  e x t r e m i t y ."
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the granitic mass he worked on was almost as 
hard as the metal he worked with. The 
splinters and the sparks flew into his face 
and blinded and cut him ; sometimes as 
soon as he had driven in a spike, after half a 
day’s labour, he found it loose in the hole it 
had made; then it was necessary to begin all 
over again, for it was from these that his life 
hung. Like Dante, his labour made him 
lean many days.

He depended in a great measure for his 
food on the fish he could catch, and this very 
often did not come up to his expectations. 
Once he hungered for three days together, 
and all this time it was necessary to quench 
his thirst with minute draughts of water, for 
his stock of this, too, showed signs of failure. 
To return for these things among men would 
be to delay his work and betray himself, 
and he would have died first. So long as he 
remained where he was he felt fairly secure 
from observation, for the three or four 
fishermen on the other side never came 
round to the dreadful north side, 
and believing it the haunt of the 
terrible storm-spirit, sighed at the 
very mention of it. To the great 
ships, of course, passing in the 
distance he was invisible; as, also, 
to the folk on the mainland, who, 
generally speaking, had little or no 
intercourse with those on the rock.
Nicolo therefore, so long as he kept 
close, was as good as buried from 
the sight of man. Only God’s eye 
perceived him.

After a time he found that he 
had miscalculated the length of 
rope he would require, and his 
supply of this began to fall short : 
he cut his tarred canvas tent into 
strips, and twisted them firmly 
together; thenceforward he slept 
with the starlight in his eyes, wet, 
like the old Babylonish king, with 
the dew of Heaven. But he pros­
pered, if slowly, and every day 
found him at least a foot or two 
higher.

It was when he had nearly 
reached the middle point of his 
upward pilgrimage that, as he was 
striking one final blow before 
descending for the night, his great 
hammer slipped from his wearied 
fingers and fell into the sea. To 
work without it was impossible, and he knew 
that it had fallen into some eight fathoms of 
water. All that night and the next day he

was dredging the bottom with his weighted 
net. The net seemed to gather to itself all 
the debris of ocean with which to taunt and 
jeer at him—all but his hammer. At last, 
with an angry exclamation, he stripped him­
self, and began to dive. Paler and paler 
showed the resolute face of the man under 
the grey moonlight every time he emerged 
to the surface. When at last he appeared, 
grasping the lost prize, two thin crimson 
streams were trickling from both his ears.

There was something sinful in his per­
sistency—it was like hurling a challenge at 
the Invincible. In the cold days of winter 
the frost fixed and riveted his numbed limbs, 
like the limbs of some naked, crucified Pro­
metheus, to the cruel rock. There came a 
morning when he awoke, shivering from his 
nightmare sleep, to see his ropes, the gunwale 
of his boat, and the face of the rock covered 
over with icicles. To climb at all now was 
deadly dangerous, but he made more than 
one attempt, only to slip back bruised and

impotent to the bottom. During the week 
the hard frost lasted, Nicolo became that 
worst of all self-tormentors—a wild beast

“ o n l y  t o  s l i p  BACIv b r u i s e d  a n d  i m p o t e n t . ”
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chained. But when it was over he began 
sullenly again, not even pausing to feel 
grateful.

His scanty garments were always wet, and 
soon hung in rags from him. The elements, 
wandering through the world in search of a 
plaything, saw him, and made him their 
target. The hail, the sun, the sirocco, the 
snow took turns in shying at him, in pinching 
and torturing him. Gradually his eye lost 
lustre, his ribs stood out, and a feverish palsy 
seized on him. He became the ruin of a 
man. And with all this, the spirit, too, that 
had borne him up began to droop. Genius, 
you see, has its limits. The very worst 
element of his malady was the terrible tempta­
tion that seized him in the last days of his 
toil, voluntarily—defiantly—to hurl his failing 
limbs into the deeps beneath him.

At last, one day when only a week’s labour 
remained to be done, Nicolo, absorbed in 
his work, suddenly felt a shiver run through 
him. He glanced u p ; the sky was inky 
in its blackness; underneath, the sea was 
white with foam, and the breakers were 
whishing and thundering against the base of 
the rock. He looked for his boat, and 
he saw it—but miles away, a black dot 
on the seething waters. To swim after it in 
such a sea, in such a current, was a task too 
great for any man, and he was already very 
weak. He was a real Prometheus now— 
chained irrevocably to the rock he had set 
out to conquer.

He worked night and day, foodless, 
parched, sleepless, bowing his head before 
the relentless storm that tugged and tore 
at him, swinging him viciously from side 
to side, or battering him against the rock. 
Had he been a good man, a humble 
man, he would inevitably have failed; 
but a demon was in him — and on the 
morning of the third day he reached out his 
bony arm, drew himself on to the ledge, and 
with a deep gasp, fell prone on the object of 
all his effort, to die.

He lay there without sign of life all that 
day and another, the storm raging over 
h im; but when it cleared, Nicolo stirred in 
his long sleep, and awoke to new hope and 
motion. After all, pain is only pain, and when 
it is past, seems bearable enough ; and was 
it not for Simonctta—she who, he hoped, had 
written the sweet hieroglyph, “ I love you”— 
that he had suffered so ? And now at last— 
at last—he had triumphed, and had only to 
stretch out his hand to take the notes. Pie 
never for a moment doubted the correctness 
of his theory that they had been thrown

there attached to some weight, and if so, it 
was clear they could not have rolled off, for 
the inside edge of the ledge was at a lower 
level than the outside.

He rose to his feet and walked backward 
and forward several times over the narrow 
platform. Merciful God ! B u t there were 
no notes there ! With his head fallen forward 
on his breast he sank down again on the 
rock, moaning piteously, for the first time 
giving way to utter despair.

Presently it struck him that he was dying 
of thirst, and he decided to descend, intend­
ing to swim round to the other side if his 
strength sufficed — he hoped that it would 
not. As he was about to step over the 
edge, a piece of metal at the very end of the 
ledge caught his eye. He wondered vaguely 
what it was doing there, and picked it up. 
It was a large, heavy nail.

To his surprise, two bits of thin white 
thread were tied around it. The first of these 
led up from the piece of metal along the side 
of the rock above him : he could not follow 
it far with his eye, but he concluded that it 
must be fastened to one of the shrubs at 
the summit. Pie tugged at it, and it snapped 
mid-way. Then he looked at the other 
thread. Pie was endlessly mystified to see it 
lead straight up, not along the side of the 
rock this time, but up into the air, away from 
the slanting edge of the rock, where this nar­
rowed in to form the peaked summit—straight 
up and up—till he lost sight of it in the 
azure, as if, forsooth, this, and no other, 
were the slight connecting link that binds 
Heaven to earth. He pulled at it, and it 
yielded easily to his touch; he commenced to 
draw it in, as he used to draw in his fishing- 
line when a “ bite ” was on, hand over hand. 
The length seemed endless, but gradually a 
diminutive round object came into sight above 
his head. At this object the thread ended.

When the whole length had been thus 
taken in, Nicolo held in his hand a small 
balloon, a couple of feet in length, made of a 
double fold of gold-beater’s skin, and filled 
with hydrogen gas. He tore it open; the notes 
were within it. With these firmly grasped in 
his right hand, with both his arms stretched 
out to Heaven, he dropped sobbing on his 
knees, uttering agonized thanks to God.

And at that moment his uplifted eyes met 
a face peering at him over the summit of the 
rock; far off as it was, he recognised it as 
the face of Pippo. Pie guessed at once that 
Pippo had missed him from the mainland, 
and, his suspicions being aroused, had 
come to see how the notes were faring.
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In the next moment a pistol shot entered 
Nicolo’s back, and, turning over and over 
in one horrid, stupendous somersault, he fell 
into the abyss below.

Before Nicolo struck the sea he was 
suffocated, but he was not dead. By the 
strange providence of Heaven, the eye of a 
bewildered fisherman, being caught from 
afar by the flash of a white form in human 
l ikeness t umbl ing  
down the face of the 
Eagle’s Crag, the man 
rowed up to him and 
saved him. The wet 
notes were still in his 
hand. He was taken 
to the other side and 
coaxed back to life 
by the old fisherwives, 
who possess a skill all 
their own, both in 
surgery and m e d i ­
cine. One fine day, 
after some weeks, he 
stole out of his hut 
when his old nurse’s 
back was turned: it 
was his first new 
attempt at walking.
On missing him she 
hurried after him in 
alarm, and discovered 
him at the water’s 
edge eagerly looking 
towards the coast.
Nicolo was humming 
the air of a gay High­
land madrigal.

All the birds were 
singing and shouting 
on the bright morn­
ing that he returned 
to the mainland, and 
began to climb the 
mounta ins  ; as fol­
ium, his heart was a 
whole nest of larks.

At a turn of the 
path he met a woman coming down with 
a basket of oranges on her head ; she 
glanced curiously at him, and said, as she 
passed him :—

“ Walk fast, Nicolo—or you will be late 
to see the wedding.”

A few yards farther up a boy, tending a 
herd of goats, called merrily out to him :—

“ Walk fast, Nicolo—or you will miss the 
wedding. Signor Pippo, you know, is to be 
married this morning. Poor Simonetta ! It

is old Francesco’s doing, all of it. It was 
Pippo found his notes, you see, and the old 
man had sworn that whoever found them 
should— —”

Nicolo answered nothing. He did not 
even mend his pace; but he looked upwards 
into the pale sky, as if appealing there for 
justice.

The little church at Arli was crowded 
that morning. The priest at the 
altar looked glum, as though con­
scious that he was helping forward 
the action of a tragedy. He had 
already begun, when a strange figure 
in ragged clothes, with long hair 
and wild eyes, walked unsteadily 

up the aisle. So long 
had he disappeared 
that many believed 
him dead, and his 
coming back was like 
the  upr is ing of a 
ghost in their midst. 
Every eye in the 
building turned on 
him in amazement. 
With bent head he 
moved slowly up to 
the altar and stood 
by the side of the 
sad-faced bride.

“ Do you take this 
woman f o r  y o u r  
wife ? ” asked the 
priest, ignoring the 
new presence.

“ I do,” repl ied 
Pippo, defiantly.

“ I do,” repeated 
Nicolo, humbly.

This was an embar­
rassment of riches. 
Clearly, something 
must be done, and 
the padre at once 
referred the question 
of conjugal rights to 
S imone t t a ’s bet ter  

judgment. Before she could answer, Nicolo, 
with masterly diplomacy, had whipped 
out the notes from his pocket, and 
held them up before the crowd ; a 
word or two sufficed to show that the 
notes Pippo pretended to have found 
must have been his own, and not the notes 
at all. With this explanation, popular senti­
ment turned wildly in Nicolo’s favour. Dark, 
honest faces all round the central figures 
began to glow sullenly with vindictive rage

“ HE FELL INTO THE ABYSS BELOW.”
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at the deed that had been done in their midst, 
and a vague threatening rumble began to make 
itself heard. In one hand Francesco grasped 
a sailor’s bowie-knife, while with the other he 
pressed that of Nicolo. The dainty little 
bride, pale and trembling, glanced thankfully 
up at her deliverer. Meantime, the ominous 
murmur had swelled into a howl of indig­
nation ; the hot blood of the peasants was 
lashing itself into a fury, and several of 
the wildest of the lads had already risen 
from their seats and huddled nearer to 
the altar. Suddenly a loud voice cried 
out, “ Seize the thief 1 ” followed by a rush 
that would certainly have borne down Pippo, 
had he not quickly retreated backward, at 
the same time drawing out a revolver, and

“ drawing out a revolver."

pointing it at his aggressors. His face was 
livid, and had in it a something that warned 
the boldest to beware. At the sight of the 
cold barrel there was a slight hesitation 
among the peasants, and Pippo, taking 
quick advantage of it, turned on his

heels and made a dash for an open 
door. As he did so, one of the men 
ran rapidly up to him, and by a deft move­
ment snatched the weapon from his hand, 
but before it could be used against him, 
Pippo had disappeared through the door, 
which he slammed behind him.

The keeper of the little osteria of Arli 
told afterwards how, all ghastly find pant­
ing, he had then rushed into her shop, 
shrieking “ Brandy, brandy!” She had handed 
him a bottle, which he half drained before 
her eyes. “ They have my pistol,” he 
exclaimed, “ but let them beware of sudden 
death when Pippo returns with arms. Tell 
them I go where they may be had in 
plenty ! ”

Then with the bottle under his arm he 
had fled from the shop, taking the road 
that led to Genoa. He was never seen 
alive again. All that night a black storm 
swept the hills, but in many a village 
round, resolute men, defying thunder and 
wind, and armed with deadly weapons, 
waited for his appearing. Pippo, how­
ever, did not come. A week later his 
broken body was found at the foot of a 
precipice far up the mountains, with the 
neck of his bottle still grasped in his 
hand. It was never certain whether 

he died a suicide’s or a 
drunkard’s death, or, as legal 
people say, “ by the act of 
God.”

Old Francesco, with a cer­
tain rough sense of the fit­
ness of things, was for having 
Nicolo married to Simonetta 

at the Eagle’s Crag. He had two 
thousand napoleoni now instead of one 
— his own and rich Pippo’s — and 
thought perhaps he could afford to 
indulge in whims. But Simonetta, with a 
pretty shudder, said she would see the 
evil face of Pippo grinning spitefully 
down at them from the top. So the 
event took place in the little church 
of Arli. For many a long year after, 
it was noticed that Nicolo never went 

near that stupendous Strength from which, 
by much wrestling, he had drawn Sweetness; 
and even when by chance he cast a glance 
at the great rock, he was observed to sigh 
an “ Ave,” and devoutly and humbly to 
cross himself.



H UGUENIN,  my friend—the man of Art 
and thrills and impulses,—the finished 
boultt'ardier, the persifieur—must, I 

concluded with certainty, he frenzied. So, at 
least, I reasoned when, after long years of 
silence, I received from him this letter :—

“ ‘ Sdili,’ my friend ; that is the name by which 
they now call this ancient Delos. Wherefore has it 
been written, ‘so passeth the glory of the world.’ 

“ Ah ! but to me it is—as to her it was —still 
Delos, the Sacred Island, the birthplace of Apollo, 
son of Leto ! On the summit of Cynthus I look 
from my dwelling, and within the wide reach of 
the Cyclades perceive even yet the fruity offerings

arriving from Syria, from Sicily, from Egypt ; I see the barks that bring the sacred envoys 
of Pan-Ionium to festival—I note the flutter of their hallowed garments—on the breeze 
once more floats to me their ‘Songs of Deliverance.’

“ The island now belongs almost entirely to me. I am, too, almost its sole inhabitant- 
It is, you know, only four miles long, and half as broad, and I have purchased every 
available foot of its surface. On the flat top of the granite Cynthus I live, and here, my 
friend, shall I die. Chains more inexorable and horrible than any which the limbs of 
Prometheus ever knew bind me to this crag.

“ A friend ! a friend ! That is the thing after which my sick spirit pants. A tiring man : 
of the dead I have enough ; of living monsters, ah, too much ! An aged servant or two, 
who seem persistently to shun me—this is all I possess of human fellowship. Would that 
I dared to ask you, an old companion, to come to the solace of a sinking man in this place 
of desolation!”

The letter continued long in this strain of mingled rhapsody and despair, containing, 
moreover, a lengthy disquisition on the Pythagorean doctrine of the metempsychosis 
of the soul. Three times did the words “ living monsters ” occur. Such a communi­
cation, coming from him, did not fail to excite my utmost curiosity and pity.

From London to Delos is no inconsiderable journey ; yet, conquered during the 
course of a long vacation bv an irresistible impulse, and the fond memories of other

568
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days, I actually found myself, on a starry night, disembarking on the sands that 
bound the once famous harbour of the tiny Greek island. My arrival may be dated 
by the fact that it fell out just two months before the very extraordinary natural 
phenomena of which Delos was the scene during the night of August 13th, 1880. I 
crossed the ring of flat land which nearly encircles the islet, and began the ascent of 
the central mountain. The slumberous air languished with the wild breath of rose 
and jessamine and almond; the pipe of the cicala and the gleam of the firefly were 
not wanting to add to the narcotic charms of this land of dreams. In less than an 
hour I walked into a tangled garden, and placed my hand on the shoulder of a tall, 
stooping man, dressed in Attic attire, who walked solitary under the trees.

With a fearful start he turned and faced me.
“ Oh,” he said, panting, and placing both his hands upon his chest, “  I was greatly 

surprised ! My heart------”
He could utter no more. It was Huguenin, and yet not he. The heavy beard 

rolling down his white woollen garments was, I could see, still black as ever; but 
the masses of unkempt hair which floated with every zephyr about his face and neck 
were bleached to the whiteness of snow. He stared at me through the dull and 
cavernous eyes of a man long dead.

We walked into the house together. The mere sight of the building was enough 
to convince me that in some mysterious way, to some morbid degree, the Past had 
fettered and darkened the intellect of my friend. The mansion was of the purely 
Hellenic type, but nothing less than inconceivable in extent— a wilderness rather 
than a habitation. I found myself in an ancient Greek house— only, a Greek house 
multiplied many times over into an endless, continuous congeries of Greek houses. 
It consisted of a single story, though here and there on the vast flat roof there rose 
a second layer of apartments. These latter were reached by ladders. We walked 
through a door— opening inwards— into a passage, which in turn led us to an oblong 
marble court-yard; this was the aule, surrounded by Corinthian pillars, and having 
in the centre an altar of stone to Zeus Herkeios. Around this court on every hand 
was ranged a series of halls, chambers, thalamoi, hung with rich velvets; and the 
whole mighty house— made up of a hundred and a hundred reproductions of such 
court-yards with their surrounding chambers— formed a trackless desert of rooms, 
through whose uniform labyrinths the most cunning would assuredly fail to find 
his way.

“ This building,” said Huguenin to me, some days after my arrival, “ this building—  
every stone, plank, drapery of it— was the creation of my wife’s wild and restless fancy.”

I stared at him.
“ You doubt that I have, or had, a wife ? Come, then, with me ; you shall— you 

shall— see her face.”
He led the way through the dark and windowless house, lighted throughout the 

day and night by the dim purple radiance shed from many small, open lamps of 
earthenware filled with the fragrant nardinum, an oil pressed from the flower of the 
Arabian grass nardus.

I followed the emaciated figure of Huguenin through a great number of the 
gloomy chambers. As he moved slowly forward, visibly panting, I noticed that he 
kept his form bent downward, seeming to seek for something ; and this something 
I soon found to be a scarlet thread, laid down to afford guidance for the feet 
through the mazes of the house, and running along the black floor. Suddenly he 
stopped before the door of one of the apartments called cnnphithalamoi, and, himself 
remaining without, motioned to me to enter.

I am not a man of what might be called “ a tremulous diathesis,” yet not without
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a tremor did I glance round the room. For a time I could discern nothing under 
the sombre glimmer radiated from a single lampas pendent from wrought brazen 
chains. But at length a great painting in oils, unframed, occupying nearly one w hole 
side of the chamber, grew upon my sight. It was the picture of a woman. My heart 
throbbed with a most strange, deep excitement as I gazed upon her lineaments.

She stood erect, robed in a flowing, crimson, embroidered peplos, with head 
slightly thrown back, and one hand and arm pointing stiffly outward and upward. 
The countenance was not merely Grecian—ancient Grecian, as distinct from modern 
— but it was so in a highly exaggerated and unlifelike degree. Was the woman, I 
asked myself, more lovely than ever mortal was before— or more hideous ? She 
was the one or the other, or both ; but the riddle baffled me. The Lamia of K eats 
arose before me— that “  shape of gorgeous hue, vermilion-spotted, golden, green 
and blue.” A hardly-breathing surprise of eyes held me fixed as the image slowly 
took possession of my vision. Here, then, I muttered, was the Gorgon’s head, whose 
hair was serpents and her eye a basilisk’s ; and as I so thought, I reflected, too, on 
the myth of how from the dripping blood of Medusa’s head strange creatures sprang 
to life ; and then, with a shuddering abhorrence, I remembered Huguenin’s childish 
ravings about “  monsters.” I drew nearer, in order to analyse the impression almost 
of dread wrought upon me, and I quickly found— or thought I found— the key. It 
lay, surely, in the woman’s eyes. They were the very eyes of the tiger : circular, green, 
large, with glittering yellow radii. I hurried from the room.

“ You have seen h er?” asked Huguenin, with a cunning, eager distortion o f his 
ashen face.

“ Yes, Huguenin, I have seen her. She is very beautiful.”
“ She painted it herself,” he said in a whisper.
“  R eally! ”
“ She considered herself—she was— the greatest painter who has lived since 

Apelles.”
“ But now— where is she now ? ”
He brought his lips quite close to my ear.
“ She is dead. You, at any rate, would call her so.”
This ambiguity appeared to me only the more singular when I discovered that 

it was his habit, at stated intervals, to make regular and stealthy visits to distant parts 
of the dwelling. Our bed-chambers being contiguous, I could not fail, as time passed, 
to notice that he would rise in the dead of night, when he supposed me asleep, and 
gathering together the fragments of our last meal, depart rapidly and silently with 
them through the dim and vast house, led always in one particular direction by the 
scarlet thread of silk which ran along the floor.

I now set myself strenuously to the study of Huguenin. The nature of his 
physical malady, at least, was clear. He laboured under the singular affection to 
which physicians have given the name of Cheyne Stoke’s Respiration, the disease 
manifesting itself at intervals by compelling him to lie back in a perfect agony 
of inhalation, and groan for air; the bones of his cheeks seemed on the point of 
appearing through their sere wrapping of mummy-skin ; the ala  of his nose never 
rested from an extravagance of expansion and retraction. But even this ruin of a body 
might, I considered, be made partially whole, were it not that to lull the rage and 
fever of such a mind the world contained no anodyne. For one thing, a most 
curious belief in some unnamed fate hanging over the island on which he lived 
haunted him. Again and again he recalled to me all that in the long past had 
been written about D elos: the strange notion contained both in the Homeric and 
the Alexandrian hymns to the Delian Apollo that the island was floa ting ; or that
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it was merely secured by chains ; or that it had only been thrown up from the
deeps as a temporary resting-place for Ortygia in her travail ; or that it might sink
before the spurning foot of the new-born god. He was never tired, through long 
hours, of pursuing, as if in soliloquy, a kind of somnolent, mystical exegesis of such 
passages as we read together. “ Do you know,” he said, “ that the ancients really 
supposed the streams of Delos to rise and fall with the rise and fall of the Nile ?
Could anything point more clearly to a belief in the extraordinary nature of the
island, its far-reaching volcanic affinities, occult geologic eccentricities?” Often 
would he repeat the punning hexameter line of the very ancient Sibylline prophecy—

co ra l Ka'l Sdyaos a/x/xos « m r a i  A rjXos ai>rj\rî  ; *

often, too, having repeated it, he would strike from the repining chords of an .d^olian 
lyre the air of a threnody which, as he told me, his wife had composed to suit the 
verse ; and when to the funeral wail of this dirge— so wild, so mournful, that I 
could never hear it without a shudder— Huguenin added the melancholy note of 
his now hollow and plaintive voice, the intensity of effect produced on me reached 
the intolerable degree, and I was glad of the dubious and pallid and purple gloaming 
o f the mansion, which partially hid my face from him.

“ Observe, however,” he added one day, “ the meaning of the implied epithet 
‘ far-seen ’ as applied to Delos : it means ‘ glorious,’ ‘ illustrious ’-far-seen to the 
spiritual rather than to the bodily eye, for the island is not very mountainous. The 
words ‘ sink from sight ’ must therefore l>e supposed to have the corresponding 
significance of an extinction of this glory. And now judge whether or no this 
prophecy has not been already fulfilled, when I tell you that this sacrosanct land, 
which no dog’s foot was once allowed to touch, on which no man was permitted 
to be born or to die, bears at this moment on its bosom a monster fouler than 
the brain of demon ever conceived. A fearful literal and physical fulfilment of the 
prophecy cannot, I consider, lx; far distant.”

1'hat all this esotericism was not native to Huguenin I was certain. His mind, 
I was convinced, had been ploughed into by some tremendous energy, before ever 
this rank growth had choked it. I drew him on, little by little, to speak of his wife.

She was, he told me, of a very antique Athenian family, which by constant effort 
had conserved its purity of blood. It was while passing southward through Greece 
in a world-weary mood, some years before my visit, that he came one night to the 
village of Castri ; and there, on the site of the ancient I )elphi, in the centre of an 
angry crowd of Greeks and Turks, who threatened to rend her to pieces, he first 
saw Andromeda, his wife. “ This incredible courage,” he said, “ this vast originality 
was hers, to take upon herself the part of a modern Hypatia— to venture on the task 
of the bringing back of the gods, in the midst of a fanatical people, at the latter 
end of a century like the present. The furious mob from which I rescued her was 
standing around her in front of the vestibule of a just completed temple to Apollo, 
whose worship she was then and there attempting to restore.”

The love of the woman fastened on her preserver with passionate intensity. 
Huguenin felt himself constrained by the impulse of an irresistible Will. They 
were united, and came at her bidding to live in the grey abode of her creation at 
Delos. In this solitude, under this shadow, the man and the woman faced each 
other. As the months passed the husband found that he had married a seer of 
visions and a dreamer of dreams. And visions of what hue ! and dreams of what 
madness! He confessed to me that he was greatly awed by her, and with this awe 
was blended a feeling which, if it was not fear, was akin to fear. That he loved her

* “ And Samos shall be sand, and Delos (the far-seen) sink from sight.”
V ol. V .— No. 24. 38
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n o t  at all he now knew, while the excess of her passion for him he grew to regard 
w ith  the hate which men feel for the distilled elixir of the hemlock. Yet his mind 
inevitably took on the lurid hue of hers. He drank in unfailingly all her creeds. 
H e  followed her in the same way that a satellite follows a world. When for days 
together she hid herself from him and disappeared, he would wander desolate and 
f u l l  of search over the pathless house. Finding that she habitually yielded her body 
t o  the lotus delights of certain opiate seeds produced on the island, he found the 
courage to frown and warn, and ended by himself becoming a bond-slave to the 
drow sy ganja of India. So too with the most strange fascination she exercised 
o v e r  the animal world: he disliked it— he dreaded i t ; regarded it as excessive 

a n d  unnatural; but he looked on only with the furtive, pale eye of suspicion, and 
sa id  nothing. When she walked she was accompanied by a long magnetised 
queue  of living things, felines in particular, and birds of large size. Dogs, on the 
contrary, shunned her, bristling. She had brought with her from the mainland a 
collection of these followers, of which Huguenin had never seen the h a lf; they were 
imprisoned in unknown nooks of the building; ever and anon she would vanish 
from  the house, to reappear with new companions. Her kindness to these dumb 
creatures should, I presume, have been amply sufficient to account for her power 
o v e r  them ; but Huguenin’s mind, already grown morbid, probed darkly after some 
o th er explanation. The primary m otif of this unquietness doubtless lay in his wife's 
fanaticism on the subject of the Pythagorean theory of the transmigration of souls. 
O n  this theme Andromeda, it was clear, was violently deranged. She would stand, he 
declared, with outstretched arm, with eye wild-staring, with rigid body, and in a rapid, 
guttural recitative— like a rapt, delirious Pythoness— would prophesy of the eternal 
mutations prepared for the spirit of man. She would dwell, above all, with a kind 
o f  contempt, on the limitations of animal forms in the actual world, and would 
indignantly insist that the spirit of an extraordinary and original man, disembodied, 
should  and must re-embodv itself in a correspondingly extraordinary and original form. 
“  A nd,” she would often add, “ such forms do really exist on the earth, but the God, 
willing to save the race from frenzy, hides them from the eyes of common men.”

It was long, however, before I could induce Huguenin to speak of the final 
catastrophe of his singular wedded life. He related it in these words :—

“ You now know that Andromeda was among the great painters of the world— you 
have seen her picture of herself. One day, after dilating, as was her wont, on the 
narrow limitation of forms, she said suddenly, ‘ But you, too, shall be of the initiated: 
com e, come, you shall see something.' She went swiftly forward, beckoning, looking 
back  repeatedly to smile on me a loving patronage, with the condescension of a 
priestess to a neophyte; I followed, till before a lately finished painting she stopped, 
jx»inting. I will not attempt— the attempt would be folly— to tell you what thing 
o f  horror and madness I saw before me on the canvas; nor can I explain in words 
th e  tempest of anger, of loathing and disgust, that stirred within me at the sight. 
Kindled by the blasphemy of her fancy, I raised my hand to strike her head; and 
to  this hour I know not if I struck her. My hand, it is true, felt the sensation 
o f  contact with something soft and yielding; but the blow, if blow there were, 
w as surely too slight to harm the frame of a creature far feebler than the human. 
Y e t  she fe ll; the film of coming death gre\v over her dull, upbraiding eyes; one 
last word only she spoke, pointing to the Uncleanness: ‘ In the flesh you may yet 
behold i t ! ’ and so, still pointing, pointing, she passed away.

“ I bore her body, embalmed in the Greek manner by an expert of Corinth, 
to  one of the smaller apartments on the roof of the house. I saw, as I turned to 
leave her in the gloom of the strait and lonely chamber, the mortal smile on her
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waxen face within the open coffin. Two weeks later 1 went again to visit her, 
My friend, she had vanished utterly — save that the bones remained; and from the 
vacant coffin, above the now fleshless skull, two eyes— living— the very eyes o f  
Andromeda’s soul, but full of a new-born, intenser light —the eyes, too, of the pictured 
horror whose whole form I now discerned in the darkness— gleamed out upon m e. 
I slammed to the door, and fainted on the floor.-’

“  The suggestion,” 1 said, “  which you seem to wish to convey is that of a 
transition of forms from the human to the animal; but, surely, the explanation that 
the monster, brought secretly by your wife into the house, imprisoned unawares b y  
you with the dead, and maddened by hunger, fed on the uncovered body, is, if not 
less horrible, at least less improbable.”

He looked doubtingly at me for a moment, and then replied: “ There was no 
monster imprisoned with the dead. Be not rash writh ‘ explanations.’ You do not 
require me to tell you, what you must know, that there are many more things in 
earth —to say nothing of heaven— than were ever dreamt of in your philosophy.”

But at least, I urged, he would see the necessity of flying from that place. He 
answered with the extraordinary avowal that it was no longer doubtful to him, from 
the effect which any neglect to minister to the creature’s wants produced on h?s 
own bodily health, that his life was intimately bound up with the life of the being 
he stayed to maintain ; that with the second murder of which he should be guilty—  
nay, with the very attempt to commit it, as, for example, by flight from the house 
—  his own life would inevitably be forfeited.1 accordingly formed the resolution to work the deliverance of my friend in spite 
of himself. Two months had now passed; the end of my visit was drawing near: 
yet his maladies of brain and body were not alleviated. It tortured me to think 
of leaving him once more alone, a prey to the manias which distracted him.

That very day, while he slept his damp, unquiet, opiate slumbers, I started out 
on the track indicated by the scarlet thread. So far it led— and the rooms through 
which it passed were of such uniformity, and the path so serpentine, and the sameness 
of construction on every hand so unbroken— that I could not doubt but that, the 
clue once snapped at any point, the journey to the desired end could be accomplished 
only by the most improbable good fortune. I followed the thread to its termination: 
it stopped at the foot of a ladder-like stair, which I ascended. At the top of the 
stair, and close to it, I was faced by a narrow wall, in which was a closed wooden 
d o o r; in the door a hole large enough to admit the hand. As I placed my foot on 
the topmost step, a long, low, plaintive whine, wdth a sickening likeness to a human 
wail, broke upon my ear.

I hurriedly descended the steps. Some little distance from them I broke the 
silken thread, and, gathering it up in my hand as I went, again broke it near the 
region of the house which we occupied.

“ Hereby,” I said, as I held the gathered portion to the flame of a lamp, “ shall 
a soul be saved alive.”

I watched him later on through half-.dosed lids, as he departed, haggard anil 
shivering, on his nightly errand. My heart throbbed under an agony of disquiet 
while I awaited his long-delayed return.

He came sw iftly anti softly into my room, and shook me by the shoulder. On 
his face was a look of unusual calmness, of dignity and mystery.

“ Wake up,’- he said. “ I wash you— I am a sorry host, am I not ?— I wish you 
to leave me to-night, at once ; to leave the island— n<nt<!'

“ But tell me----- ” I gasped.
“ Nay, nay; I will take no refusal. Trust me this once, and go. There is a
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d a n g e r  here. Destiny is against me—an impudent destiny, careless even to conceal 
its  hand. Go. One or two of the fisher-folk of the harbour will convey you over 
t o  Rhenea before the morning light, and you will be saved.”

“  But saved from what?”
“  From what ? I cannot tell yo u : from the destiny, whatever it be, which awaits 

m e . I)o you know— can you dream—that the thread on which my life depends 
is  snapped? ”

“  But suppose I tell you----- ”
“ You can tell me nothing. A h ............. you hear that?”
H e held up his hand and listened. It was a sudden shriek of the wind around 

th e  house.
“  It is but the rising wind,” I muttered, starting up.
“ Ah, but that— that which followed. Did you not fee l i t ? ”
“  Huguenin, I felt nothing.”
He had clasped with both arms a marble pillar, against which his forehead rested, 

w h ile  with one foot he gently and mechanically patted the floor. In this posture, 
now  utterly demoralised and craven, he remained for some minutes. The wail of 
th e  wind was heard at intervals. Suddenly he turned towards me, with a ghastly 
face and the scream of a frightened woman.

“ Now— now at least—you feel i t ! "
I could no longer deny. It was as if the whole island had gently rocked to 

and  fro on a pivot.
Thoroughly unnerved myself, trembling more with awe than with terror, I seized 

Huguenin's arm, and sought to draw him from the pillar, which, muttering low, he 
still embraced. He sullenly refused to stir ; and I, resolved in any event to stay 
b y  him, sat near. The seismic agitation increased. But he seemed to take no 
further note of anything,— only, with the regularity of a clock’s oscillations, the 
tripudiary automatic motion of his foot persisted. In this way an hour, two hours, 
passed. At the end of that time the rocking movement of the earth had become 
intense, rapid and continuous.

There came a moment when, overwhelmed by a new panic, I sprang to my feet 
and shook him.

“ Headstrong man ! ” I cried, “ have you then parted with every sense ? Do you 
not smell— can you not feel— that the house is in flames?”

His eyes, which had grown dark and dull, blazed up instantly with a new 
madness.

“ Then,” he shouted, with the roar of a clarion,— “ then she shall— I say she 
shall be saved! Tne cheetah —the feathered cheetah/ ”

Before I could lay hold of the now foaming maniac, he had dashed past me 
into a corridor. I followed behind in hottest pursuit. The carpets and hangings, 
as yet but dully glowing, filled the passages with the smoke of Tophet. I hoped 
that Huguenin, weak of lung, would fall choked and exhausted. Some power 
seemed to lend him strength— he rushed onward like the wind; some sure, mysterious 
instinct seemed to guide him— not once did he falter or hesitate.

The long chase through the cracking house, burning now on every side, was over. 
The just intuitions of insanity had not failed the madman— he reached the goal for 
which he panted. I saw him hasten up the half-consumed ladder, whose foot was 
already in a lake of flame. He rushed to the smouldering wooden door of the 
tomb of Andromeda, and tore it wide open. And now from out the vault there burst 
— above the roaring of the fire, and the whistle of the tempest, and the thousandfold 
rattle of the earthquake— a shrill and raucous shriek, which turned my blood to ice ;
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and I saw proceeding from the darkness a creature whose native loathsomeness 
human language has no vocabulary to describe. For if 1 say that it was a cheetah 
— of very large size— its eyes a yellow liquid conflagration— its fat and boneless body 
swathed in a thick panoply of dark grey feathers, vermilion-tipped— with a similitude 
of miniature wings on its back— with a wide, vast, downward-sweeping tail like the 
tail of a bird of paradise,— how by such words can I image forth all the retching 
nausea, all the bottomless hate and fear, with which I looked ? The fire, it was 
evident, had already reached the body of the beast; already it flamed. I saw it 
fly, rather than spring, at Huguenin’s head ; the burial of its fangs in his flesh, the 
meeting of its teeth about his windpipe, I saw. He tottered— gurgling— tearing at 
the feathery horror— backward over the spot where a moment before the stair had 
stood ; together they fell into the sea of flame beneath.

I ran in headlong haste from the house, discovering by good chance an egress. 
The night was clear, yet all the winds seemed to tumble in disenchained ecstacy 
about the islet. As I descended I noted the scathed and scorched aspect of the trees 
and of certain of the rocks; at one spot a multitude of deep, smooth, conical 
openings, edged with grey, glowing scorite, riveted my attention. Still lower, I stood 
on a bluff promontory and looked sheer into the sea. The sight was sublime and 
appalling. The deep— without billow or foam or ripple— luminous far down with 
phosphorescences— rushed, like some lambent lamina yoked to the fiery steeds of 
Diomedes, with a steady, intense, almost dazzling impetuosity towards the island. 
Delos, indeed, seemed to f loa t— to swim, painfully struggling, like a little doomed 
bird, against the all-engulfing element. I passed with the earliest light from this 
mystic shrine of ancient piety. Among the last sights that greeted my gaze was the 
still ascending reek of the blighted and accursed dwelling of Huguenin.

M. P. Shikl.
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By M. P. Shiel,

AUTHOR OF “ PRINCE 7.AI.ESKI.”

lt Man’s go in go arc of God ; how can a man then understand his own way ?”
— Proverbs.

“ Oh, Mr. Parker, lie is coming at last, sir!”
“ Good heavens ! you mean the Doctor ? ”
“ The Doctor, sir—saw him with my own eyes—he is on foot — 

must have passed through the north park gates, and is at this 
moment coming up the drive ! ”

I ran to the lawn ; saw him slowly coming in the old frock- 
coat of thin stuff, his eyes studying the ground.

“ Ah, Parker”—he glanced up and held out a limp hand— 
“ that you ? Well, I hope ? ”

“ /  am well enough, thank you, Doctor.”
“ And why the accented 1 ? My sister, Parker ?”
I was simply astounded.
“ You have not then heard ? ”
“ Heard ? I have heard nothing.”
“ Merciful heavens ! in what land have you then wandered ?”
“ Parker, in a land far away.”
I said nothing more, nor he. For the first time in his life he 

felt fear—fear to ask the question which I felt fear to answer.
We passed into the gloomy half-ruined pile, an ancient place, 

the home of a race most ancient. In the little room we called 
“ study,” he seated himself on the divan, and with perfect 
composure said:

“ Now, Parker—my sister.”
“ Miss Euphcmia, Doctor, is no more.”
His face was stone ; hut he sallowed. After a time I distinctlv 

heard him mutter:
“ I thought as much—so it happened once before,”
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What ? I was all wonder ; but only added :
1‘ Three weeks ago, Doctor/’
“Of what?”
“ She was-----”
“ Go on.”
“ Doctor, she was----- ”
“ Say it, man—she was murdered.”
“ She was murdered, Doctor.”
I see him now ; spare and small, mighty in forehead, which at 

the top was thinly covered with a cropped iron-grey scrub : 
thick, tight lips ; sallow, shaven face ; and those eyes, grey, so 
unquiet, never for an instant of life ceasing the internal inquisi­
tion in which they wandered fro and to, down, and up, and 
round.

A name high in the view of the world was his—as an
apostle of science, as hierophant among the arch-priests of
learning. During the fifteen years I had acted as his
secretary, we had produced nine books, each monumental in 
its way. His activities in the domain of thought were,
in fact, immeasurable—though I will not say that they 
were continuous; or, at least, not continuous so far as 1 
was concerned ; for the doctor would ever and anon leave 
me, perhaps in the midst of some work, and without warning 
snatch himself wholly for long weeks from Raphash Towers ; 
nor could I then determine whether sarcophagi of old Egyptian 
dynasties had lured him over seas, or excavations at Mycenae, 
or the enticements of Khorsabad and Balbec. I knew only 
that he had quietly and mysteriously disappeared ; that he 
as quietly returned in due course to his labours; and that his 
taciturnity was so inveterate as to seem brutish.

An old housekeeper and myself, beside the Doctor and 
Miss Euphemia, were the only inmates of the old mansion. 
We occupied an insignificant portion of the ground floor of one 
of the immense wings. Never visitor broke our solitude, except 
a gentleman whose calls always corresponded with the Doctors 
absences. The lengthy tctc-a-tctcs of this personage with Miss 
Euphemia led me to suspect an old flame, to which the Doctor 
had had known objections.

Miss Euphemia was a lady of forty-five years, taller than her 
brother, but remarkably like him. She, too, had become learned
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by dint of reading the Doctors books. For the life of me I 
cannot now say how it was, for they hardly ever exchanged a 
word, but I had gradually arrived at the conviction that each of 
these two lives was as necessary to the other as the air it 
breathed.

Yet for three weeks the newspapers had been discussing her 
singular disappearance, and he, of all others, knew not one word 
of the matter! He looked at me through half-closed lids, and 
said, with that utter dryness of tone which was his:

“Tell me the circumstances.”
I answered : “ I was away in London on business connected 

with your Shropshire seat, and can only repeat the depositions 
of old Mrs. Grant. Miss Raphash had, strange to say, been 
persuaded to attend the funeral of a lady, known to her in youth, 
at Ringlethorpe ; and, staying afterwards with the mourning 
friends, did not return till midnight. She wore, it seems, some 
old family jewels. By one, however, the house was in darkness ; 
and it was an hour later that a scream shrilled through the night. 
Mrs. Grant was able to light a candle, and had opened her door, 
when she dimly saw a man rushing towards her with some 
singular weapon in his hand which flashed vividly in the half­
dark—a small, wiry man, she thinks. She had but time to slam 
her door, when he dashed himself frantically against it, where­
upon she fancies she heard the angry remonstrance of another 
voice. Here, however, her evidence is vague; hours later when 
she woke to consciousness, she rushed to her mistress’ room, and 
found it empty.”

“ Of the jewels ? ”
“ Of Miss Raphash herself.”
“ And the jewels ? ”
“ They lay on the dressing-table where they had been placed, 

untouched.”
“ Clearly the murderer was not a burglar.”
“ Clearly he was. He, or they, took other things, valuables 

from your room and mine to the amount of four hundred pounds.” 
“ But some of these have been traced ? ”
“ Not one. Some have been found—none ‘traced.’”
“ Where found ? ”
“ In a clump of bushes immediately beneath the balcony of 

the south wing.”



“ They were singular burglars. And my sister's body was
found----- ”

“ Nowhere.”
“ It was buried in the park.”
“ Quite certainly not. The park has been subjected to too 

minute a scrutiny for that.”
“ It was burned.”
“ Not in the house, and again not in the grounds. It was for 

some ghastly reason conveyed away.”
“ It is not noiv in the house, for instance ? ”
“ No—if the most recondite search in the darkest recesses of 

the mansion are of any value.”
“ There were blood-stains ? ”
* A few on the bed.”
“ No clue ? ”
“ One. It would seem that the assassin, or one of them, 

before gaining entrance, drew off his boots, and on running 
away left them, for some undreamable reason, behind him.”

“ It is very simple. He went in a pair of yours or mine.”
“ No. Had his foot, as measured by his boot, been one-third 

as small, it could never have been urged into a boot of yours or 
mine.”

“ And yet Mrs. Grant says he was a small man ; it is peculiar 
he should have so immense a foot.”

“ It is clear then that there were more than one.”
“ Yet I incline to the one-man theory; for through some 

failure of courage or memory, one might leave the jewels, but 
hardly two. Mrs. Grant, distracted, may have mistaken his 
stature ; and in the course of my anthrojxdogical experience, I 
have even come across that very discrepancy between man and 
foot—an occasional survival of simian traits in human beings.”

“ There is another point,” I said, “ the boots were found to be 
odd.”

“ But that is a clue ! ” he said. “ I have the man in my grasp. 
Have you now told me everything ? ”

“ Except that a gentleman had called to see Miss Raphash 
that afternoon.”

“ Ah—what sort of man ?”
“ Tall, black-dressed, middle-aged, with side-whiskers. I have 

seen him here when you have been away. Mrs. Grant says that
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Miss Raphash spoke to him with some show' of anger, though no 
words could be made out.'1

“ A h! ” said the Doctor, and resumed a restless w’alk.
“ It is not impossible,” he continued after a while, “ that deeps, 

black to the eye of a policeman, may lighten to the eye of a 
thinker. Let us go over the house.”

Science had taught the Doctor to labour without the stimulus 
of expectancy. On this hopeless search we spent several hours 
in the mouldy vastnesses of the house ; in the solemn silence of 
old Tudor wings which perhaps no foot had set a-barking w'ith 
echoes for centuries ; deep down in the nitre-crusted vaults. We 
came at length to an old room on the second floor of the south 
wing overlooking a patch of garden, rank now with shrubs. 
The chamber W’as very damp and gloomy ; its tapestries of Arras 
had mouldered to grey shreds. The Doctor had partly used 
it as a depository: here were stacked bones of mammoths, 
embrya in flasks, fossils, spongiadae, implements of stone, iron, 
and bronze. Along one side was a vast oaken chest, carved, 
black with centuries of age. It, as well as a secret recess 
behind a panel in the wall, contained piles of bones methodically 
labelled.

The lock of the door was of peculiar construction, and the 
Doctor had the key always about him. I could not therefore but 
smile, when on entering, I said to him :

“ Here, at least, our search is fantastic.”
He glanced at me, and passed in doggedly. Through the 

grime of the window light hardly entered. Here a piece of old 
armour, there a cinerary urn of Etruria showed in the gloom its 
grey freckles of fungus ; a dank dust was over all.

“ Some one has been here,” said the Doctor.
“ Doctor! ”
“ The catch of the window seems awry: notice the dust on the 

floor ; does it not look----- ”
“ But if it is impossible, it is impossible, and there an end,” I 

answered.
He opened the window. Below was the stone balcony of the 

first floor of the wing ; and from it to a point near the window a 
tin rain-spout ran up. It was among the bushes of the garden 
beneath the balcony that the stolen valuables had been found.

“ He climbed up, you see, by the spout,” said the Doctor.
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“ The feat seems superhuman : but there is the spout, and here 
is the turned window-catch. We must confront phenomena as 
we find them.”

“ But at least, Doctor, he did not climb up with a dead body 
in his arms ? ”

“ No ; you are right."
“ And he did not enter by the door.”
“ No.”
“ Then our search here is absurd.”
“ Doubtless. You might look behind the panelling.”
I looked and saw only the dust-grown bones of old monsters.
“ She is not in here, now ? ” he said, and tapped the oaken 

chest with his knuckles.
I smiled.
“ No, Doctor, she is not in there. The man does not live who 

could force the century-old secret of that riveted lid.”
“ Come then, Parker. Come—we shall find her.”
We went out, and he locked the old silences and solitudes

within the room once more.
* * * * *

Men of great minds undertake tasks which, from their very 
vastness, seem nothing less than silly to men of smaller gauge. 
The region of the impossible, indeed, is the true sphere-of-action 
of genius. But, on the other hand, the crowd may be excused 
if, observing this, they become sometimes incredulous, resentful, 
and even cachinatory.

And, I confess, it was not without resentment that I listened 
to Doctor Raphash as he said to m e:

“ Let us find him, Parker—the murderer of my sister—the 
secreter of her body. This is a task we must not leave to the 
crude intellects of the recognised authorities. Let us hunt him 
down—and, after that, we shall resume our consideration of the 
science of Comparative Mythology7.”

But his method, at least, was singular. To acquire personal 
intimacy with the whole criminal class of London is an under­
taking, if possible, at all events far from light. Yet this was his 
notion. In a few months we had learned a new language, 
become acclimatised denizens of a new world—the language and 
the world of the East of London. Our dress was the dress of 
the “ navvy ; ” our habits those of the ne’er-do-well.
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And now most wondrously were revealed to me ineffable deeps 
in Doctor Raphash’s character. The intensity of this hatred of 
an unknown man to me seemed hellish. “ Let us hunt him 
down.’* His life became the incarnation of that sentence. It 
was the man of science turned beast of prey, but retaining 
the perfect scientific calm ; an intensity bordering on lunacy 
shrouding itself behind the serenity of ocean-depths ; the 
avenging angel without the flashing eye and flaming sword.

Days and nights we spent in public-houses, gambling-hells, cells 
of pawnbrokers, with roughs at slum-corners, stormy crowds at 
music-hall doors. We were boon companions of men who related 
to one another without secrecy or shame-blush their achievements 
in every species of crime. In the morning we parted; to 
compare late at night notes of the day’s haps. Then far into the 
morning hours I would hear the slow soft tread of that divine 
patience to and fro in his room near mine. This, and a 
heightened glare in his eyes, were all the indication of the mania 
fretting at his heart.

One day I heard something,
In a gin-palace two women, dissolute of face, stood at the bar.
“ And how about your old man, then ? ” I heard.
“ Oh, he must fish for hisself, he must. I took his boots, the 

last thing I’ve got, to the pawn this morning, and they wouldn’t 
take them.”

“ Ain’t they no good, then ? ”
“ They’re sound enough, but they’re odd.”
" Go on ! ”
“ S’help me. I nearly tore his eyes out over them same 

boots. I buys my lord a seven-and-eleven pair in the summer 
and sends him hop-picking in them ; two months ago he turns 
up with his own boot on the right foot and somebody else’s on 
the other.”

“And what accounts did he give of hisself ?”
“ There’s where the provoking part of it comes in. Every time 

I asks him about it, it’s 4 Drop it, mate,’ and 4 Drop it, I tell you, 
mate.’ He was on the job, you may bet, got into some scrape, 
and now dursn’t say nothink about it.”

I need not mention the steps by which, in half-an-hour, I had 
become the bosom friend of these two women. The time, place, 
and circumstances of the boots profoundly impressed me, and
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when I parted from them I felt assured that the name and 
address I had obtained were those of the man we sought. When 
Doctor Raphash returned, haggard and pallid, to our little garret 
that night, I pressed his hand.

“ You have news for me, Parker.”
“ I have heard something that may have some bearing on the 

case.” I told him the incident.
“ Undoubtedly—it has some bearing. Let us go.”
“ You look tired to-night, to-morrow perhaps----- ”
“ Not at all! To-night, man—now—now—is the time to find 

what we seek ”—and he stamped on the floor.
I glanced, startled, at him. The action seemed like a sign of 

the break-up of that supernal serenity which characterised him.
We passed out, I taking the precaution to bring with me a 

Colt’s revolver. When, by the way of endless labyrinths, we 
reached the address the Doctor at last spoke:

“ There is no light, you see; he is, probably, still out. 
Suppose you wait till he comes ; then speak, take him under the 
lamp there, see the boots, and ask him to drink with you. I, 
waiting at yonder corner, will then join you.”

Flakes of snow drifted downwards. I walked sentinel-wise ; 
the Doctor crouched still at his post. From a Swedish chapel I 
heard the strokes of twelve, and at the same moment a working­
man approached me.

“ Cold to-night, mate,” I said, carelessly.
“ Ah, that it is,” he answered.
His teeth chattered—his face wore a blue hue. Turned-up 

coat-collar, and buried hands, and forward pose, spoke of his 
shivering agonies.

“ You look frozen. Come and have a drink along with me.”
“ I could do with one, mate. I haven’t tasted grub this day.” 
u What,—broke ? ”
“ Dead broke ! ”
“ Come along then—the ‘ Brown Bear.’ ”
He followed me. Under the lamp I stopped.
“ Do you like the ‘ Brown Bear ’ ? If not----- ”
The light fell upon him. A sense of contempt and disappoint­

ment overcame me at the sight of his weak face, sheepish blue 
eyes. But there, at any rate, were the counterparts of the odd 
boots I had handed over to the authorities.
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The Doctor had slowly approached us, and was in the middle 
of the road when Hardy, glancing, saw him.

The change in the man’s face was sudden and wonderful.
His eyes glared ; he tottered, livid, against a railing ; then, 

suddenly taking to his heels, fled, as for dear life, down a 
turning.

The Doctor followed, and then I. And now powers of 
physique, as unexpected as previously depths of soul in my 
old friend, stood visible to me. He distanced me. His feet 
grew winged. Hardy, indeed, had an advantage in his know­
ledge of the intricate grimy courts down which he dodged. 
Sometimes for a moment he disappeared. But the Doctor slowly 
gained upon him, “ hunting him down.” The streets were all 
but deserted.

Suddenly Hardy dashed into a cul-de-sac. The house at the 
end was empty, every window broken. If the fugitive, then, 
could gain an entrance his escape by the back was safe. I 
judged that this was the house for which he had all along been 
making. On reaching it, Hardy dashed down the area steps to 
a basement below the street-level.

“ Shoot!” cried the Doctor, looking back. ‘‘Shoot with the 
revolver—shoot! ”

This I was far from willing to do, but it was already too late ; 
for Hardy had disappeared. A minute afterwards we, too, had 
rushed down the steps, and through a gate-like door passed into 
a low, wide, damp cellar of which the ground was a soft, powdery 
earth covering our ankles. There was no other visible means of 
egress, and I was looking about for Hardy, when the gate-door 
banged suddenly behind us, and a bar clanged down into a staple 
in the outer wall.

So that we were prisoners. That the man had entered the 
cellar was certain, and also that he had found some means of 
leaving it other than the door. But here our knowledge ended. 
The darkness was Erebus itself; whole clouds rose with every 
step and choked us ; and the intensity of damp cold, after our 
run, hardly made speech possible. I groped round the walls, 
fired my revolver; but the flash revealed nothing but a portion of 
unhewn wall and low ceiling ; I shouted at the door; but the 
neighbouring houses were ruins—an echo answered me.

Towards the early morning I received, I confess, a thrilling
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shock of horror from Doctor Raphash. That he was not himself, 
that he suffered far more than I, became apparent. Once or 
twice only had he spoken through the night, sitting crouched in 
the dust of a comer, his knees bent up, his head buried in his 
arms. By palpation I knew him in this position.

Once I said in alarm :
“ Doctor, do not sleep! This cold----
The doctor laughed aloud.
“ No, no/' he said bitterly; “ I won’t sleep; small fear of 

that—to-night.’’
I walked for warmth to and fro, treading warily on the dust 

A deep groan drew me to him: my cold fingers touched his 
forehead with the sensation of contact with a heated plate.

“ You are suffering greatly,” I said.
“ Leave me alone, Parker! Go from me ! ”
An hour, and I knew that lie was stalking swiftly up and 

down the whole length of the cellar; swiftly! filling it with a 
continuous convolute reek of the brown incense of the dust. 
Long I stood, noting his faint sounds as he came near, losing 
them, following in fancy his cloudy progress, determining 
that now he was here, now there, now yonder. His dis­
jointed mutterings guided me. He seemed oblivious of my 
presence.

When the air had finally become unbreatheable, I moved to 
go to him. My head came into contact with something, which 
on seizing I found to be a rope pendant from the ceiling. 
Unable to guess its purpose, I succeeded after many efforts in 
climbing it. My head struck the ceiling. Groping round with 
my hand, I encountered what seemed like the inner panels of a 
trap-door. The means of Hardy’s escape flashed upon me. I 
pushed with my knuckles, and a thin stream of light entered. 
In another minute I was free on the other side—it was already 
day.

A strange, pallid face looked up at me, rolling wild eyes. I 
drew him up, and together we passed out to the street.

Here he suddenly seized my hand.
“ Parker!”—his breath came in gasps—“ be a lccch in your 

tenacity—as you love me, man! Hunt him down! Good­
bye. . . . Madman ! do not follow! Good-bye. . . .”

And before I could surge from the depths of maze and stupor
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into which the hissed words had plunged me, he had rushed
furiously down the street, and vanished into a passing cab. 

* * * * *
After Dr. Raphash’s mysterious desertion of our quest when 

success seemed near, I simply returned to the Towers, and 
waited. I now, in fact, considered my duty done when I had 
described to the police the fellow with the odd boots, who at this 
time was in hiding.

It w as a month later that I observed one evening, as I walked 
about the grounds, that a man, hearing my approaching footsteps, 
had ducked his head from my sight in a clump of bushes—the 
very bushes, by the way, in which the stolen articles had been 
discovered.

I was accompanied by a large mastiff. Coming closer to the 
spot, I said aloud :

“ Do not run, simply rise, and hold your hands over your head. 
I happen to be armed—and you see the dog.”

The crack of a pistol would have much less surprised me than 
the hang-dog air with which he rose before me. I recognised at 
once the insipid face of Hardy.

“No offence, master,” he said, touching his hat, trembling like 
an aspen.

“ Ah, we have met before, Hardy.”
He scrutinised my face, but shook his head.
“ You know me better ’n I know you, sir.”
“ Well, Charles, you must come with me,” I said. I led him 

by the arm into a room of the house, instructing Mrs. Grant at 
the entrance to send for a couple of the rather distant local 
police. I then closed the door, and proceeded to examine my 
prisoner. The creature wept!

“Now, Hardy,” I said, “ dry your tears, and tell me how came 
you in those bushes to-night.”

“ I was looking for the rings and things. It was hunger drove 
me—they’ve been hunting me like an animal for the last month, 
and I give myself up.”

“ What rings ? ”
“ The rings I dropped in those bushes. I thought that, any­

way, one of them might by chance be left there still.”
“You admit the burglary, then ? ”
“Yes, master, 1 admit it. It was my first, and it will be jpy
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last. I haven’t had a moment’s peace since. I even put up a 
rope in an old cellar to hang myself, only I’m a coward----- ”

44 And you admit the murder ? ”
44 Murder, master ? ” he cried with scared face—44 murder! 

Why, it wasn’t me who did the murder, it was one of the other 
two, and didn’t I nearly drop dead with fright when I see 
it done ? ”

“ There were, then, two others ? ”
“ Yes, sir, a working man such as myself, and an old gent.”
“ Tell me about it.”
“ I and a mate of mine, sir, came down hop-picking. He was 

a wild chap, and hops was too slow for him ; so he says to me 
as how some of these country houses was mere child’s play, 
with plenty to be got, and not much danger, besides. He was 
one of those chaps it’s no use saying 1 no ’ to, so one night here 
we stood behind the old shed on the other side, waiting till the 
old lady was well asleep, when all of a sudden, as if he’d sprung 
from the ground, this old gent stood between us. I started 
running ; he looked like a spirit to me ; but J im, who was more 
bolder like than me, he stands his ground ; soon he whistles to 
me, and when I come up, he ses,4 ’Ere’s a lark, Charlie,’ ses he, 
4 the old chap’s on the job hisself! ’ 4 Partnership’s a leaky ship,
Jim,’ ses I ; but he only ses, 4 Oh, bother, live and let live.’ 
Well, pretty soon I and Jim take our boots off, and we all get 
inside. No sooner inside, than the old man takes the lead, 
showing the way, telling us what to do, and me and Jim does 
everything he tells us, quite nat’ral like. He knew every crick 
of the place ; and first he takes us into a room, and ses he, quite 
wild like, 4 Plunder now! raven and harry! to your souls’ 
content! ’ And then he reaches down a case from a shelf, and 
takes out a strange, shiny knife, locks the case again—I believe 
he had keys to every lock in the place—and rushes out of the 
room into the one opposite. ‘Queer chap, that/ ses Jim, looking 
queer hisself, 4 makes me feel shivery all over,’ and before I could 
tell him I felt sure the man was a devil or a ghost, we hear 
a struggle in the opposite room—a gasping for breath—and then 
a long shriek which I ain’t ever going to forget while I live. 
Immediately after, out he flies.with, blazing eyes, and dashes 
hisself against the other old woman’s door yonder. Jim, 
sweating cold, plucks up courage to reason >vith him a bit, and
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at last he runs back to the murdered lady, and dashes out again 
with her in his arms, light as a feather, a gash showing right 
across her chest, her grey hair trailing on the ground. And now 
he comes up to us, and quite lofty like ses he, 4 Marshal 
yourselves before me—march! march! and I will lead you 
where trophies and treasures lie thick-heaped for yer 'arvesting! * 
His words is branded into my brain. And then he makes us 
walk before him right across the building into the other wing 
and up two flights of stairs, till we come to a dusty room with a 
lot of bones of dead people—and there, oh great God ! hide me ! 
there—there—there he is! He will kill me, as he killed my 
mate—he will kill you, too-----”

He stared wildly about, rushed behind my chair, and crouched 
down there. The man’s shriek of panic horror thrilled me 
through, and as the ponderous door swung slowly wide on its 
hinges, and Dr. Raphash calmly entered the room, I clung 
paralysed to my seat.

44 Well, Parker,” he said in the old callous dry voice, “ here 
I am again, you see. But whom have w e...the murderer 
caught at last, surely! ” and triumph lighted his eyes as they 
rested on Hardy, who, pale and panting, now leaned against the 
tapestries.

44 Yes, the murderer!” gasped Hardy, ‘‘but that’s not me! 
Oh, there’s plenty of proofs if it comes to that! That long coat 
is the very one you wore—have you washed out the blood-splash 
on the sleeve yet ? ”

Dr. Raphash sat, barely smiling, examining the face of Hardy. 
Presently he looked at his arm.

44 It is a remarkable thing,” he said, speaking to himself: 441 
have noticed a stain here on my sleeve ; it cannot be blood ; 
Parker, see, it looks not like blood, man—eh ? ”

But, as for me, a red mist hung thick before my eyes ; I could 
see nothing.

44 It is blood,” continued Hardy, gaining courage from the 
Doctor’s calm—44 you know it is, or perhaps you were too mad 
that night to know anything. Who but a madman would have 
carried the lady’s body all the distance to that old chest; and 
there, didn’t you chase Jim round and round the room and stab 
him like a dog, because you said one body wasn’t enough to fill 
the chest ? And if I hadn’t slipped down to the balcony by a-
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spout, wouldn’t you have killed me, loo ; and didn’t you look 
out of the window and tell me to prepare myself because you 
was coming, and didn’t I have to jump from the balcony to the 
ground, rolling over, and dropping all the things I had ; and 
didn’t I just have time to draw on two of the boots when you 
came down and started after me ? ”

I was looking at Dr. Raphash ; during this categorical charge, 
no sound had issued from his lips ; gradually a yellow pallor as 
of death had overspread his features, and the muscles of his face 
became tense and fixed ; his head drooped forward, and his arms 
and legs stretched stiffly from his body ; the cold stony glare in 
his eyes lent to hit; face a look of rhadamanthinc sternness awful 
to see.

I ran and seized the clammy fingers in mine ; but he did not 
recognise me. So he remained for several minutes, no sound 
breaking the silence of the room.

Then, still rigid in all his limbs, he raised his head, and let it 
drop heavily over the back of the chair; and, with the action, 
there burst from his blanched lips—higher and higher, peal on 
peal, in horrid articulation, in shrillest staccato —a carillon of 
maniac laughter. When this had passed, his whole face slowly 
settled into the vacant smile of idiotcy.

With creeping flesh, I seized Hardy by the arm, rushed—faint 
— from the room, and locked the door upon the ruin within.

# * * * »
In this way Dr. Arnot Raphash hunted down the murderer of 

his sister ; and so, with him, fell the Jewish House of Raphash in 
the county of Kent.

Some days later I received a letter, of which the following are 
a few extracts :—

“ . . . . When I tell you that I am the proprietor of the private 
asylum from which this letter is dated, and a cousin of Dr. 
Raphash, you will at once conjecture that his (to you) unaccount­
able absences from home always corresponded with his voluntary 
sojourns in my establishment. He well knew the warning 
symptoms—head-pains, a high temperature, etc.—and he usually 
had two or three days grace before the definite onset of the 
malady. Sometimes, again, the attack was more sudden, especi­
ally when preceded by any excitement; thus, when he reached 
iny establishment a month ago he was already mad, and I at
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once guessed some previous violent agitation. . . . .  His first 
paroxysm occurred at the age of thirty, when he destroyed a 
just-married wife by locking her in a room filled by him with a 
poisonous gas. In the sane state he had no recollection of his 
insane acts, which were distinguished by their cunning and a 
strongly-marked homicidal mania, directed chiefly against those 
for whom he most cared. He never knew' of his wife’s fate, for 
lie was at once placed under my care, and on returning home
found her buried........  When he was leaving me, ‘cured,’ after
the death of his sister, I deemed it prudent to say nothing to 
him of the tragedy, preferring that the journey to the Towers 
should intervene before the shock of the news fell on his newly-
restored powers ; hence his ignorance of the matter........  You
have probably seen me on my visits to Miss Raphash when the 
Doctor was away from home ; their object was to give that 
minute report of her brother w hich alone could satisfy her. On 
the very clay of the tragedy I had a somewhat angry dispute 
with her respecting the expediency of putting her brother into 
irons, she deprecating, I insisting. Unfortunately, I allowed her
to influence me, and her death was the result........  It is now
beyond all doubt that the Doctor escaped from my establishment 
on that night, though how he contrived to pass out of the house 
and grounds and into them again without detection is yet 
unexplained ; but to his cunning, as I have hinted, there were
positively no bounds........  I need only add that I shall soon
have—I may almost say the pleasure—of announcing to you the 
death of Dr. Raphash. He may still, indeed, linger for a few 
weeks ; but the end, in any case, cannot be distant.”
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© ra3io Calv>o.
B y  M .  P .  S H I E L .

Author of “  P r in c e  Za l e s k i .”

Le leggi son fatti pei coglione.
Laws are made for dullards.

— Corsican Proverb.

A t  a considerable height above the sea level, in the middle of a 
chaos of mountains, and not very far from Monte Cinto, the 
culminating point of the chain which traverses Corsica, stands 
the Villa Calvo. It is a great pile, half castle, half palace— 
half northern Italian Gothic, half southern Italian B yzantine- 
rising sheer from the brink of one of those stupendous ravines 
which are the commonplaces of the island. The ever-growing 
tale of tourists who sip absinthe and black coffee in the Hdtel 
Continental or al fresco in the piazza at Ajaccio during the 
early spring, have not seen it. Its solitude, in fact, could not be 
more complete. In some of its aspects it conveys the impres­
sion of a natural outgrowth of the landscape. Around it stretch 
those primal forests of ilex and laricio pines, which from of old

7



93

caused the island to be described as “ thick, and, as it were, 
savage with wood ; ” * and towering above it—nearly always 
clad in snow—great crags of gneiss, of granite, of porphyry, and 
of mica-slate. Four miles away, seated lower down on a ridge, 
and swept in season by the frigid Tramontana wind, dozes the 
squalid village of Spello, with its white-washed box-houses, 
gutter tiles, scavenger-army of wild dogs, and windows paned 
with paper smeared in oil of olives.

The Villa Calvo itself is now the most forbidding of desolate 
places. The flags of the courtyard are seamed with wild lavender, 
and cistus, and the rich grasses of the heights; the two gardens 
are jungles of lentisk and walnut, the scarlet berries of sarsa­
parilla, and every kind of sub-tropical bindweed ; shutters left 
open by the retainers as they fled from the house still groan to 
the highland Levante, or rot in the sun ; buzzards and ravens, 
the deadly spider malmignata, and the black bat know it well ; 
roofs buried in mosses show a tendency to fall in. The place 
is the very sanctuary of gloom. It is situated, too, on the more 
deserted side of the island, called by the Corsicans the “ near,” 
i.e., the east or Italian side.

The noble house of the Calvi, Venetian in origin, had estab­
lished themselves as great territorial signori (technical for our 
“ nobleman,” and so quite different to the Italian word) in 
Corsica by means of some one or other of their sons at a very 
early date. The original stock indeed, after playing a turbulent 
part in the history of the Republic, extirpated itself by the very 
exuberance of its own passions, the last of their number perish­
ing by the poisoned dagger of his jealous wife in 1605. The 
off-shoot, however, found in the still greater insanity of Corsican 
political warfare a congenial life-element, and grew fat. The 
fortress-town of Calvi still bears their name in the north-west. 
Corsica passed under the suzerainty of Pope, Marquis of Tus­
cany, Pisa, Genoa, France; and with each change the house of 
Calvi knew how, by its adroitness, to find a stepping-stone to 
still greater power. From their sinister activities sprang the 
factions of Red and Black (Banda Rossa and Banda Nera), and 
taking the Black side, they became the mysterious centre of 
those intrigues and massacres which for centuries turned the 
province into a little hell. Considering the proverbial poverty

*  Aacrela teal ojermp r)ypiojj,svT] rfj v \r j.— T h e o p h k ASTUS.
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of Corsica, the revenues of this violent race became enormous ; 
their influence boundless ; till at last they grew to be regarded 
by the peasants with a profoundly superstitious awe. * Their 
power indeed received a check when, joining the popular party 
in the insurrection of Paoli in ’5 5, they suffered some loss of terri­
tories, but most of these were regained under the more favour­
able regime of the earlier period of the Convention. They were 
till lately regarded in Corsica as the last surviving of the great 
feudal signori, who migrated from the mainland between the 
tenth and sixteenth centuries.

It is, however, of the very latest scion of all of this volcanic 
family that I wish to speak. I first met Count Orazio Calvo in 
the midst of a bewildering Maelstrom of light and music and 
colour at a masque in his own Hotel in the Rue de Rome. 
All the world was there, and I could not for the life of me 
imagine why he singled me out for the patronage of his ta lk ; 
I remember, however, that it was his whim to profess a deep 
admiration for the English, whose language, indeed, he spoke 
perfectly. I at once set myself to the study of a man whom 
I saw to be not only remarkable, but unique. To find such a 
person—a rude Corsican grandee—profoundly Learned, of course 
astonished me, though years of Paris failed to add an atom of 
real polish to his manners; and though his hardly-concealed 
contempt for all men and things included a contempt for his own 
acquirements also. Of the license of the Paris of his day he was 
the high priest, acknowledged and consecrated. He was known 
to be an atheist, yet he had his religion—the religion of excess ; 
only, the possible excess of a Mephistopheles, not the excess of 
a Heliogabalus. It was easy to see that he despised what he 
did, and did it only because he despised it somewhat less than 
anything else. Yet he was the opposite of blast; for an alto­
gether abnormal energy was written on every feature of his 
body. His prodigality was in all cases distinguished by a cer­
tain furore of daring and originality ; but the feeling he inspired 
was not so much admiration as fear. His rage was the very 
rage of the tiger ; and though I feel sure he cherished a secret 
bitterness at the interval which divided him from the rest of men, 
yet a wise instinct warned the gayest of his satellites in the 
midst of the wildest Bacchanal never to address him with 
familiarity. He had a leonine habit of roaming far and wide
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through the slums of Paris in the small morning hours ; and 
stories of mad munificences performed by him at such times were 
circulated; but his charities, I thought, if they existed, could 
only be the stony, if prodigal, charity of the gargoyle which 
vomits for the thirsty. Of lovers’ love he knew, of course, 
nothing; and the possibility of little Cupid coming to shoot 
baby arrows at such a heart, would have been a notion so exqui­
sitely comic, that, had it occurred to anyone it must have set the 
entire Calvo Olympus in a flare of quenchless laughter. Round 
such a man, the decadents, the artist-class, the flaneurs and 
Itoiles, and all the unfathomable demi-monde of Paris flocked— 
he was too volcanic a rough Naturkind  to tolerate the monde— 
calling him king. He received in addition the sobriquet of la 
petite comete. None of his friends, I was given to understand, 
had ever seen on the lips of la petite comete—a smile.

In personal appearance he strongly resembled several other 
Italo-Corsicans whom I have met, and was not unlike that 
specimen of his singular countrymen who happened to become 
world-famous. He was below the middle height, and not too 
s to u t; yet he gave an impression of extraordinary weightiness, 
as though molten of lead. His face was of perfect classical 
beauty ; black hair streaked with grey ; skin hairless, and of the 
dirty olive of waxen effigies not yet painted pink. His brow 
was puckered into a perpetual frown; eyes cold as moonlight, 
glancing a downward and sideward contempt ; forehead bas- 
tionnl, columnar; jaws ribbed, a hew of graven brass; lips 
definite and welded ; the whole face, the whole man, one, knit, 
integral—an indivisible sculpture.

Four or five times I met Orazio Calvo in Paris, and always 
he evinced the same disposition to take me, as it were, by the 
hand ; while I, imagining a distinct element of doubt and even 
danger in his friendship, rather avoided la ’tite comete. I 
shortly afterwards returned to England, and though rumours of 
the excessive splendour of his revels sometimes reached me, the 
count, in the course of some three years had pretty well passed 
out of my active memories.

Suddenly, one morning, he stood before me in my chambers 
in London.

He seemed unconscious of my amazement, and informed me 
with the old air of sultan majesty that he had travelled in his
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yacht incognito and alone to England, and a friend being, for 
certain reasons, indispensable to him, he had sought me out. 
Health was the jewel which he sought; and, in truth, he looked 
haggard enough. “ The bracing country air of Britain ”—could I 
assure him that under conditions of perfect quiet and seclusion ?

Noting in him a tendency to puff and corpulence, I suggested 
Vigorous exercise. Something that I took to be a laugh rattled 
in his throat. But why not ?—I insisted. If he would not walk, 
had he never heard of such a thing as the bicycle ? I myself 
took an annual tour through parts of England by that means, 
and should be delighted to accompany him now.

With this suggestion he finally fell in, and we started. I t was 
the beginning of the red-ripe Autumn time. The count, it is 
true, took somewhat unkindly to his machine, once flying into a 
hurricane of passion and making it the object of a rain of kicks 
from his rather short legs. But he quickly began to show signs 
of the connection between this method of locomotion and bodily 
well-being. The journey became more and more pleasant, till 
we reached a delightful retreat in Dorsetshire—a little farm 
belonging to a widow lady, whom I had long numbered among 
my friends.

This lady, of comparatively humble social position, was also 
■of that entirely lovable type of English woman characterised by 
a profound natural piety—sedately gay, puritan, perennially fresh 
-—whose qualities unite to remind one of the wholesomeness and 
sweetness of home-made bread. The two extremely lovely 
young ladies, her daughters — Miss Ethel and Miss Grace — 
added to her odorous home something of the colour and the 
charm of Paradise.

I may mention incidentally that the two girls were twins, 
though they possessed none of the resemblances so often accom­
panying this condition. Grace, with a complexion of dawn- 
tinted snow, was dark, rather tall, with a superb neck ; Ethel 
was the sweetest flower in the world, fair and winsome.

Into this shadeful and quiet home I, with my friend Orazio 
Calvo, intruded. I had previously put up for considerable 
periods at the farm ; but our present stay was only timed to last 
three days. When these had passed, however, others followed, 
a week, two. My companion showed no disposition to depart. 
It was the golden season of harvest, and with remarkable gal-
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lantry for him, the count daily escorted the ladies on their walks 
in the lanes and fields, entering with them into the life of the 
country, and watching by their side in the evening the Pan-ic 
levities of the reapers. His tongue was loosed, and he spoke 
to them of the world, and its glory. I know not what of mis­
giving, foreboding, gradually took possession of my mind.
. As he sat under the porch by moonlight listening to the pure 

and simple songs of the ladies, I could see how the cynical man 
of the world—whose notions of Woman had been derived from 
the peasant-girls of Corsican villages, and the ttoiles of the 
Ambigu and Varidtids—how he, now first in his life’s course, 
realized that an earthly creature may yet be of heaven. I could 
see him revelling in the transport of an entirely new, a divine 
impression.

I proposed departure. He refused. I strongly insisted.
“ I shall go,” I said.
“ In which case,” he replied, “ nothing is so certain as that you 

go alone.”
Then, after a while, a new discovery filled me with new 

alarm. I believed I could detect in the virgin eyes of both the 
girls the very abandonment of love for Orazio Calvo.

And one night, after I had retired to sleep, he walked into 
my room and stood at the foot of the bed, leaning over the rail. 
The glimmer of a lamp showed me his extreme pallor, the fire 
that swelled and inflamed his stern eyes. I dreaded to break the 
long silence between us.

“ I love them ! ” he suddenly exclaimed, paroxysmal in passion.
Love them l Every nerve in my body rose shuddering in 

revolt against him. Love them ! Yet the trill of his voice, the 
trembling bed-rail, left no doubt of the genuineness, the intensity 
of his meaning.

“ But which of them, in God’s name ? ” I asked.
“ Which ? Miss—Grace—I think.”
I think!
The enigma utterly confounded me.
But my vague presentiments were laid to rest when, two 

months later, the dark-haired Grace was led by him to the altar 
of the village-church hard by. The young wife was immediately 
carried off to the Continent. From widely divergent points of 
the earth’s surface—from Delhi—from Memphis—her mother 
heard from her. Finally she took up her residence in the
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mountain home of her husband’s race. Her constant promise to 
revisit England she never fulfilled.

During the space of two years I received several illegible 
letters from Count Calvo (the vehemence of his temperament 
hardly permitted his writing to be read ; for a steel nib imme­
diately broke to splinters under his hand; and his attempt to 
write many a word with the quill resulted in nothing but a 
thick dash)—and two from his wife, in both of which latter I 
fancied—though I do not say it was more than fancy—that I 
could detect a note of deep, and even weird, melancholy.

And once again, at the end of these two years, Count Orazio 
Calvo stood unexpectedly before me in my house. A glance 
told me that he was a changed man. Some disease surely—I 
thought. The hungry eyes, no longer cold, shifted incessantly. 
His fingers clutched continually at some phantom thing in the 
palm of his hand. My lips formed the word, “ Orestes.”

“ But the countess ? ” I enquired.
“ Is dead.”
“D ead!”
“ I say it. Dead ! ”
I shuddered as he uttered the word.
The same hour he proceeded to the farm, I with him. The 

news of Grace’s death had shortly preceded him by letter. He 
had sent, too, a lock of her hair, several little mementoes. The 
little home, when we reached it a second time, was a house of 
woe.

I soon returned to London, leaving the Count behind me. 
Five months later, I received a letter begging me to go back to 
the farm on a matter of some delicacy.

Now, I may as well say at once that I am by no means what 
would be called a squeamish person ; that in general I regard 
the notions of Clapham with so much, and only so much, 
attention as the superstitions of ancient Egypt. Yet, for some 
reason or other, I now felt impelled to protest with the most 
heart-felt ardour against the projected marriage of Count Calvo 
with the fair-haired Ethel. An instinct—illogical, perhaps, but 
deep—told me of something uncanny, awesome, in the. union. 
Earnestly did I implore the dear mother, now heart-broken and 
bereft, to interpose her will. She, too, felt all I fe lt; but dared 
not, she said, coerce the overmastering inclinations of the girl.

I accordingly accompanied Miss Ethel to Paris, and on a dark
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December day, in the gloomy church of S t  Sulpice, saw her 
united to the object of her ecstatic love.

From her, as from a nature more affectionate and sunny than 
that of her sister, the letters I received came more regularly. 
They were dated from the various capitals of Europe, and then 
for some time from Venice; and in them, too, I found—or 
thought I found—a tone of heart-sickness, of disappointment. 
But this feeling, if it existed at all, must have been short-lived ; 
for on taking up her residence at the Villa Calvo, her letters 
became suddenly voluminous and frequent. Ethel, it was now 
clear, was happy. In one epistle, I received a long and very 
comical history of the only visit which ever disturbed her 
solitude, paid by the podesta and staff-general of Bastia ; in 
another, a gay account of the eccentricities of a haughty old 
Corsican peasant who did duty as butler. Every trifle seemed 
to make her joyful; and every sentence began or ended with 
“ her dear lord ” ; his condescending love for her ; her worship 
of him. Quite suddenly the letters ceased altogether.

It may have been a year and a half after the second marriage 
that I found myself at Marseilles en route for Southern Italy, 
That I felt a certain relief when I entered the station to see 
my train steaming away is certain ; but so secret are sometimes 
the workings of the Will, that I was only half-conscious of the 
feeling, nor could I explain it. Half an hour later, however, as 
I sauntered in la Canabiere, I was able to read myself. From 
this point the harbour is fully visible, and looking westward, I 
caught sight of a little steamer making her way out from Port 
la Joliette. I was too salted a Marseillais not to know her—it 
was La Mite) a boat of the old Valery line not yet grown into 
the Compagnie Transatlantique: in eighteen hours she would 
be lying at anchor in the harbour of Ajaccio. I hastened to 
the quai region ; the vessel was then puffing under the guns of 
St. Nicolas. I accosted a group of propped watermen :

“ Tell me—is it at all possible to catch her now ? ”
They looked lazily at her.
“ She’s off,” said one, “ le bon diable me me ne saurait----- ”
My desire must have been very great, if it was at all equal to 

my disappointment.
I continued my way eastward ; again and again finding it 

necessary to prove to myself that it was absurd to go out of 
one’s way to visit forgetful friends. Frejus, Genoa, Pisa—
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keeping always to the coast—I reached at last the central point 
between Pisa and Rome. Here, at Follonica, I stopped short 
-—over-mastered—and travelling by horse, reached the coast 
village of Fiombino, opposite the singular island, tombstone­
shaped, called by the Romans CEthalia, and now lie d’Elbe ; 
there made terms with the padrone of a small speronare, and in 
twelve hours landed at Bastia. I was bent upon visiting Count 
Orazio Calvo in his fortress home.

Mounted on a small Corsican pony, and accompanied by a 
guide on a mule, I turned southward, and began the ascent. 
The fever-mists of the low-lying east coast hung heavy, and 
under this pall, interminable stretches of makis (thick copse) 
flamed with arbutus leaves, and the purple of maple fruit, and 
were aromatic with the myrrh of cisti. Here and there on the 
dizzy edge of a ravine, a solitary h u t; or in the depths of the 
wood, the dole of a shepherd’s bagpipe ; now the tinkle of 
goat-bells from afar, now the flap of a raven’s wing, or the 
momentary phantom of a brown wild sheep ( mufri). My 
guttural companion spoke continually on the subject of the 
brigands. Twice only we passed through mountain villages, 
and in the afternoon of the second day reached Spello. The 
short remainder of my upward way I continued in accordance 
with verbal directions. Before long the Villa Calvo rose sternly 
before me.

I crossed a dry flat moat, and made fast my animal to a 
Staple in one of the granite pillars of the gateway. Silence 
pervaded the place. 1 noticed a decided rankness in the 
garden on each side of the forecourt. Ascending a flight of 
marble steps, I rang an iron bell hanging beneath one of the two 
front porticoes. Its clanging made a sharp break in the still­
ness. But to my repeated summonses there came no answer. 
At last I boldly pushed back the unfastened portal, and entered 
the house.

So long I wandered about, that at last, in a complexity of 
long velveted corridors and dim chambers, I lost my bearings. 
The impression wrought on me by the deserted bigness of the 
mansion was intense. Even my own footfall was inaudible. The 
evening was now darkening toward night. From where I stood 
I heard the chirping of a cicada. By an effort I raised my voice 
and called, but only echoes answered me. In an elliptical 
apartment, I found a table spread—the white cloth, wines, all



the restes of a meal, gold and silver plate, faded; grapes ; a clock 
on a pedestal of ebony, it had ceased to tick ; in another chamber 
I came on a lady’s garden-hat on a diva.n. And over all the 
dreariness of Gethsemane. Trembling hesitancy to proceed 
further possessed me. :

In a remote wing I came at length to a passage, in. the-wall of 
which was a nail-studded Gothic door. It occasioned my 
surprise, for though it now stood ajar, it was provided on the. 
outside with shot- bolts, and from this side a large key still pro­
jected. . I entered the suite to which it admitted. The rooms 
were furnished with exceptional splendour, and here a piece of 
music, there an article of jewellery, seemed to betoken the 
habitual presence of a lady. Then in the middle of a carpet 
something chanced to meet my careful outlook which fully con­
firmed me in this supposition—two very long hairs. At this 
sight I found it necessary to call up all my courage. With the 
daring of despair I picked up one of the filaments, and held it 
to the just dying violet light filtered through the stained glass 
of the casement. I expected—I must, I think, have expected— 
to find it of the blonde nuance of the Countess Ethel’s hair. A 
sob of horror burst from me when I saw it lie on my palm dark 
as the brown of Vandyke.

Yet another long, heart-torturing search, and in a loftier part 
of the building I faced a draperied door. On attempting to 
push it back, I discovered it to be locked. Yet this door I 
determined to open, if I could ; and again I bent all my strength 
to the effort. It remained closed, hiding its mystery. I t was 
only when on the point of moving away that I noticed, just pro­
jecting from under the bottom, a white substance. I stooped 
and drew it out. It was now dark, but I could see that it was a 
large envelope, and, peering close, detected my name in the 
writing of the count. With this in my hand I hurried from the 
spot—through the vast house of desolation—beyond the bounds 
of the whole gloomy and terror-haunted domain.

“ My friend,” thus ran, in the somewhat explosive, /Eschylian 
style so characteristic of him, the all but indecipherable MS. of 
Count Orazio Calvo—“ this document which I address to you 
will in all probability never reach you. 1 write it, however, 
rather by way of monument to my own integrity, than with the 
hope that it will be read by other eyes.
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“ My friend, that foul and hellish monster, Pope Clement VII., 
pronounced in 1525 a curse against the sons of my race. It has 
been a secret tradition with my uncultured fathers to believe 
albunwillingly in its ultimate fulfilment. Perhaps even I myself, 
in spite of a life of search into the make and meaning of the 
universe, have been unable wholly to expel some lingering half­
credence in this ancient superstition,

“ That the malediction has at last overtaken us is now a 
certainty. With me my race expires. I write this as a protest 
—and a defiance—against a fate wholly unmerited.

“ You cannot doubt that I loved—you could not be so lunatic. 
And you know, too, that I never withheld my hand from any 
joy. To desire, with me and the stock of which I come, has 
always been to possess.

“ But soon after realizing my passion, I was confronted by a 
stupendous problem. In order to solve it I made a leap into the 
dark, and married—the Countess Grace. I expected happiness. 
Happiness was far from me. The poor lady, seeing my bitter 
disappointment, pined. The splendour of her beauty dimmed. 
After a time I refused to look upon her ; to see her face increased 
my fever. A fire scorched my chest. I traversed the continents, 
seeking re s t; I consulted the greatest physicians; I puzzled 
them ; they pronounced me mad—rabid with the bite of the 
tarantula. My mysterious malady took only deeper root. 
I was devoured by the longings of Tantalus—a passion more 
fervid, and more pure, than the holy rage of the seraphim con­
sumed me.

“ When my agonies had reached the intolerable degree, I 
extorted from my wife, who greatly loved and also feared me, 
a vow to hold no communication with any of her former friends 
during the space of ten years. On her knees she implored me 
to pity her mother, her sister, who would suppose her dead. 
But in her eyes my bare will had by this time acquired the 
dignity and force of law, and I moreover soothed her with in­
vented reasons which partially satisfied her intellect. Leaving 
her among the mountains, with desperate resolve I announced 
her death, and returned to England. I wedded—the Countess 
Ethel.

“ The gross word ‘ bigamy ’ perhaps rises to your mind. My 
friend, it is immaterial, I, too, at the time, was slightly troubled 
by some such thought This second marriage I now know to
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have been the most sacred, just, and essential that was ever con­
summated.

“ And now at least, my friend, I looked for peace; and again 
—again—the mawkish after-taste of the new-awakened glutton 
filled my mouth. I felt, it is true, some sensible alleviation of 
my disorder. But my Ethel, observing me still cold, unrestful, 
grew sad. I found her often in tears. We passed together from 
city to city, till for a time, we settled in my palazzo on the Canal 
Grande in Venice.

“ The great problem, you perceive, was still unsolved. I 
loved—with a love of which ordinary men can never dream. But 
whom ?—what? Not Grace, that had been proved. Not Ethel, 
that was being proved. Then whom ? The discovery that 
waited for me was doubtless accelerated by the wild, brief joy 
that filled me whenever I left Venice to visit Corsica, or Corsica 
to visit Venice. Faint glimpses of the truth must have lighted 

• me then ; but many months passed before, on a starry night, 
as a gondola floated me slowly over the Canalazzo, I started up 
with a shout, my soul flooded with the whole supernal secret of 
the mystery.

“ The very next day I returned to Corsica. My friend, 
attached to the Villa Calvo is a wing wholly cut off from com­
munication with the rest of the house, save by a single door. It 
was used in former centuries by some of the women of my race 
—for periods sometimes of several years—as a place of peni­
tential retreat. These erring souls were careful, however, that 
their hermitage should be wide and luxurious; the high-walled 
little garden at the end afforded them a place of exercise; a 

■ separate kitchen and staff of attendants compensated for a too 
rigorous devotion to their rosaries, their prie-dieu> and their 
breviaries ; a door bolted on the wrong side guarded them from 
■contact with a world they had too much loved. Into this wing 
I now introduced the Countess Grace. Her love was thereby 
tested to the utmost; not, I tell you, without a struggle did 
my will subdue her high soul. ‘Am I then—a free English­
woman—a prisoner in a Corsican castle ? ’ she asked. ‘ Aye—a 
prisoner,’ I replied, ‘but a prisoner to her prisoner.’ Seeing me 
foam and grovel at her feet, she had pity and yielded. An aged 
servant of my father, sworn to secrecy, a captive with her, supplied 
her wants. The other menials, save two, I dismissed. Then I 
set out for the mainland, and returned to Corsica—with Ethel.

ORAZIO CAL VO.
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. “ ft was a step bold, but necessary to my sanity. For of the 
full nature of my passion I was now aware. I did not, as I have 
said, love the two countesses severally, but——and here was the 
tremendous secret of my destiny—I loved them conjointly. 
I write, you think, the drivel of a maniac ? If you think so, 
be sure that the reason is your own shallowness, your own 
folly. Can it be that you have investigated the nature of 
things to so little purpose as to imagine that you know ? Strange 
births, multiple births ; the mystery of chemical combination ; of 
all welding processes, from the welding of metals, to the adhesion 
of flesh to bone, to the welding of spirits ; what is a unity, what 
a duality; the mystery of the thing named soul—have you then 
probed these matters ? There is none, my friend, wholly dark 
but him who dreams that he knows.! Tell me only th is : which 
of the halves would you love were your wife bisected by a 
thunderbolt? Neither much, I think? Yet the two to­
gether------? So I, too, loved an entity, not either of the parts
which composed it. The woman I adored was the woman who 
would have been born, had the birth of which Grace and Ethel 
were the product been single and not double. It happened 
indeed to be double ; but do not imagine that that in any way 
affects the original aggregation either of spirit or of matter. 
I t became clear to me that when the two countesses stood 
shoulder to shoulder the woman I loved was there. They, in 
respect of me, completed each other. Upon such secrets does 
the daily sun shine. One—a mystic one, a dual one, if you will 
—but not two—was my bride. To my soul, now made clair­
voyant by its passion, they formed, though divided in the flesh, 
a single being.

“ And as the copper and the zinc, kept asunder, remain in­
effectual, but put into approximation, evolve the most potent 
motive in the universe—so they. The effect of rapture which 
nature had rendered them capable of producing upon me de­
pended, it was clear, upon their physical juxtaposition. So it was 
in the first instance at the farm, where the impression wrought 
upon me was an impression not effected by either, but by both ; 
and it was this impression which had caused me to love. It was 
therefore essential to my happiness that they should dwell within 
the same walls—house beneath the same roof—that I should pass 
straight from the goddess grandeur of the one to the laughter 
and the love of the other.
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“ This I accordingly accomplished. And now began 'a life— 
for me, for them—of such exceeding bliss as earth contained not 
beside. No longer could either doubt the genuineness of my 
passion. My fever vanished. Each revelled in my new-born 
tenderness. A h ! they loved. Some of the letters written by 
the Countess Ethel to you at this time I saw ; did they not 
speak of an existence crowned with joy? Grace, too, forgot 
her repinings, the gloom of her seclusion, in the wealth of the 
affection I lavished upon her. A shade of anger might cross 
me if Ethel would revert to the forbidden subject of the decease 
of Grace, urging me to describe her death-bed. Otherwise all 
was halcyon. I spent by the side of my Grace those hours of 
the day during which Ethel supposed me engaged in study; 
and though my beauteous captive still gently chid me for con­
cealing the secret reasons which moved me to debar her from 
the rest of the house, she seemed little by little to grow recon­
ciled to my whim, and in her dark eye shone only the light of 
love and peace.

“ My friend, one day in this azure sky the blackness of hell 
arose.

“ I beheld my Ethel stand by night—in the part, too, of the 
house most remote from her apartments— before the bolted 
door, and listen. Observing my eye upon her, she moved 
stealthily, guiltily away. I stood rooted—struck by a thunder­
bolt—to the spot. So then, she knew— she knew—that there 
was something—something hidden, forbidden—behind those 
bolts and bars!

“ This incident unloosed once more in me the demon of 
gloom. I grew acutely suspicious. Suppose, I whispered to
my heart, suppose------The thought dimmed my eyes. I
turned myself into a lynx’s eye to watch.

“ My moodiness fell straightway upon them both. Grace grew 
silent, once again resentful, carping ; Ethel dreamy, pensive. 
She ceased to write to you. The laughter was quenched. Weeks 
passed. I tracked shadows in the dark ; I probed to the 
bottom the creak of a plank at midnight. That vague suspicions, 
presentiments filled the mind of Grace, I could no longer doubt 
O ne1 day, throwing off her fear of my anger, weeping on my 
shoulder, the gentle Ethel boldly questioned me as to what 
dreadful secret I hid from h e r4 in the western wing.' Great 
God ! I silenced her with a reproof.
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“ But that the catastrophe to happen was inevitable, I should 
have known. The situation was all too tempting for the for­
bearance of the Parcse. Here were all the elements of a 
disaster, needing but the touch of Fate, the match to the mine, 
to blow our lives into annihilation. And when the tragedy 
came, it came with an all-destroying suddenness!

“ For as I sat and read in the dead of the night, I knew that 
a gentle tread went swiftly past my door. I arose and, crouch­
ing cat-like, followed. I could discern a bent form in the 
gloom of the unlighted corridor. God ! and now the moonlight 
streamed in from a window, and beamed athwart a female figure 
draped in loose attire. I was convulsed with earthquake shocks 
of rage. Ethel, I hissed to the floor on which I crawled—Ethel 
again—-spying by night! She took the way to her own bed­
chamber, of old occupied by her sister. And now she reached 
it—drew open the door—the light from within gushed out upon 
h e r: I saw—by the powers of blackest hell!—the arrogant 
throat, the ponderous cataracts of dark-brown hair — Grace ! 
And in that room was Ethel ! I rushed forward. For one 
insensate moment only they stared crazily, crazily into each 
other’s eyes—then from their two throats a shriek so shrill that 
it must have pierced even to distant Spello—and they flew like 
maniacs to each other’s straining arms.

“ It is curious that at this supreme instant, my first un­
conquerable instinct — the instinct of the Corsican vendetta 
blood-hound—was to plunge a sword into the bosom of the 
ancient servant through whose betrayal this woe had befallen us. 
I crept away in the darkness, and ran towards the western wing, 
pausing only to take- a loaded blunderbuss from the armoury. 
The bolted door I found secured as usual, and indeed, I alone 
kept the key ; the countess had escaped then through the gate 
in the wall of the garden, and of this the old man was the 
guardian. He had thus been either false or careless. As I 
passed inward, there was light. I noticed lying on an escritoire 
a scrap of paper. I took it, and read : ‘ I have chanced to hear 
a soft sound of singing at nightfall. Whoever you are, try, if 
you are sorrowful, to escape—to see me. Help, if my help can 
save, shall not be- wanting.’ It was unsigned, and the writer, 
dreading the chance of my eyes, had carefully disguised her 
hand—yet I knew. With redoubled fury I ran from room - to 
room to find m.y faithless servant; he presently sighted me, and
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darted with the alacrity of youth down the steps into the garden, 
screaming his innocence. He hid among the trees, till marking' 
him well, I fired. Loudly bellowing, he fell. I found later that 
the others too, hearing the screams and turmoil, and fearing m y, 
frenzy, had fled the house.

" I returned to the chamber of the fatal meeting. The two; 
ladies, hand in hand, rose and confronted me. In the gentle eye 
and the bold eye alike I read my doom—resistance active,, 
resistance passive to my will, even to the death. I know their 
mother—her quiet but adamantine resolution in matters where 
the religious m otif intervenes. And as she, so they. I did not 
at all doubt that I could sooner turn the sun to ice than move them 
from their purpose of rebellion.

“ ‘ We have no avenger,’ said the stately countess Grace, ‘ but 
with our own hands we shall protect ourselves from outrage,’ and 
she raised a jewelled dagger as if to strike my breast.

“ ‘ Oh, no, no, Grace,5 cried Ethel interposing, ‘ not him , my love 
—strike me.’ Then turning to me with tears—‘ Oh, why, why 
did you wrong us, who love you, thus ? ”

“  i T o  v n u r  o w n  fd m a r la m  1 T Qairl tn  O r a r p--- j ------ -----------------—----------------------- > --------- — ----------
“ Not yet had my voice lost its intonation of command-, 

Struggling to disobey, with face of ashen hue, she slowly re­
linquished the hand of her sister—and obeyed.

“ And so ended for ever our dream of joy. What further life 
was now possible for any of us ? An hour later, in pity, I 
waited upon my first-wedded with a goblet of wine. Know­
ing my meaning, she refused—not angrily, lovingly rather—to 
drink from my hand ; but sweetly yielded up her glorious form 
when with forceful tenderness I seized it. A las! the crack, 
and her sigh, ring like a lunacy in my brain. Ethel, on the 
other hand, drank without a murmur of the cup I offered, from 
beneath her lids gazing steadily upon my face with her most 
blue reproachful eye. She drooped dead upon my breast, 
smiling, lisping the words : ‘ Orazio—husband ! ’ No Voceradori 
of my land shall wail strange alalas over their silence. They 
lie together on the couch to which I bore them. The first cold 
grey of the dawning day steals in upon me as I write. The 
half-emptied goblet is by my side. My friend, their bed is wide ! 
I go—to pass with them—with Her—into the Kingdom of For­
getfulness. Farewell! ”

So ended the count’s narrative.

0 R A Z1 0  CAL VO.
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M O N O  t h e  le ss  u n d e r s t o o d  
t r i c k s  u f  t h e  w i l l ,  l e w  a r e  
m e r e  c u r i o u s  t h a n  t h a t  
i m p l i e d  in t h e  o l d  d i s t i c h  :

“ Forgiveness to the injured 
doth belong,

But he ne'er pardons who 
hath done the wrong.”

t h a t  it is  true, n o  o n e  c a n  
d o u b t  w h o  e v e n  r e a d s  Lite n e w s p a p e r s .  T h e  
N e r o  o f  t h e  s l u m s  f i rst  r e a l l y  h a t e s  t h e  w i f e  ol  
h i s  e a r l y  f a n c y  w h e n  l i e  h a s  o n c e  s e e n  t h e  
t r i c k l e  o f  h e r  b l o o d ,  a n d t h e  d i v i n e r  h e r  p a t i e n c e ,  
t h e  m o r e  u n a p p e a s a b l e  h i s  g r e e d  t o  w a t c h  h e r  
s u f f e r i n g s .  A n d  t h e  p r o p o s i t i o n  s u g g e s t s  its  
c o n v e r s e  : i f  w e  h a t e  w h a t  w e  h a v e  c u r s e d ,  
w e  i n e v i t a b l y  l o v e  w h a t  te e  h a v e  s a v e d .  T h i s  
is e s p e c i a l l y  t r u e  o f  w o m e n ,  in w h o m  t h e  
i n s t i n c t  t o  prelect— t o  h i d e  A v / d i k e  u n d e r  t h e  
w i n g — s e e m s  t o  b e  m o r e  d e e p l y - s e a t e d  t h a n  
i n  m e n .  W i t h  t h e m ,  e s p e c i a l l y ,  v i c a r i o u s  
s u f f e r i n g  d o e s  n o t  m e r e l y  i m p l y ,  i t  c r e a t e s ,  
a f f e c t i o n — a  t r u t h  w h i c h  m a y b e  a n  i n d e x  t o  
t h e  o n l y  c o r r e c t  a n a l y s i s  o f  “  t h e  m a t e r n a l  
i n s t i n c t . "  T h e  n a t u r e  o f  m e n — a n d ,  a b o v e  
a l l ,  o f  w o m e n — l o n g s  f o r  t h e  c a r e s s ,  n o t  o f  
t h e  h a n d  w h i c h  h a s  b l e s s e d  i t ,  b u t  o f  t h e  
h a n d  w h i c h  it h a s  b l e s s e d  : a s  t h e  h a r t  a f t e r  
t h e  w a t e r - b r o o k s ,  s o  i t  p a n t s  f o r  f u s i o n  w i t h  
t h e  l i f e  i t  h a s  s u f f e r e d  t o  s a v e .

T h e  t e l l i n g  o f  a n  i n c i d e n t ,  t h e  d e t a i l s  o f  
w h i c h  l ie  i n  c e r t a i n  l e t t e r s  n o w  in t h e  
p o s s e s s i o n  o f  a  v e r y  a n c i e n t  f a m i l y  i n  t h e  
s o u t h  o f  F r a n c e ,  m a y  v e r y  w e l l  i l l u s t r a t e  t h i s  
t e n d e n c y .

A  h o w l i n g  P a r i s  m o b ,  o n e  e v e n i n g  l a t e  in 
I 7 ^ S , h a d  g a t h e r e d  r o u n d  t h e  b r o n z e  s t a t u e  
ol  H e n r i  I V .  o n  t h e  P o n t  N e u l .  L a m o i g n o u ,  
t h e  h a t e d  “ K e e p e r  ol  t h e  S e a l s , "  h a d  t h a t  
d a y  b e e n  d i s m i s s e d  f r o m  o f f i c e — l i e n e e  t h e  
j u b i l a t i o n  o f  t h e  p e o p l e .  T h e  f u l l  t e r r o r  o f  
t h e  R e v o l u t i o n  w a s  n o t  y e t ,  b u t  t h e  p o p u l a c e  
a l r e a d y  f e l t  t h e  s t i r  o f  i t s  y o u n g  e n e r g i e s ,  
a n d  al l  d a y  in v a r i o u s  p a r t s  o f  P a r i s  a  m a r  o f  
petunia, f i r e l o c k s ,  a n d  fusees, h a d  m i n g l e d  
w i t h  t h e  r o l l  o l  d r u m s  a n d  t h e  p e a l  o f  t h e  
t o c s i n .  T h e  C i t y  G u a r d  e v e r y w h e r e  f le d 
b e f o r e  t h e  p l a v t u l  r o u g h n e s s  o f  t h e  r a b b l e .  
A  l a r g e  n u m b e r  o f  w i c k e r  f i g u r e s  o f  L a m o i g -  
1 101 1  w e r e  b u r n t  ; a n d  o n  t h e  P o n t  N e u l ’ al l  
p a s s e r s - b y  w e r e  f o r c e d  t o  s t o p  a n d  e x c l a i m  : 
“  L o n g  l i v e  H e n r i  O u a t r e  I T o  p e r d i t i o n  
w i t h  L a m o i g n o u  !

T h i s  r e v e l r y  w a s  a t  i t s  h e i g h t  w h e n  a 
y o u n g  m e m b e r  o f  t h e  iut/)/essc, C a m i l l e  d e  
M o u r n e r ,  p a s s e d  t h a t  w a y ,  r e t u r n i n g  e a r l i e r

t h a n  u s u a l  to  h i s  d i n g y  g a r r e t  f r o m  a w i l d  
s c e n e  o f  t a v e r n  l i c e n c e  a t  t h e  C a f e  d u  F o v  ; 
h i s  r i c h  c o a l ,  s t i l l  s h o w i n g  i t s  f r o g s  a n d  l a c e s ,  
w a s  o l d ,  s q u a l i d ,  r a g g e d  ; h i s  w i g  l o o k e d  l i k e  
a  c l i s h - e l o u t  ; h e  w o r e  n o  m a n t l e .  C a m i l l e  
h a d  l o n g  b e e n  t h e  d e s p a i r  o f  h i s  f r i e n d s .  H e  
h a d  l a t e l y  r u n  t h r o u g h  a  p a t r i m o n y  a s  t h e  
r e s u l t  o f  a  n i g h t ' s  p l a y .  A s  h e  w a l k e d  
t o w a r d s  t h e  P o u t  N e u l  n o w ,  h i s  fool,  
s t u m b l e d ,  l a g g e d  ; in  h i s  u n c e r t a i n  e y e s  
s w a m  t h e  r h e u m  ol  i n t o x i c a t i o n .

T h e  m o b ,  w a t c h f u l  a s  a  c a t ,  p o u n c e d  u p o n  
h i m ,  i n s i s t i n g  u p o n  a  r e p e t i t i o n  o f  i t s  
f o r m u l a .

“ T o  p e r d i t i o n  w i t h  H e n r i  O u a t r e ! "  h e  
s h o u t e d ,  l a u g h i n g  l o u d ,  w a v i n g  a n  a r m  ; 
“  r / re  L a m o i g n o u  I

T h i s  d r u n k e n  d a r i n g  w a s  t e r r i b l e .  A  s ea  
o f  l a n k  f a c e s  c l o s e d  r o u n d  h i m ,  t h e i r  c r u e l  
g r i n s  g i v i n g  p l a c e  t o  a  l o o k  o f  s t i l l  g r i m m e r  
m e a n i n g .  A n  A r i s t o c r a t — w h o  c u r s e d  t h e  
p e o p l e ’s k i n g  ! In a  m o m e n t  l ie  w a s  s e i z e d ,  
a n d  i n  t h e  s a m e  m o m e n t  a h n o s L  s o b e r e d .  A  
h u n d r e d  t a l o n s  r e a c h e d  o u t  t o  t e a r  h i m .  A  
g a t h e r i n g  r o a r ,  w o n d e r f u l l y  l i k e  t h e  l i o n ’s, 
d i n n e d  m e n a c e  t o  h i s  i n m o s t  b r a i n .

“  L e t  m e  g o  I ’ ’ h e  g a s p e d ,  p a l l i d  u n d e r  t h e  
l a m p - p o s t .  “  I w i l l  s a y  as  y o u  w i l l  ! ”

T h e y  u n g r i p p e d ,  a n d  s t o o d  a b o u t  h i m .  
H e  c a s t  h i s  e y e s  r o u n d ,  h e s i t a t e d  f o r  h a l f  a  
m i n u t e ,  a n d  t h e n  w i t h  t h e  s a m e  l o u d ,  
m o c k i n g ,  s t a c c a t o  l a u g h t e r ,  s h o u t e d —

“ T o  p e r d i t i o n  w i t h  H e n r i  O u a t r e !  H a !  
h a !  h a !  .7 />us ie p e u p lc t l i r e  L a m u i g -  
n o n  !

A n d  b e f o r e  t h e  c r o w d  c o u l d  s e i z e  h i m ,  t o  
t h e i r  c o m p l e t e  s t u p e f a c t i o n ,  h e  h a d  l e a p t  o n  
t o  t h e  p a r a p e t  o f  t h e  b r i d g e  a n d  p l u n g e d  i n t o  
t h e  r i v e r ,  l eas  i n g  h i s  c o a t  i n  t h e  h a n d s  o f  t h e  
f e w  w h o  a t t e m p t e d  t o  s t o p  h i m .

T h e  m o b  s e n t  u p  a  s h o u t — hal l  a p p l a u s e ,  
h a l f  r a g e .  T h e y  c r o w d e d  t o  t h e  p a r a p e t :  
s a w  h i m  r i s e  ; s a w  h i m  m a k i n g  t o w a r d  t h e  
b a n k .  A  d e t a c h m e n t  r a n  v e i l i n g  r o u n d  t o  
i n t e r c e p t  h i m  a t  t h e  O u a i .

B u t  C a m i l l e ,  a  s t o u t  s w i m m e r ,  r e a c h e d  t h e  
w a t e r ' s  e d g e  b e f o r e  t h e m ,  l i e  s h o o k  h i m s e l f  
l i k e  a  w a t e r - d o g ,  y e l l e d  o u t  a  j e e r ,  a n d  d a s h e d  
u p  a  n a r r o w  c o u r t .  A n d  n o w  b e g a n  a  r a c e  
l o r  v e r y  l i fe.  A s a h e l  h i m s e l l  w a s  h a r d l y  
s w i l t e r  o f  l o o t  t h a n  t h e  v o t i n g  n o b l e ,  b u t  h e  
w a s  h a n d i c a p p e d  b y  h i s  s a t u r a t e d  c l o t h e s  a n d  
b r o k e n  s h o e s  ; w h i l e ,  o n  t h e  o t h e r  h a n d ,  h e  
w a s  b e f r i e n d e d  b y  t h e  d a r k  p a s s a g e s  w h i c h  h e  
c h o s e .  S o m e t i m e s ,  f o r  m o m e n t s ,  h e  t h o u g h L  
h i m s e l f  v i c t o r i o u s ,  t i l l ,  e m e r g i n g  i n t o  a  m o r e

x
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o p e n  s p a c e ,  t h e  c l i e n t  iv .-e  c l o s e  b e h i n d  
h i m ,  s w e l l e d  b y  e v e r  n e w  v o l u n t e e r s  to  t h e  
h u n t .  C a m i l l e ,  o r i g i n a l l y  o f  i r o n  f r a m e ,  h a d  
l o n g  b e e n  s p o i l e d  in  w i n d  b v  h i s  l i fe  o f  r i o t  ; 
t h e r e  w a s  a  s t a g e  ol t h e  c h a s e  at w h i c h  h e  
b e g a n  t o  h e a v e  o m i n o u s l y  ; m a n y  of h i s  p u r ­
s u e r s ,  Loo, s t o p p e d  j a d e d  l i k e  s p e n t  s t e e d s  ; 
b u t  a  s t r a g g l i n g  l i n e  ol r u n n e r s ,  s t i l l  s h o u t i n g ,  
g a i n e d  s u r e l v  u p o n  h i m .  T h e  e f f o r t  t o  l i v e  
i n t e n s i f i e d  t h e  l o v e  o f  l i fe  ; t h e  h u m o u r  o f  
d e v i l r y  w a s  c l e a n  g o n e  n o w ,  a n d  h e  r a n  as  i f  
A s a h e l  h i m s e l f  w a s  u p o n  h i m .  H i s  l o w e r  j a w  
d r o p p e d  w i d e ,  a n d  h i s  e y e s  g r e w  g l a s s y  as 
w i t h  t h e  p o w e r  ol  a  n e w  s o r t  o f  v i n e  f r o m  
w h o s e  s t u p o r  is  n o  a w a k i n g .

A l l  a t  o n c e  a s h o u t  o f  t r i u m p h  r o s e  f r o m  
t h e  h e a t e d  canaille. C a m i l l e  h a d  d a s h e d  i n t o  
a c u l - d c - s a c H e  s t o p p e d  d e s p e r a t e ,  a n d  
( l i e  c r o w d  r u s h e d  f o r w a r d  to  c l u t c h  h i m .  
D r a w i n g  h is  r u s t y  r a p i e r ,  h e  r a n  to  p l a c e  h is  
b a c k  a g a i n s t  t h e  d e a d  w a l l  ; b u t ,  o n  c o m i n g  
t o i l ,  h e  d i s c o v e r e d  it to  h e  o n l y  t h e  h i g h ,  
r o u g h  b a c k  o f  a g a r d e n — n o t  o f  a h o u s e — n o t  
t h e r e f o r e  u n s c a l e a b l e .  W i t h  a la s t  g r e a t  
e f f o r t  h e  c l i m b e d  to  t h e  c o p i n g .  A s  h e  
r e a c h e d  it, a  m i s s i l e ,  t e a r i n g  h is  t e m p l e ,  
c o v e r e d  h i s  f a c e  w i t h  b l o o d .  H e  l e a p e d  d o w n  
o n  t h e  o p p o s i t e  s id e ,  a n d  f o u n d  h i m s e l f  in  a 
t a n g l e d  j u n g l e  o f  t r e e s ,  h a l f  p a r k ,  h a l f  g a r d e n ,  
a t  t h e  b a c k  o f  a  g r e a t  m a n s i o n .

A s  h e  p a s s e d  o n w a r d  - i n  m a d  p a n i c  n o w -  -  
h a lt  d e a d ,  b u t  l u s t i n g  for l i f e — a l o w  s o u n d  o f  
s i n g i n g  fell  u p o n  h is  e a r s ,  a n d  a l l  in  a m o m e n t  
h e  f o u n d  h i m s e l f  l a c e  t o  f a c e  u n d e r  t h e  m o o n ­
l i g h t  w i t h  a l a d y ,  w dio h a d  j u s t  i s s u e d  f r o m  a 
s u m m e r - h o u s e  a m o n g  t h e  b u s h e s .  S e e i n g  
h i m  w e t ,  r a g g e d ,  b l o o d - s t a i n e d ,  w i t h  t h e  w i l d  
e y e  o f  a  h u n t e d  c r e a t u r e ,  s h e  s h r a n k  b a c k  
w i t h  a  s c r e a m .

I t  w a s  t h e  d a u g h t e r  o f  t h e  C o n ' i t e  d ’ A r r i e n ,  
a  dame o l  t h e  C o u r t  o f  V e r s a i l l e s ,  b u t  j u s t  
t h e n  s p e n d i n g  a w e e k  w i t h  h e r  p a r e n t s  in  
P a r i s .  C a m i l l e  in  t h e  o ld  d a y s ,  w h e n  h e  h a d  
n o t  y e t  s u n k  i n t o  t h e  a b y s s ,  h a d  m e t  h e r  
t w i c e  o r  t h r i c e ,  a n d ,  it w a s  w h i s p e r e d ,  t h r o w n  
f o n d  e v e s  u p o n  h e r  t o o — b u t  “ a s  t h e y  t h a t  
h a v e  n o  h o p e . "  H e r  f a t h e r  a n d  h is  h a d  b e e n  
c l o s e  f r i e n d s ,  l i e  r e c o g n i s e d  h e r  a t  o n c e .

“ O h ,  A d e l i n e — m a d e m o i s e l l e — fo r  t h e  l o v e  
o f  h e a v e n ,  h i d e  m e  1

“  W h a t  you. M o n s i e u r  le  C o m t e  d e  M o u n i e r  ! 
A n d  another e s c a p a d e  ? A h ,  w i l d ,  w i l d  ! "

S h e  s m i l e d ,  b u t  a t  t h i s  m o m e n t  t h e  caw o f  
J 1 is p u r s u e r . -  s o u n d e d  f r o m  t h e  t o p  ol t h e  w a l l .

“  H i d e  m e ,  fu r  p i tc  h  s a k e  ! "
T r e m b l i n g  f r o m  h e a d  to  fo o t ,  n o w  t h o r o u g h l y  

d e m o r a l i s e d ,  h e  f o r g o t  her d a n g e r — e v e r y t h i n g  
b u t  t h e  d a s t a r d  l o v e  o f  l i fe .  S h e  l o o k e d  a t  
h i m  w i t h  p i t y ,  c o n t e m p t .  T h e  t h u d  o f  fee t  
f a l l i n g  i n t o  t h e  g a r d e n  r e a c h e d  t h e m .

“  S a v e  m e  ! "
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T h e  i n s t i n c t  to  p r o t e c t  r o s e  s t r o n g l y  w i t h i n  
h e r .

“ ( t o  i n t o  t h e  s u m m e r - h o u s e , "  s h e  s a id ,  
n o w  p a l e  as  h e .  “  O n  t h e  o p p o s i t e  s id e  t h e r e  
is a n o t h e r  d o o r .  1 w i l l  w a i t  h e r e  to  m e e t  
t h e m ,  a n d  w h i l e  t h e y  a r e  o n  t h i s  s id e  s p e a k ­
i n g  t o  m e ,  d o  y o u  e s c a p e  t h r o u g h  t h e  o t h e r  
d o o r  to  t h e  e n d  o f  t h e  g a r d e n  w h e r e  is a  g a t e .  
Y o u  w i l l  b e  u n s e e n . "

W i t h  a s u d d e n  g e s t u r e  h e  b e n t  a n d  d i p p e d  
h is  l ip s  to  h e r  f o r e h e a d .  S h e  l o o k e d  a f t e r  
h i m  w h i l e  h e  d i v e d  i n t o  t h e  h o u s e ,  h e r  h e a r t  
f l a t t e r i n g l y  a n x i o u s  fo r  h i s  s a f e t y .  A s  s h e  
s h u t  t h e  d o o r  u p o n  h i m ,  t h e  f irst  f e w  o f  t h e  
c r o w d ,  r u n n i n g  f o r w a r d ,  s a w  t h e  a c t i o n .  T h e  
c r y  w a s  r a i s e d  : “  W e  h a v e  h i m  a t  la s t  —  h e  is 
in  t h e r e  1 "  a n d  t h e y  g a t h e r e d  r o u n d  A d e l i n e .

S h e ,  v o ic e le s s  w i t h  . te r r o r ,  h e l d  h e r  a r m  
o u t s t r e t c h e d  b e f o r e  t h e  d o o r .

“  D o e s  t h e  l a d y  t h e n  s h i e l d  f r o m  t h e  p e o p l e  
a m a n  w h o  c u r s e s  t h e  P e o p l e ' s  K i n g  ? "  a s k e d  
a h u g e  b u t c h e r .

T h e y  t o r e  h e r  w i t h  a  r o u g h n e s s  n o t  a ll  
u n k i n d  f r o m  t h e  d o o r w a y ,  a n d  r u s h e d  i n t o  
t h e  s u m m e r - h o u s e .  A  s h o u t  o f  b a f f le d  r a g e  
f o l l o w e d  t h e i r  d i s c o v e r y  o f  t h e  m e a n s  b y  
w h i c h  t h e  f u g i t i v e  h a d  e s c a p e d .  O n l y  a f e w  
c o n t i n u e d  t h e  n o w  u s e le s s  c h a s e .

T h e  o t h e r s  c r o w d e d  r o u n d  A d e l i n e ,  h a n d ­
l i n g  h e r  w i t h  s i n i s t e r  r o u g h n e s s .

“ L e t  her b e  h a n g e d ,  t h e n  ! ’ ’
“  W h y  n o t  ? S i t e ,  t o o ,  is a n  e n e m y  o f  

t h e --------“
“  T o  t h e  lanterne I "
T h e  b u t c h e r  at t h i s  p o i n t  w e n t  u p  t o  t w o  

o f  t h e  o t h e r s ,  a n d  w h i s p e r e d  i n t o  t h e i r  e a r s .  
T h e n ,  s m i l i n g  a l l  t h e  t i m e ,  h e  h u s t l e d  b a c k  
t h e  c r o w d ,  a n d  w i t h  h is  t w o  c o m p a n i o n s  all  
t h e  t h r e e  b e i n g  a r m e d  w i t h  f i r e l o c k s ,  s n a t c h e d  
t h a t  d a y  f r o m  t h e  C i t y  G u a r d — s t o o d  f a c i n g  
t h e  g i r l  a  f e w  p a c e s  f r o m  h e r .

“  M a d e m o i s e l l e  h a s  b e e n  j u d g e d  b y  t h e  
p e o p l e ,  a n d  m u s t  b e  s h o t . "

S h e  c a s t  h e r  e y e s  in t h e  d i r e c t i o n  o f  t h e  
m a n s i o n ,  a n d  r e c o g n i s i n g  h e r  d i s t a n c e  f r o m  
h e l p  o r  h o p e ,  t u r n e d  t h e m  in  m u t e  a p p e a l  to  
t h e  h e a v e n s .

T h e r e  w a s  a c o u n t  o f  o n e ,  a n d  t w o ,  a n d  
t h r e e ,  a n d  t h e  w e a p o n s  c r a c k e d  o u t .  A d e l i n e  
fe l l  ; t h e  m o b  l a u g h e d  a n d  d e p a r t e d .

T h e  canaille  o f  P a r i s  d u r i n g  t h e  R e v o l u ­
t i o n  w e r e ,  o f  c o u r s e ,  c h a r a c t e r i s e d  b y  a ll  t h e  
p l a y f u l  c r u e l t y  o f  t h e  l i o n ' s  w h e l p  ; b u t  t h e  
e l e m e n t  of h u m a n  r e a s o n a b l e n e s s  a t  n o  t i m e  
a l t o g e t h e r  f a i l e d  t o  d i s t i n g u i s h  t h e m  f r o m  t h e  
b r u t e s .  M e n ,  l i k e  l io n s ,  w i l l  s h e d  b l o o d ,  b u t  
t h e y  s t a n d  in a b s o l u t e  n e e d  o f  s o m e  s o r t  o f  
excuse ; a n d  t h e  e x c u s e ,  h o w e v e r  p o o r  in  
i t s e l f ,  m u s t  b e  s u f f i c i e n t  t o  s a t i s f y  their r e a s o n .  
T h u s ,  in t h e  p r e s e n t  i n s t a n c e ,  t h e  b u t c h e r ,  
l a c k i n g  a m o t i v e  s t r o n g  e n o u g h ,  h a d  s e e n  t o  it ,
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a s  t h e  o t h e r s  w e l l  k n e w ,  t h a t  t h e  c a r t r i d g e s  o f  
t h e  w e a p o n s  w e r e  b l a n k .  T h e  o n l y  m is s i le  
w h i c h  h a d  p ie r c e d  A d e l i n e  w a s  t h e  s h a f t  o f  t h e  
t e r r o r  o f  d e a t h .  H e r  a t t e n d a n t s  f o u n d  h e r  la t e r  
a n d  b o r e  h e r  to  h e r  b e d ,  w h e r e  fo r  a l o n g  t i m e  a 
f e v e r  o f  t h e  b r a i n  c o n f i n e d  h e r .  B u t  a m o r n ­
i n g  c a m e  w h e n ,  w i t h  t h e  g l a d n e s s  o f  n e w  
in t e l l i g e n c e ,  s h e  o p e n e d  h e r  e y e s .  H e r  m o t h e r  
s t o o d  b y  t h e  b e d s id e .  A d e l i n e  sa t  u p  a n d  
l o o k e d  t o w a r d  t h e  w i n d o w  a n d  it s  f l o w e r s  ; 
t h e n ,  w i t h  a s t r a n g e  q u i c k  i n t e n s i t y ,  up  
t o w a r d  t h e  c e i l i n g — a r o u n d — d o w n  tit t h e  
b e d .  A n d  n o w ,  a l o w  a n d  p i t e o u s  m o a n  
e s c a p e d  h e r ,  a n d  s h e  c r i e d  o u t  in h e r  p a i n —

" O h ,  m a m a n — ( r o d  h e l p  m e — turn h lim l!"

d h e  c h a t e a u  of t h e  C o m t e  d ’A r r i e n  s to o d  
— in t h e  m id s t  o f  v in  . y a r d s ,  a n d  g r o v e s  o f  
o r a n g e ,  a l m o n d ,  a n d  o l i v e — a s h o r t  d i s t a n c e  
o u t s i d e  A v i g n o n ,  in t h e  p a s t o r a l  l a n d  o f  
P r o v e n c e .  T o  th i s ,  t h e  A r c a d i a  o f  F r a n c e ,  
w i t h  i t s  m e l o d i o u s  patois a n d  S o u t h e r n  fair dr 
viet t h e  f a m i l y  c a m e  w h e n  t h e  f u r y  o f  t h e  
R e v o l u t i o n  b e g a n  s e r i o u s l y  to  m a n i fe s t  i t s e l f  
in  P a r i s ,  l i t t l e  d r e a m i n g  t h a t  h e r e ,  o f  a ll  
p la c e s ,  t h e  T e r r o r  w a s  t o  r a g e  at its  w o r s t .

T h e  C o u n t ,  b e i n g  o ld ,  a n d  s t r u c k  b y  an 
a t t a c k  ot p a r t i a l  p a r a l y s i s  o n  h e a r i n g  t h e  n e w s  
o f  h is  d a u g h t e r ' s  b l in d n e s s ,  h a d  n o t  f o l l o w e d  
t h e  E m i g r a t i o n  o f  t h e  N o b l e s ,  a n d  t h u s  s a v e d  
h is  e s t a t e  f r o m  c o n f i s c a t io n .  A t  A v i g n o n ,  t h e  
C o u n t e s s ,  b y  a  ta c t fu l  
d i p l o m a c y ,  c o n t r i v e d  to  
k e e p  t h e  h e a d s  o f  t h e  
f a m i l y  o n  t h e i r  s h o u l d e r s ,  
a n d  t o  t h i s  fe a t  t h e  l o v e ­
l in e s s  o f  t h e  b l in d  g i r l  w a s  
h i g h l y  c o n t r i b u t o r y .  T h e  
bourgeois m e m b e r s  o f  t h e  
. M u n ic ip a l i t y ,  t h e  M a y o r  
a n d  h is  w i fe ,  a n d  t h e  m o s t  
p o w e r f u l  o f  t h e  p a t r io t  
m i d d l e - c l a s s  of A v i g n o n ,  
p r o u d  o f  t h e  h o n o u r ,  
w a l k e d  o n  t h r e e  n i g h t s  
e v e r y  w e e k  u p  t h e  l a n e  o f  
o l i v e s  a n d  t h e  l o w  m a r b l e  
s te p s ,  to  t a k e  a h a n d  at 
w h is t  o r  revrrsi in  t h e  
s e i g n e u r i a l  salon o f  t h e  
s t a t e l y  o l d  C o m t e  d ’A r r i e n .

A  c e r t a in  P h i l i p p e  D u v a l ,  
o n e  o f  t h e  M u n i c i p a l s  o f  
A v i g n o n ,  w a s  t h e  m ost 
c o n s t a n t  o f  t h e s e  g u e s t s .
T h o u g h  n o t  a  P r o v e n c a l ,  
h e  h a d  d i s t i n g u i s h e d  h im -  
sell  b y  h is  z ea l  in t h e  r e ­
v o l u t i o n a r y  c a u s e  in  t h e  
n e i g h b o u r h o o d ,  a n d  h a d  
g r o w n  t o  b e  g r e a t l y  f e a r e d .

I t  w a s  q u i c k l y  s e e n  t h a t  h e  w a s  v i o l e n t l y  in  
l o v e  w i t h  A d e l i n e ,  n o r  d id  t h e  f a t h e r  a n d  
m o t h e r  c h e c k  h i m  in t h i s  p r e s u m p t i o n  as  
r i g o r o u s l y  as w a s  e x p e c t e d  of t h e m .  H e  w a s ,  
o f  c o u r s e ,  a c q u i r i n g  v a s t  p o w e r s  o v e r  l i le  in 
t h e  C o m m u n e ,  a n d ,  as e v e r y o n e  s a id ,  t h e  
c o m p l a i s a n c e  ot t h e  g r e a t  fo lk  m u s t  h e  d u e  
to  m o t i v e s  o f  p r u d e n c e .  B u t  t o  h is  i n s i n u a ­
t i o n s  t h e  b l in d  b e a u t y  t u r n e d  a  s m i l e  as  c o ld  
a n d  d e a d  as h e r  o w n  s i g h t le s s  e y e s .

F a t e  in  ’q [ t h e  f ire  w h i c h  h a d  b e e n  
s m o u l d e r i n g  in  A v i g n o n  b r o k e  in t o  f la m e .  
O n e  S u n d a y  m o r n i n g  M a d a m e  d ’A r r i e n  led  
A d e l i n e  t h r o u g h  t h e  v i n e y a r d  p a t h s ,  t h r o u g h  
t h e  t o w n  g a t e s ,  a n d  so to  t h e  C h u r c h  ol t h e  
C o r d e l i e r s  w i t h i n  t h e  t o w n .  M a d a m e  d ' A r r i e n ,  
a r a t h e r  s to u t  o ld  l a d y  - w i t h  p i q u a n t  s m i l e  a n d  
g e n t l e  b l u e  eyes-  h e ld  a b r e v i a r y  ; t h e y  w e r e  
g o i n g  t o  c h u r c h .  It  w o u l d  h a v e  b e e n  w e l l  lo r  
t h e m ,  h o w e v e r ,  h a d  t h e y  s h u n n e d  t h e  h o u s e  
ol p r a y e r  th a t  d a y .  T h e  c u r e  w a s  in  t h e  
m id s t  o f  h i s  o r i s o n s ,  t h e  h e a d s  ol t h e  c o n ­
g r e g a t i o n  w e r e  b o w e d ,  w h e n  a P a t r i o t  e n t e r e d

“  >'//>' LAMOIGNON ! "  ( / .  355).
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t h e  c h u r c h  a n d  w a l k e d  u p  t h e  a is le .  I n  
b a n t e r i n g  w o r d s  h e  b e g a n  t o  a d d r e s s  t h e  
w o r s h i p p e r s ,  i n o s t l v  w o m e n :  t h e r e  w a s  a
p a u s e  o f  h o r r o r — a s h r i e k  ol e x e c r a t i o n  - a  
r u s h  f o r w a r d .  H e  w a s  h u r l e d  to  t h e  g r o u n d ,  
t r a m p l e d ,  p r i c k e d  b y  a  t h o u s a n d  p o in t s ,  a n d  
left a  f la c c id  m a s s  o n  t h e  s t e p s  o f  t h e  c h a n c e l .

.M a d a m e  d ’A r r i e n ,  s i l t i n g  n e a r  t h e  e n d  o f  
t h e  c h u r c h ,  l ie d  w i t h  A d e l i n e  at t h e  b e g i n ­
n i n g  o f  t h e  i'wcuti’. S h e  r e a c h e d  t h e  c h a t e a u ,  
but f a i n t e d  on  e n t e r i n g  it.

T h r e e  h o u r s  h a d  not p a s s e d ,  w h e n  a y o u n g  
m a n  r u s h e d  p a n t i n g  in t o  t h e  c h a m b e r  w h e r e  
t h e  f a m i l y  sat.

"  O h  ! ”  h e  c r i e d ,  u fo r  h e a v e n ' s  s a k e ------- ”
H e  c o u l d  no t g o  o n .  1 1 is f a c e  w a s  d i s t o r t e d  

w i t h  a f f r i g h t ,  it w a s  P h i l i p p e  D u v a l .
T h e  C o u n t ,  a  f a l l  o ld .  m a n ,  w i t h  w i d e  

m a s s e s  o f  w h i t e  h a i r  a n d  b e a r d ,  s a id  g r a v e l y —
“  T 'e l l  m e ,  C i t o y e n  D u v a l ,  w h y  t h i s  h u r r i e d  

i n t r u s i o n  ? "
“  F l y  1 "  c r i e d  D u v a l  ; “  h id e  y o u r s e l v e s  ! 

T h e  B r i g a n d s  a r e  o n  t h e  r o a d  ; t h e y  f o l l o w  
b e h i n d  m e  t o  a r r e s t  y o u .  Y o u r  l i fe —  
m i n e ------- "

"  B u t  w e  a r e  g u i l t l e s s  o f  a n y --------”
“ Y o u  w e r e  se e n  in t h e  c h u r c h .  A h ,  M a ­

d e m o i s e l l e  A d e l i n e ,  s p e a k  t o  y o u r  p a r e n t s  1 "
B u t:  t h e r e  w a s  a t r e a d  o f  fee t  in t h e  h a l l  ; 

a n d  i m m e d i a t e l y  t w o  s o l d ie r s ,  w e a r i n g  t h e  
b l u e  n a t i o n a l  u n i f o r m ,  s t o o d  in  t h e  d o o r w a y .  
H a l f  a n  h o u r  l a t e r  t h e  w h o l e  f a m i l y  w a s  eu 
route fo r  t h e  C a s t l e  o f  A v i g n o n ,  P h i l i p p e  
h i m s e l f  o r d e r i n g  f o r w a r d  t h e  t r o o p  w h i c h  
e s c o r t e d  t h e  p r i s o n e r s .

A t  t h i s  t i m e ,  t h e  s e l f - s t y l e d  ‘ ‘ B r a v e  
B r i g a n d s  o f  A v i g n o n , "  u n d e r  t h e  c o m m a n d  
o f  “  J o u r d a n  t h e  H e a d s m a n , "  w e r e  t h e  s o v ­
e r e i g n  lo r d s  o f  t h e  d i s t r i c t .  E v e n  t h e  p o w e r  
o f  t h e  P a t r i o t  m u n i c i p a l i t y  h a d  d w i n d l e d  to  a 
s h a d o w  ; t h e  t o w n  w a l l s  h a d  b e e n  a d o r n e d  
w i t h  g i b b e t s  for  “ t h e  S u s p e c t  "  ; t h e  f ie ld s  
la id  w a s t e .  H e n c e  it w a s ,  t h a t  a f t e r  t h e  b o d y  
o f  t h e  d e s e c r a t o r  o f  t h e  m o r n i n g ' s  m a s s  h a d  
b e e n  b o r n e  t h r o u g h  t h e  s t r e e t s ,  h i s  h e a d  
c r o w n e d  w i t h  l a u r e l ,  t h e  e m i s s a r i e s  o f  J o u r d a n  
s c o u r e d  t h e  v i c i n i t y ,  m a k i n g  a r r e s t s  to  a v e n g e  
t h e  mattes o f  t h e  m u r d e r e d  “  p a t r i o t . "  T h e s e  
a ll  w e r e  t h r o w n  in t o  t h e  s u b t e r r a n e a n  
d u n g e o n s  o f  t h e  c a s t le .

A n d  n o w  b e g a n  “ t h e  b u t c h e r y  o f  A v i g ­
n o n . "  In  a s m a l l  r o o m  in t h e  G l a c i e r e  
T o w e r  o f  t h e  c a s t l e ,  w h i c h  r o s e  s h e e r  f r o m  
t h e  l a n g u i d  R h o n e ,  sa t  J o u r d a n .  I I  is 
j u d g m e n t - b a r  w a s  a l i t t l e  d e a l  t a b le ,  c o v e r e d  
w i t h  b r a n d y - b o t t l e s  a n d  t o b a c c o - p i p e s ;  a n d  
a r o u n d  s to o d  b i s  i m p r o m p t u  c o u r t - m a r t i a l  
o f  P a t r i o t s  c l a d  in t h e  b r o w n  raniiagnole. 
A  t in  la m p ,  w i t h o u t  g l a s s ,  f l i c k e r e d  l u r i d l y  
o n  t h e  v i s a g e s  o f  t h i s  t r i b u n a l  o f  a l l  t h e  
d e m o n s .

A  n a m e  w a s  c a l le d  f r o m  t h e  l i s t ,  s o m e  
h u r r i e d  w o r d s  s p o k e n ,  j u d g m e n t  p r o n o u n c e d ;  
a  B r i g a n d  at t h e  d o o r  s h o u t e d  t h e  n a m e ,  a n d  
o t h e r s  w a i t i n g  o u t s i d e  w i t h  d r a w n  s w o r d s  set 
ou t  t o  e x e c u t e  t h e  s e n t e n c e .

O n e  o n l y  o f  t h e  .M u n ic ip a l s  w a s  p r e s e n t  at 
t h e s e  o r g i e s .  It  w a s  “  t h e  g o o d  p a t r i o t , "  
P h i l i p p e  D u v a l .  H e  s t o o d  l e a n i n g  a g a i n s t  
t h e  r o u g h  w a l l  o f  t h e  c e l l  in t h e  s h a d e  o f  a 
c o r n e r  w i t h  fo ld e d  a r m s ,  l i t h e  a n d  m u s c u l a r  
a s  a G r e e k  P l e n t i e s ,  a n d  a s  c o l d l y  s i l e n t .

"  C i t o y e n  d ’A r r i e n ,  h is  w i f e ,  a n d  d a u g h t e r  ! ”
T h e r e  w a s  not e v e n  t h e  u s u a l  p a r l e y  o n  

t h e  r e a d i n g  o u t  of  t h e s e  n a m e s .  T h e  g u i l t  
o f  t h e s e  p e o p l e  w a s  t o o  e v i d e n t .  J o u r d a n ,  
w i t h  a n o d  t o  t h e  d o o r - k e e p e r ,  d r a n k  f r o m  
a  b o t t l e .  P h i l i p p e  D u v a l  s t o l e  q u i c k l y  f r o m  
t h e  r o o m .

T h e  C o u n t  a n d  h is  f a m i l y  h a d  b e e n  t h r o w n  
in t o  o n e  o f  t h e  d e e p e s t  o f  t h e  G l a c i e r e  
d u n g e o n s ,  w h e r e  t h e  m o a n  o f  t h e  R h o n e  fa r  
a b o v e  t h e i r  h e a d s  n e v e r  c a m e ,  n o r  a n y  light, 
o f  t h e  s u n ,  n o r  t h e  h o p e  t h a t  c o m e s  t o  a l l .  
T h e y  l a y  n u m b e d  in  t h e  m i r e ,  q u i t e  d a z e d ,  
b e r e f t  e v e n  o f  t h e  f e e l i n g  o f  p i t y  fo r  t h e m ­
s e lv e s .

T w o  e x e c u t i o n e r s  d e s c e n d e d  t h e  n a r r o w  
s t o n e  s te p s .  D u v a l  c r e p t  b e h i n d  t h e m  ti l l ,  
a r r i v i n g  a t  t h e  d o o r  o f  a n  e m p t y  c i r c u l a r  c e l l ,  
h e  s u d d e n l y  w a l k e d  u p  t o  t h e m ,  a n d  s a id —

“  C o m e  in h e r e . "
T h e y  f o l l o w e d  h i m  in t o  t h e  r o o m ,  t w o  

b u r l y  g i a n t s ,  o n e  s w i n g i n g  a  l a n t e r n .  H e  
t u r n e d  a n d  fa c e d  t h e m .

“  N o w ,  l o o k  y o u ,  J e a n  a n d  P i e r r e , ”  h e  
s a id ,  “ y o u  k n o w  th a t  1 a m  a M u n i c i p a l  o f  
A v i g n o n  ? "

“ W e l l ,  a n d  w h a t  o f  t h a t ,  c i t o y e n ? ”  a n ­
s w e r e d  P i e r r e .

“ T h i s  m u c h  : t h e  t h r e e  c i t i z e n s  o f  t h e
R e p u b l i c  y o u  c o m e  t o  k i l l  h a v e  n o t  h a d  fa i r  
t r i a l . "

“  B a h  ! t r ia l  e n o u g h .  T h e y  a r e  a r i s t o c r a t  
t r a i t o r s .  C o m e  o n ,  j e a n . "

”  W e l l ,  m y  f r ie n d s ,  b u t  in o r d e r  t o  r e a c h  
t h e m ,  it w i l l  he  n e c e s s a r y  fo r  y o u  t o  p a s s  o v e r  
m v  b o d y . "

H e  h a d  p la c e d  h is  b a c k  a g a in s t  t h e  c lo s e d  
d o o r .  T h e i r  t w o  t h r o a t s  r a t t l e d  a l a u g h  ; 
t h e i r  b r o w s  d a r k e n e d .

“ H e r e  is a n o t h e r  o f  t h e m ! "  c r ie d  J e a n .  
“  P i n  h i m  ! "

“  V e r y  w e l l , "  s a id  P h i l i p p e ,  “  b u t  y o u  p e r ­
c e i v e  t h i s  s w o r d  ? "

"  Ron Dint h a v e  w e  t h e n  n o  s w o r d s  ? "
A  s u d d e n  l u n g e  w a s  m a d e  at h is  h e a d ,  

w h i c h  h e  b l o c k e d .  T h e y  c l o s e d  u p o n  h i m —  
t h e r e  w a s  p a r r y  a n d  t h r u s t — f l a s h i n g  i n t e r ­
c h a n g e  o f  t i e r c e  a n d  q u a r t e — o n  t h e  o n e  s i d e  
s to u t  t h e w s ,  f i e r c e n e s s  ; on  t h e  o t h e r  p e r fe c t  
c o o ln e s s ,  u n f a i l i n g  head, e x q u i s i t e  s c ie n c e .
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T h e  f irst  b l o o d  f l o w i n g  f r o m  P h i l i p p e ' s  c h e e k  
s t i r r e d  t h e  B r i g a n d s  to  i m p r u d e n c e ,  a n d  in t h e  
n e x t  in s t a n t  a t e r r i b l e  s w e e p  o i t h e  b la d e  
p a s s e d  t h r o u g h  J e a n ' s  t h i g h .  P i e r r e ,  l i g h t i n g  
n o w  fo r  d e a r  l i fe ,  h e a v e d  h i g h  h is  s w o r d  fo r  
a  d e s p e r a t e  b l o w  at t h e  s c a lp  ; it fell  s lash ing -  
t h r o u g h  P h i l i p p e ’s s h o u l d e r  ; but at t h e  s a m e  
t i m e  t h e  m a n ’s o w n  w e a s a n d  r i p p e d  u p w a r d  
l ik e  a b a g ,  a n d  h e  fell  d e a d  a c r o s s  h i s  m a t e .

D u v a l ,  w r i t h i n g  w i t h  p a i n ,  a n d  w e a k ,  
h u r r i e d  t o  t h e  ce l l  o f  t h e  d ' A r r i e n s ,  T h e y  
h a d  b e e n  t h e r e  fo u r  d a y s .  T h e  k e y  s h r i e k e d  
in  t h e  lo c k  ; t h e y  l o o k e d  u p ,  t h i n k i n g  h im  
t h e i r  e x e c u t i o n e r  c o m e  til la s t .

T h e r e  w a s  n o  t i m e  to  lo se .  H e  le d  t h e  
b l in d  g i r l ,  a n d  s u p p o r t e d  t h e  C o u n t  o n  t h e  
o t h e r  a r m .  ' r i t e  Countess, w e e p i n g ,  f o l l o w e d .

“  H a v e  n o  f e a r , "  P h i l i p p e  w h i s p e r e d  to  
A d e l i n e ;  ‘ ‘ e v e r y t h i n g  is in r e a d in e s s .  Y o u  
w i l l  a l l ------ "

“  B u t  y o u  ? ’ ’
H e  p r e s s e d  h e r  h a n d ,  a n d  f o r g o t  d a n g e r  

a n d  t h e  s t i n g  o f  h i s  w o u n d s  w h e n  s h e  f a i te r -  
i n g l y  r e t u r n e d  th i s  s l i g h t  c a r e s s .  T h e y  
p a s s e d  t h r o u g h  a m u l t i t u d e  o f  t o r t u r e - c h a m ­
b e rs ,  b l a c k  c o r r i d o r s .  P h i l i p p e  h a d  m a d e  
h i m s e l f  m a s t e r  o f  e v e r y  m y s t e r y  o f  t h e  v a s t  
s t r u c t u r e .  A t  last h e  o p e n e d  a s m a l l  g a t e ,  
a n d  t h e y  s to o d  o n  a  s t e p  w a s h e d  b y  t h e  
R h o n e ,  u n d e r  t h e  o p e n  s k y  ol n i g h t .

A  b o at w a i t e d  b y  t h e  p o s t e r n .  P h i l i p p e  
w h i s p e r e d  t o  t h e  C o u n t  t h e  n a m e  o f  t i le  
f r i e n d s  w h o ,  l i v i n g  b y  t h e  r i v e r ,  h a d  a r r a n g e d  
t o  r e c e i v e  a n d  h id e  t h e m .  T h e  C o u n t e s s  
k i s s e d  a n d  c a l l e d  h i m  “  s o n . "  T h e  C o u n t  
c a l le d  b l e s s i n g s  u p o n  h is  h e a d .  A d e l i n e  w a s  
s i l e n t .  H e  s t o o d ,  a n d  g u i d e d  b y  t h e  w h i s t l ­
i n g  o f  t h e  o a r s ,  p e e r e d  a f t e r  t h e m  a s  t h e y  
v a n i s h e d  in t o  t h e  g l o o m .

T h e  “ t r e a c h e r y "  o f  D u v a l  d id  no t l o n g  
e s c a p e  t h e  k e e n  p a t r i o t i c  sc e n t  o f  t h e  b r a v e  
B r i g a n d s  o f  A v i g n o n .  J e a n  sti ll  l i v e d  to  te ll  
h i s  t a l e  ; a n d  P h i l i p p e  h a d  h a r d l y  r e a s e v n d e d  
to  t l i e  t r i a l - c h a m b e r  w h e n  h e  w a s  a c c u s e d  ; 
t h e n  t r i e d ,  c o n d e m n e d ,  a n d  H u n g  in t o  a c e l l ,  
all  in t h e  s a m e  h o u r .  T h a t  h e  w a s  n o t  
i n s t a n t l y  k i l l e d ,  w a s  d u e  t o  t h e  s h r e w d n e s s  
o f  J o u r d a n  w h o  k n e w  o f  h i s  p o p u l a r i t y ,  a n d  
h a d ,  m o r e o v e r ,  ju s t  h e a r d  r u m o u r s  o f  t h e  
a d v a n c e  o f  a n  a r m y  u n d e r  C h o i s i .  T o  
b u t c h e r  a n y  n u m b e r  o f  a r i s t o c r a t s  w a s  fell  
t o  b e  o n e  t h i n g  ; t o  k i l l  a  p a t r i o t  M u n i c i p a l  
a n o t h e r .  P h i l i p p e  t h e r e f o r e  l a n g u i s h e d  in 
h is  c e l l  f o r  s i x t e e n  d a y s ,  t i l l  t h e  a r m y  a p p e a r e d ,  
w h e n  J o u r d a n  w a s  s e i z e d ,  a n d  h is  s t i l l - l i v i n g  
p r i s o n e r s  w e r e  r e l e a s e d .  In  t h e  ( f l a c i e r e  
T o w e r ,  o v e r  a  h u n d r e d  d e a d  b o d i e s  w e r e  d i s ­
c o v e r e d  b y  C h o i s i .

T h e  C o m t e  d ' A r r i e n  e m e r g i n g  n o w  f r o m  
h i s  h i d i n g - p l a c e  r e s u m e d  p o s s e s s io n  o f  h is  
e s t a t e s .  T h e  r e c e p t i o n s  o f  t h e  C o u n t e s s

b e c a m e  m o r e  c r o w d e d  t h a n  e v e r .  D u v a l  w a s  
a l w a y s  t h e r e ,  s i l e n t ,  w r a p p e d  in  h im s e l f .  H e  
w o u l d  h a v e  s e e m e d  a s t a t u e ,  b u t  fo r  t h e  fact 
t h a t  h e  t o o k  a d v a n t a g e  o f  A d e l i n e ’ s b l i n d ­
n e s s  t o  f o l lo w  w i t h  h is  e y e s  e v e r y  l i s s o m  
m o v e m e n t ,  t h e  s h a d o w  o f  e v e r y  t h o u g h t  o n  
h e r  fa c e .  H i d d e n  f ro m  h e r ,  h e  i m a g i n e d  
h i m s e l f  h i d d e n  f r o m  a l l ,  a n d  c o u l d  n e v e r  
h a v e  g u e s s e d  t h a t  h i s  p a s s io n  w a s  t h e  t a l k  
o f  all t h e  t o w n .

T h e  R e v o l u t i o n  r a p i d l y  d e v e l o p e d  it se l l ,  
a n d  D u v a l ,  w h o  h a d  s o m e t h i n g  o f  t h e  f a c u l t y  
o f  t h e  r u l e r  ol m e n ,  r o s e  o n  t h e  r i s i n g  w a v e s .  
W h e n  t h e  i m p l a c a b l e  t r i b u n a l s  c a l le d  t h e  
“  C o m i t e s  R e v o l u t i o n n a i r e s  "  w e r e  e s t a b ­
l i s h e d ,  a n d  h e  w a s  m a d e  a j u d g e  o f  t h i s  c o u r t ,  
h i s  p o w e r s  o v e r  l i fe  a n d  d e a t h  b e c a m e  as  
a b s o l u t e  as t h a t  o f  a n y  S u l t a n  w h o  e v e r  w e n t  
m a d  w i t h  p r id e .

H e n c e  e v e r y  c o n s i d e r a t i o n ,  n o t  o n l y  o f  
g r a t i t u d e ,  b u t  o f  p o l i c y ,  m u s t  h a v e  s e e m e d  
t o  t h e  C o u n t  a n d  C o u n t e s s  t o  c o m b i n e  in  h is  
f a v o u r .  O n e  m o r n i n g  t h e  C o u n t e s s  c a l le d  
A d e l i n e  i n t o  h e r  b o u d o i r ,  a n d  s t r o k i n g  h e r  
b r o w n  h a i r ,  s a id  l o u d l y —

“ A h ,  A d e l i n e ,  1 s e e  b y  y o u r  p a l l o r  a n d  
b l u s h e s  t h a t  y o u  k n o w  w h a t  I a m  g o i n g  t o  
s a y .  I a m  c o m m a n d e d  b y  y o u r  f a t h e r  t o  
s p e a k  t o  y o u  on  t h e  s u b je c t  t h a t  is so  n e a r  
t o  all  o u r  h e a r t s .  D o n ’ t c r y — k is s  m e !  L e a s t  
o f  all  g o o d  c h i l d r e n ,  1 k n o w ,  w il l  you d i s o b e y  
y o u r  l a t h e r ' s  w i l l .  T e l l  m e ,  i s n ’ t it s o ? "

“  Y e s ,  n i a m a n , "  s a id  A d e l i n e ,  c h o k i n g  w i t h  
s< ihs.

“ A n d  D u v a l  is q u i t e  a n o b l e  f e l l o w ;  w e  
o w e  h im  a ll  ; 1 w is h  y o u  c o u l d  s e e  h o w  h a n d ­
s o m e  a n d  f in is h e d  h e  is ; a n d  h e  is s o  p o w e r ­
ful ! a n d  h e  w o r s h i p s  y o u ,  y o u  k n o w !

“  B u t  1 d o  not l o v e ------- "
“  H u s h , m y  c h i l d  ! T i m e — t i m e — d o e s  t h e s e  

t h i n g s .  II l ie  w e r e  t o  w i t h d r a w  h is  p r o t e c t i o n  
f ro m  u s  in t h e s e  a w fu l  d a y s -  — ”

“ B u t  is it n o b l e  o f  t h i s  m a n  to  h a v e  m e  
H u n g  to  h im  a s  t h e  r e w a r d  o f  h is  u n c e r t a i n  
p r o t e c t i o n  ? O h ,  w h y  c o u l d  h e  not l e a v e  m e  
to  d ie  in t h e  G l a c i e r e  ! ’ ’

“  U n g r a t e f u l  g i r l  ! B u t  s i l e n c e — h e r e  c o m e s  
y o u r  f a t h e r — no t a  w o r d  b e f o r e  h i m  !

B u t  t h e  l im i t s  o f  P h i l i p p e ' s  g e n e r o s i t y  h a d  
n o t  b e e n  r e a c h e d .  H e  d i v i n e d  e x a c t l y  t h e  
g i r l ’ s m i n d ,  a n d  w i t h  a  p a t i e n c e  r e a l l y  h e r o i c  
w a i t e d ,  h o p i n g  to  c o n q u e r  h e r  b y  e v e r - r e p e a t e d  
p r o o f s  o f  h is  d e v o t i o n  ; w h i l e  s h e ,  s u r p r i s e d  
at no t b e i n g  at o n c e  m a d e  to  a c k n o w l e d g e  
h is  r i g h t s  o v e r  h e r ,  for  t h e  first t i m e  felt a 
p o i g n a n t  s e n s e  ol g r a t i t u d e  t o w a r d s  h im .  
H v e n  fo r  h is  i n v e t e r a t e  s i l e n c e  s h e  w a s  
t h a n k f u l — for  t h e  s o u n d  o f  h i s  v o i c e  w a s  
s e ld o m  h e a r d .  In  h e r  h e a r t  s h e  g r e w  t o  
a d m i r e  h i m .  T h o s e  h a r d l y - p e r c e p t i b l e  p r e s ­
s u r e s  o f  t h e  h a n d  a f t e r  t h e  soiree, u p t u r n e d
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a p p e a l s  o f  t h e  d a r k e n e d  e v e s ,  s p o k e  v o l u m e s  
t o  P h i l i p p e .  T h e y  a t  le a s t  u n d e r s t o o d  e a c h  
o t h e r .

S o  p a s s e d  t h e  g r e a t e r  p a r t  o f  t h e  t e r r i b l e  
y e a r  '9 3 .  B e t w e e n  s u c h  p e o p l e  as t h e  
d ' A r r i e n s  a n d  t h e  s c a f fo ld  t h e r e  w a s  n o w  
h a r d l y  a  s t e p  ; to  b e  r i c h  w a s  t o  b e  “  s u s p e c t , "  
a n d  t o  b e  s u s p e c t  w a s  to  d ie .  O n  t h e  a d v i c e  
o f  D u v a l  t h e  C o u n t  h a d  v i e k l e d ,  in  t h e  s h a p e  
o f  a  “ p a t r i o t i c  g i f t , "  t h e  g r e a t e r  p a r t  o f  hi.-, 
e s t a t e s ,  b u t  t h e  “  R e v o l u t i o n a r v  C o u r t s  ”  w e r e  
s e l d o m  t o  b e  b a u l k e d  o f  t h e i r  p r e y  b y  s u c h  
d e v i c e s .  P h i l i p p e  D u v a l  f o u n d  a ll  h i s  c u n n i n g  
a n d  a c t i v i t y  c a l le d  in t o  p l a y .  A s  P r e s i d e n t  o f  
t h e  Co mite h e  c o u l d  s h o w  n o  la c k  o f  z e a l —  
u p o n  t h i s  h is  o w n  l ife  d e p e n d e d .  O n e  a f t e r  t h e  
o t h e r  t h e  fe w  n o b l e s  o f  t h e  n e i g h b o u r h o o d  
w h o  h a d  n o t  e m i g r a t e d  m o u n t e d  t h e  s c a f fo ld .  
T h r e e  s e v e r a l  t i m e s  h a d  t h e  P u b l i c  P r o s e c u t o r  
m e n t i o n e d  t h e  n a m e  o f  t h e  C o m t e  d ' A r r i e n ,  
a n d  t h r e e  t i m e s  h a d  t h e  a d r o i t n e s s  o f  P h i l i p p e  
d e f r a u d e d  t h e  g u i l l o t i n e .  B u t  in t h e  p e r f o r m ­
a n c e  o f  t h e s e  fe a ts  o f  c l e v e r n e s s  l a y  a  f r i g h t ­
fu l  d a n g e r .  A l r e a d y  t h e r e  w a s  t h e  f a in t e s t  
w h i s p e r  th a t  t h e  Citoyen D u v a l  m i g h t  n o t ,  
a f t e r  a l l ,  b e  s o u n d  t o  t h e  v e r y  h e a r t  o f  h im .  
A n d  t h i s  a d d i t i o n a l  q u e s t i o n  a r o s e  : w h a t  w a s  
t h e  s e c r e t  o f  h is  e v i d e n t l y  c l o s e  c o n n e c t i o n  
w i t h  t h e  doctors o f  A v i g n o n  ? A t  s u c h  a 
t i m e ,  to  a c t  in  a n y  w a y  o u t  o f  t h e  c o m m o n  
c o u r s e  w a s  t o  b e  s u s p e c t .  H i s  h o u s e k e e p e r  
r e v e a l e d  t h e  fa c t  t h a t  h e  w o u l d  sit u p  all  t h e  
n i g h t  p o r i n g  o v e r  b o o k s  a n d  c h a r t s .  W h a t ,  
t h e n ,  w a s  t h e  m e a n i n g  o f  t h e s e  v i g i l s  ?

O n e  m o r n i n g  h e  s a t  a t  t h e  t a b l e  in t h e  
g r e a t  l i b r a r y  o f  t h e  C h a t e a u  d ’A r r i e n  w i t h  a 
C o m m i s s i o n e r  just a r r i v e d  f r o m  P a r i s .  T h e s e  
C o m m i s s i o n e r s  w e r e  s e n t  o u t  s i n g l y  o r  in 
p a i r s  o v e r  F r a n c e  w i t h  a b s o l u t e  p o w e r  t o  
“  t a k e  in r e q u i s i t i o n  ”  t h e  w h o l e  p r o p e r t y  o f  
a n y  c i t i z e n  w h a t e v e r .  B e f o r e  t h e  t w o  m e n  
l a y  a m a p  o f  t h e  e s t a t e s  o f  t h e  C o u n t .

“  T h e  c h a t e a u , ”  s a id  t h e  C o m m i s s i o n e r ,  
“  sh a l l  b e  u s e d  a s  a  m a g a z i n e  ; t h e  r e s t  o f  tlie- 
e s t a t e ,  c o r n  b e i n g  s c a r c e ,  m a y  b e  p l a n t e d  in 
w h e a t . ”

“  Y o u  t a k e  t h e  w h o l e  in  r e q u i s i t i o n ,  t h e n  ? ’ ’ 
a s k e d  P h i l i p p e .

“  C e r t a i n l y . ”
“  T h e r e  is  t h i s  s t r ip  o f  w o o d l a n d  in  t h e  

c o r n e r  h e r e . ”
“  L e t  it  b e  s o l d . ”
“  B u t  i t  is  a l m o s t  u s e le s s .  Tt c o n t a i n s  t h e  

f o r e s t e r ' s  o ld  c o t t a g e --------”
“  T h a t  at l e a s t  m a y  b e  s o l d . ”
“  1 r e c o m m e n d  t h a t  it b e  left t o  t h e  f a m i l y  

a s  a r e s i d e n c e . ”
T h e  e n v o y  g l a n c e d  s h a r p l y  at h im .
“  A r e  t h e y  n o t  a r i s t o c r a t s  o f  t h e  o ld  t y p e ?  ”
“  A r i s t o c r a t s ,  y e s — b u t  g o o d  p a t r i o t s . "
“  P o p u l a r  in  A v i g n o n  ? ”
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“  V e r y . ”
“  A n d  y o u r  o w n  g o o d  f r i e n d s ,  n o  d o u b t  ? ”
“  O h ,  y e s . "
“  W e l l ,  b e  it so .  T h e y  m a y  h a v e  t h e  

c o t t a g e . "
T h e  n e x t  d a y  t h e  f a m i l y  t o o k  u p  t h e i r  

a b o d e  in t h i s  n e w  h o m e — a  t w o - s t o r i e d  
cabanc in  t h e  d e p t h s  o f  t h e  fo r e s t .  P h i l i p p e ’s 
finesse h a d  t h u s  s n a t c h e d  t h e m  a  s h e l t e r  f ro m  
t h e  w r e c k  o f  t h e i r  f o r t u n e s  ; b u t  t h e  in f i r m  
o l d  c o u n t  n o t  b e i n g  a b le ,  l i k e  m a n y  o f  t h e  
n o b l e s ,  t o  t a k e  h is  p la c e  at t h e  b l a c k s m i t h ’* 
f o r g e  o r  c a r p e n t e r ’s b e n c h ,  t h e y  w e r e  n o w  
w i t h o u t  i n c o m e .  H e n c e f o r t h  t h e y  w e r e  c o m  
p l e t e l v  at t h e  m e r c y  o f  D u v a l ,  a n d  a t e  d a i l y  
o f  t h e  b r e a d  o f  h is  b o u n t y .

T h r o u g h  t h e  w o o d s ,  c a p p e d  in h is  bonnet 
rouge a n i l  w e a r i n g  t h e  carmagnole, l ie  c a m e  
a s  u s u a l  in t h e  e v e n i n g ,  lu ll  o f  g o o d  h o p e ,  
t o  f i t  w i t h  t h e m  at t h e i r  p o o r  h e a r t h .  T in -  
e l d e r s  w o u l d  r e t i r e  e a r l y ,  l e a v i n g  h i m  w i t h  
t h e  b l i n d  g i r l .  T h e y  w e r e  t h e  b e s t  o f  f r ie n d s  
n o w .  S h e  t r u s t e d  in h i m ,  a n d  r e v e r e d  h im  
a b o v e  a ll  m e n .

“  A d e l i n e , "  h e  s a id  l a t e  o n e  n i g h t ,  t a k i n g  
h e r  h a n d ,  " t e l l  m e  t h i s  t r u l y :  h a v e  y o u — 
h a v e  y o u  e v e r  l o v e d  ? ”

A  w a v e  o f  s c a r le t  b l u s h e d  l o  h e r  face .
“  A n d  y o u  l o v e  sti ll  ? ”
In  a w h i s p e r ,  w i t h  b o w e d  h e a d ,  s h e  

a n s w e r e d ,  “  y e s . "
“ A h  ! a n d  f o r  m e ,  t h e n ,  t h e r e  is n o  h o p e ?  "
“ B u t  I  l o v e  y o u ,  P h i l i p p e .  H o w  y o u  p a in  

m e  b y  s p e a k i n g  s o !  B u t  n o t — o h ,  n o ,  n o -  
v o u  d o  n o t  k n o w  ! "

F o r  a  l o n g  t i m e  l ie  w a s  s i l e n t ,  t h e n  l o o k e d  
u p  s u d d e n l y  a n d  s a i d —

“  A h ,  b u t  I h a v e  it in  m y  p o w e r  t o  b r i n g  
y o u  a b l e s s i n g  s o  g r e a t  a n d  p r e c i o u s  t h a t  y o u
m a y  y e t ------- b u t  w i t h  it m a y  c o m e  t o  y o u
t h e  c o n s c i o u s n e s s  t h a t  I a m  n o t  w h a t  1 s e e m ,  
a n d  it m a y  t h e n  b e  t o o  l a t e — t o o  l a t e . "

“  Y o u  s p e a k  s t r a n g e l y  ! W h a t  b l e s s i n g  ?
“ L o o k  t o w a r d  t h e  l ire .  C a n  y o u  no t see 

a n y t h i n g  ? "
“  1 d i m l y — y e s ,  1 a m  c o n s c io u s  o f  a- r e d ­

d i s h  g l o w . "
“ J u s t  s o — t h e n  y o u  a r e  n o t  w h a t  c a n  b e  t r u l y  

c a l le d  b l in d  a t  a l l .  A n d  n o w ,  s h a l l  I  t e l l  y o u  
a  s e c r e t  ? F o r  n e a r l y  f i v e  y e a r s  I  h a v e  b e e n  
s t u d y i n g  f o r  y o u r  s a k e  t h e  m e d i c i n e  a n d  
s u r g e r y  o f  t h e  e y e ,  a n d  i f  y o u  w i l l  l e t  m e ,  
1 a m  c e r t a i n  I  c a n  m a k e  y o u  s e e  a g a i n .  1 
f i r m l y  b e l i e v e  t h a t  a t h i c k e n i n g  o f  t h e  c r y s t a l ­
l in e  le n s ,  d u e  t o  a s h o c k  o f  s u d d e n  f r i g h t ,  is 
t h e  o n l y  o b s t a c l e  b e t w e e n  y o u  a n d  v i s io n .  A  
w e e k  a g o ,  in  t h e  p r e s e n c e  o f  t h r e e  p h y s i c i a n s  
ol A v i g n o n ,  I  o p e r a t e d  o n  j u s t  s u c h  a  c a s e  in 
t h e  h o s p i t a l ,  a n d  t h e y  a r e  all  s a y i n g  I  h a v e  
a c q u i r e d  a  s k i l l  q u i t e  e x c e p t i o n a l ,  a n d  p e r  
f o r m e d  a w o n d e r . ”
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I n  a p a r o x y s m  o f  e m o ­
t i o n ,  A d e l i n e  t u r n e d  h e r  
f a c e  t o w a r d  h i m ,  f e l t  fo r  
h i s  h a n d ,  a n d  c o v e r e d  it 
w i t h  k i s s e s .

A n d  so t h e r e  c a m e  a  d a y  
w h e n  s h e  sa t  f a c i n g  a n  o p e n  
w i n d o w ,  a n d  t h e  d o c t o r s  
s t o o d  a r o u n d  h e r ,  a n d  t h e  
c r u e l - k i n d  k n i f e  o f  P h i l i p p e  
q u i v e r e d  in  h e r  e y e .  T h e  
C o u n t e s s ,  a l l  t e a r s  a n d  
t r e m o r s ,  k n e l t  b y  a  b e d ­
s id e  ; t h e  C o u n t ,  d u m b  w i t h  
pit \ a n d  w o n d e r ,  g l i d e d  
t r o m  r o o m  to  r o o m .

T h e  l i g h t ,  t h e  h e a v e n l y  
ir is ,  c a m e  1 S h e  s a w .  O n e  
d u l l  a f t e r n o o n ,  in h e r  i m ­
p a t i e n c e ,  s h e  l i f te d  t h e  
b a n d a g e ,  a n d  as t r e e s  w a l k  
in g ,  s a w  m e n  m o v e  b e fo r e  
h e r .  P h i l i p p e  w a s  t h e r e  ; 
h e  h a d  c o m e  t o  m a k e  h is  
adieus b e f o r e  s t a r t i n g  for  
P a r i s  w i t h ,  a s  h e  s a id ,  a 
R e p o r t  to  t h e  C o n v e n t i o n .
H o l d i n g  h e r  h a n d  t o  s.av 
g o o d - b y e ,  h e  b e n t  a n d  
k i s s e d  h e r  c h e e k ,  a n d  in 
h e r  r e c e p t i o n  o f  t h i s  c a re ss  
w a s  a ll  t h e  c h a r m  o f  ac  
q u i e s c e n c e ,  c o n s e n t  ; t h e  
C o u n t  a n d  C o u n t e s s  saw 
t h e  a c t io n ,  a n d  t h e y ,  to o ,  
in c o n f i r m a t i o n  o f  t h e  tac it  
c o m p a c t ,  c a m e  a n d  k is se d  
h e r .  D u v a l  p u l  a h a n d  
o v e r  h is  e v e s ,  a n d  w en t  
a w a y  h u r r i e d l y ,  t r e m b l i n g  
w i t h  a g i t a t i o n .

A d e l i n e  r a p i d l y  r e c o v e r e d  
s i g h t .  C r a z y  w i t h  t h e  ce  
s t a s y  o| a n e w  s e n s e ,  sh e  
w a l k e d  out e v e r y  d a y  a l o n g  
t h e  p a t h s  o f  t h e  w o o d ,  f r o l i c s o m e ,  l a u g h i n g ,  
t h e  d e e p  w i n t e r  t u r n e d  in  h e r  f a n t a s y  to  
le a f ie s t  s u m m e r .

T h e  s u n  h a d  set  o n e  e v e n i n g  w h e n ,  in  a 
n a r r o w  r o a d  b e t w e e n  h e d g e s ,  s h e  s a w  a m a n  
c o m i n g  t o w a r d  h e r .  O v e r c o m e  w i t h  s u r p r i s e ,  
s h e  l a u n c h e d  t h a t  s p e c i e s  o f  s h r i l l  c r y  in t o  
w h i c h  w o m e n  c a n  c r o w d  t h e  e x p r e s s i o n  o f  
w h o l e  p a r a d i s e s .  T h e n  s h e  s t o o d  in m a r b l e ,  
p a l l i d  t o  t h e  l ip s .  C a m i l l e  d e  M o u r n e r !  it w an 
h e  ! — t h e  s c a p e g r a c e  y o u n g  n o b l e m a n  w h o m ,  
m o r e  t h a n  f iv e  y e a r s  b e fo r e ,  s i te  h a d  s a v e d  
f r o m  t h e  P a r i s  m o b .  H e  s t i l l  w o r e  t h e  s a m e  
a r i s t o c r a t i c  d r e s s  o f  t h e  w i l d  C a f e  d u  F o y  
d a y s ,  t h e  o ld  c o a t ,  f r o g g e d  a n d  la c e d ,  r a g g e d  
a n d  s o i le d .  W i t h  t h e  o ld  neglige r e p o s e ,  a i r y

c o u r t l i n e s s ,  h e  s i e p p e d  f o r w a r d ,  a n d  t o o k  h e r  
h a n d .

“  C a m i l l e  ! o h ,  C a m i l l e , "  s h e  c r i e d ,  t h e  l ig h t  
o f  l o v e  b e a m i n g  f r o m  h e r  fa c e ,  " i t  is l o n g  
s in c e  w c  m e t  .' "

“  Y o u  t h o u g h t  m e  e a t e n  b y  le  P o r e  H i t i l lo  
t in e ,  o f  c o u r s e  ; "

“  E a t e n ?  1 ? N o — T k n e w  y o u  w e r e  a l i v e . ' ’
" H o w ? "
"  1 s h o u l d  h a v e  fell. C a m i l l e , "  s h e  sa id  

q u i t e  s i m p l y .  " S o m e t i m e s  I k n e w  y o u  s<> 
n e a r  m e  t h a t  1  c o u l d  h e a r  y o u r  v e r y  v o ic e .  
B u t  y o u  d id  D o t  w r i t e  t o  m e  ! "

"  Y e s ,  t w ic e ,  a f t e r  t h e — t h e  m o b  a f f a i r . ”
H e r  l in g e r s  t o u c h e d  h e r  b o s o m  ; t h e  t w o  

l e t t e r s  w e r e  t h e r e ,  h e a v i n g  o v e r  h e r  h e a r t .
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“  Only t w i c e , "  s h e  s a id ,  a n d  t h e  r h a p ­
s o d ie s  a n d  v o w s  w e r e  not t a k e n  to  h e  o v e r -  
s i n c e r e --------"

"  T h e y  were s i n c e r e ,  h o w e v e r  ; a n d  t h e  
v o w s  h a v e  b e e n  k e p t . "

“ S o ? ”  S i t e  t r i l l e d  a  l a u g h .  “ B u t  t h e y  
m i g h t  h a v e  b e e n  l o n g e r — t h e r e  m i g h t  h a v e  
b e e n  m o r e  o f  t h e m  ! M y  m a i d ,  w h o  r e a d  t h e m  
t o  m e ,  w a s  l i t t l e  w i n d e d  b v  t h e  e f fo r t  ! "

“  Y e s ,  1 h e a r d  o f  t h e  b l in d n e s s .  I t  m a d e  m e  
— c a n  I  s a y  it n o w  ?— f o n d e r  o f  v o n  t h a n  e v e s . "

" C a m i l l e ! ”  h e r  b u r n i n g  fa c e  w e n t  h i d i n g  
o n  h i s  s h o u l d e r .

A g a i n  a n d  a g a in  t h e y  m e t  in t h i s  w a y ,  
s e c r e t l y ,  u n d e r  c o v e r  o f  n i g h t ,  t h e  c ic a la  
c h i r p i n g  m o u r n f u l  t o  t h e  i n t e n s e  w h i s p e r i n g s  
o f  t h e i r  s e c r e t .  T h e  t i m e  a p p r o a c h e d ,  c a m e ,  
p a s s e d ,  w h e n  P h i l i p p e  D u v a l  w a s  e x p e c t e d  to  
r e t u r n  a n d  c l a i m  h is  b r i d e .

A n d  so  it h a p p e n e d  t h a t  o n e  m o r n i n g  t h e  
d i s t r a c t e d  C o u n t  a n d  C o u n t e s s  d ' A r r i e n  
s e a r c h e d  in v a in  t h r o u g h  t h e  h o u s e ,  a n d  
t h r o u g h  t h e  w o o d s  f o r  A d e l i n e .  A d e l i n e  
c o u l d  n o t  b e  f o u n d .  It w a s  o n l y  t o w a r d  
m i d - d a y  t h a t ,  h a l f  m a d  w i t h  t e r r o r ,  t h e y  f o u n d  
t h i s  n o t e  o n  a n  e s c r i t o i r e  :

“  M y  D a r l i n g  M a r t i a n ,— I a m  g o i n g  f r o m  y o u  
fu l l  o f  p i t y  f o r  y o u  ! b u t  I k n o w  th a t  h o w e v e r  
i n s a n e  I  s e e m ,  m y  d e a r  m a i n a n  w i l l  n e v e r ,  n e v e r  
b e l i e v e  m e  u n d u t i l u l  o f  h e a r t  ! T h e  p o w e r  o f  
a  l o v e  f a r  s t r o n g e r  t h a n  a t h o u s a n d  w i l l s — a h ,  
y o u  w i l l  p i t y  m e  s t i l l ,  a n d  f o r g i v e !  Y o u  
k n o w  h i m  w e l l ,  i n a m a n  ; m y  f a t h e r  k n o w s  
h i m  ; b e f o r e  l o n g  y o u  sh a l l  h e a r  h is  n a m e .  
H e  h a s  p o w e r f u l  f r i e n d s  a c r o s s  t h e  b o r d e r ,  
w h o m  h e  s a y s  w e  m a y  h o p e  to r e a c h .  A s  fo r  
y o u ,  P h i l i p p e  D u v a l  w i l l  n o t  d e s e r t  y o u  n o w  ; 
[ k n o w  h i m  a l t o g e t h e r  n o b l e  a n d  g e n e r o u s .  
O n l y  f o r  a  t i m e ,  f a r e w e l l ,  f a r e w e l l . ”

T h e  C o m t e  d ' A r r i e n ,  o n  r e a d i n g  th i s  te a r -  
s t a in e d  m e s s a g e ,  l i f te d  h is  a r m ,  a b o u t  to  u t t e r  
a  c u r s e .

A t  t h a t  m o m e n t  a m e s s e n g e r  b r o k e  in t o  
t h e  r o o m  w i t h  a s e a l e d  p a c k e t .  T h e  C o u n t  
t o r e  it o p e n .  11 w a s  f ro m  P h i l i p p e  D u v a l .

“ M y  D e a r  C o m t e  d ' A r r i e n , ”  it s a id ,  " i t  is 
n o w  l iv e  y e a r s  s in c e  1 d e c l a r e d  to  y o u  m y  l o v e  
fo r  y o u r  d a u g h t e r  ; it is l o u r  s in c e ,  w h e n  y o u  
c a m e  t o  A v i g n o n ,  1 f o l l o w e d  y o u .  F o r g i v e  
m e  i f  I  r e m i n d  y o u  w h y -  t o  p r o t e c t  h e r  a n d  
y o u .  H o w  1 h a v e  d o n e  t h i s  y o u  k n o w  : 1 
w o n  o f f ic e ,  w e a l t h  ; m a n y  l i m e s ,  o f t e n  b v  
w a y s  u n k n o w n  to  y o u ,  1 s a v e d  y o u r  l iv e s .  
A n d  y o u  c a n  n e v e r  d r e a m  w h a t  a ll  t h i s  y e a r ­
l o n g  h y p o c r i s y  in a  c a u s e  1 d e t e s t e d  cost 
m e . B u t  l i k e  J a c o b  s e r v i n g  s e v e n  y e a r s ,  
a n d  y e t  s e v e n ,  for  b i s  R a c h e l ,  L c o u n t e d  it 
n o t h i n g  i f  1 m ig h t  w i n  t h e  c o ld  h e a r t  o f  y o u r  
A d e l i n e .
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" T h r e e  m o n t h s  a g o ,  a f t e r  a ll  t h i s  l a b o u r  o f  
l o v e ,  s h e  c o n f e s s e d  to  m e  t h a t  h e r  w o m a n ' s  
a f f e c t io n s  w e r e  g i v e n  t o  a n o t h e r .  1 a b a n d o n e d  
h o p e ,  a n d  r e s o l v i n g  to  s a c r i f i c e  m y s e l f ,  1 
b r o u g h t  b a c k  t h e  l ig h t  t o  h e r  e y e s ,  n e v e r  
i n t e n d i n g  th a t  s h e  s h o u l d  s e e  t n v  la c e .  H a d  
I not e v e r y  r e a s o n  to  b e l i e v e  t h a t ,  o n  l o o k i n g  
at m e ,  h e r  f e e l in g s  o f  f r i e n d s h i p  fo r  m e  w o u l d  
at: o n c e  t u r n  t o  a b h o r r e n c e ?

"  S o o n  a f t e r  t h e  o p e r a t i o n  I  t h e r e f o r e  p r e ­
t e n d e d  to  s ta r t  fo r  P a r i s .  In  r e a l i t y ,  1 l i n g e r e d  
h i d i n g  in  t h e  n e i g h b o u r h o o d ,  w a t c h i n g  h e r  
w i n d o w  b v  n i g h t ,  h o p i n g  fo r  a  last s ig h t  o f  
h e r  d r e s s  a m o n g  t h e  t r e e s .  1 h a d  c a s t  o f f  w i t h  
l o a t h i n g  t h e  t r a p p i n g s  o f  t h e  R e v o l u t i o n ,  a n d  
r e s u m e d  t h e  o ld  a p p a r e l  o f  t n v  o r d e r .

"  M y  last  e v e n i n g  h a d  c o m e ,  w h e n  A d e l i n e ,  
at a  t u r n  o f  t h e  p a t h  t h r o u g h  t h e  g l e n ,  c a m e  
s u d d e n l y  u p o n  m e ,  a n d  w i t h  h e r  n e w  e y e s  s a w  
m y  face .  A h  ! 1 n o t i c e d  t h e  i n v o l u n t a r y
o p e n i n g  o f  h e r  a r m s ,  t h e  s c r e a m  o f  j o y ,  a n d  
g l a n c e  o f  p e a c e  a f t e r  l o n g  y e a r s  o f  p a i n  ! I n  
a n  in s t a n t  m y  h e a r t  k n e w  a ll.  I w a s  l o v e d  ! 
l o v e d  ! l o v e d  !

" A n d  v e t  n o t  T, P h i l i p p e  D u v a l ,  b u t  I —  
C a m i l l e  d e  M o u n i e r  ! F i v e  y e a r s  a g o ,  w h e n  
I v o w e d  t o  y o u  to  d e s e r v e  h e r  b y  t h e  a n n i h i ­
l a t i o n  o f  m y  o ld  self ,  w h e n  e v e n  t h e  o ld  n a m e  
w a s  d o f fe d  w i t h  t h e  rest  o f  t h e  o l d  l i fe ,  y o u  
c o n s e n t e d  to  t h e  i n n o c e n t  d e c e p t i o n ,  b e l i e v i n g  
th a t  in t h i s  c o m p l e t e  b u r y i n g  o f  m y  f o r m e r  
s e l f  l a y  m y  o n l y  h o p e  o f  w i n n i n g  h e r .  B u t  
c o u l d  e i t h e r  o f  us i m a g i n e  th a t  all  t h i s  t i m e  
h e r  w a y w a r d  h e a r t  w o u l d  b e  w e a r i n g  i t s e l f  
w i t h  s i g h s ,  no t fo r  t h e  h o n e s t  m a n  w h o  
c r o w n e d  h e r  l i fe ,  but fo r  t h e  p r o f l i g a t e  a n d  
lo s e  I w h o s e  c o w a r d i c e  h a d  r o b b e d  h e r  o f  s i g h t  ? 
S o  n e a r  a k i n ,  it s e e m s ,  is p i t y  t o  l o v e  ; a n d  
s o  d i s c o n n e c t e d  w i t h  l o v e  is t h e  f e e l i n g  o f  
g r a t i t u d e .

"  B u t  y o u  m a y  i m a g i n e  m y  a n x i e t y  t o  k e e p  
m y  t w o  p e r s o n a l i t i e s  a p a r t ,  for  t h e  p r e s e n t  at 
le a s t ,  in  t h e  m i n d  o f  m v  A d e l i n e .  Y o u  w i l l  
n o t  relu.-.e to  p a r d o n  u s  o u r  H ight,  l o r  t h i s  y o u  
w i l l  s e e  to  h a v e  b e e n  m v  w ise s t  a l t e r n a t i v e ,  
a n d  o u r  s e p a r a t i o n  I r u m  y o u  w i l l  n o t  b e  l o n g .
1 r e t u r n  to  r e s u m e  t h e  m u m m e r y  ol bonnet 
ro//ye a n d  t r i c o l o u r ,  a n d  t o  l i v e  w i t h  y o u  t i l l  
1 h e  e v i l  d a v s  a r e  1 >ver ."

T h i s  l e t t e r ,  w i t h  o t h e r s  b e a r i n g  u p o n  t h i s  
n a r r a t i v e ,  l ie s  n o w  in a n  b id  b u h l  c a b i n e t  o f  
t h e  C h a t e a u  d ' A r r i e n  ; lo r  u n d e r  t h e  regime 
ol t h e  D i r e c t o r y  t h e  e s t a t e s  o f  t h e  C o u n t  w e r e  
r e s t o r e d  to  h i m ,  a n i l  h e r e  t h e  f a m i l y ,  w i t h  
C a m i l l e  d e  M o u n i e r  a n d  A d e l i n e  h i s  w i f e ,  
c o n t i n u e d  to  r e s id e .  It is a  g r e a t - g r a n d s o n  o f  
A d e l i n e  w h o  is t h e  p r e s e n t  lo r d  o f  t h e  o ld  
p i le ,  t h e  g r e a t e s t  o f  t h e  a n c ie n t  f e u d a l  c a s t l e s  
r o u n d  A v i g n o n .
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D I N  s e n d s  o u t  h i s  
V a l k y r s  t o  c h o o s e  
t h e  s l a i n , ”  s a id  t h e  
V i k i n g  S i g u r d  t o  
h is  n e p h e w ,  G u r t h ; 
“  I  g o ,  a n d  m a y  
n o t  r e t u r n  ; y o u  
k n o w  m y  w i l l — s e e ,  
G u r t h ,  t h a t  y o u  d o  
i t . ”

H i s  h a n d s  w e r e  
o n  t h e  h e a d s  o f  t w o  c h i l d r e n  o f  n i n e .  H e  
k i s s e d  t h e m ,  a n d  l e a p t  t o  h i s  yollc, in  w h i c h  
t w o  c h a m p i o n s  r o w e d  h i m  t o  h i s  d r a g o n - s h i p  
l y i n g  n e a r .  A s  t h e  l u g - s a i l  b u l g e d  h u g e l y  t o  
t h e  b r e e z e ,  a n d  t h e  l o n g  g a l l e y  s t e p p e d ,  g a y  
w i t h  g i l t  s p a r  a n d  p u r p l e  f la g ,  d o w n  t h e  fjord , 
S i g u r d ,  o n  t h e  p o o p ,  t u r n e d  f r o m  h i s  s t e e r i n g -  
o a r  a n d  w a v e d  a  h a n d .  T h e  s e t t i n g  s u n  
g l i t t e r e d  o n  h is  r i c h  w a r - g e a r .  H e  s t o o d  
l o o m i n g  b i g ,  a  t o w e r i n g  b u l k ,  w i t h  t h e  l o n g  
t i l e - b e a r d  o f  o l d  A s s y r i a n  k i n g s ,  a  s i l v e r  w i r e  
s h o w i n g  h e r e  a n d  t h e r e  in  t h e  r u s s e t  flow. 
H e  w a v e d  h i s  h a n d — h is  e i g h t y  r o v e r s  c o m ­
m e n c e d  t h e  c h a u n t  o f  a  s e a - s o n g — a n d  a  b l u f f  
h i d  t h e m  f r o m  t h e  b a y .

T h e  b a y  w a s  a t  t h e  i n n e r  e n d  o f  t h e  l o n g ,  
w i n d i n g  fjo rd .  A  g r e e n s w a r d  s l o p e d  g e n t l y  
u p  f r o m  t h e  b e a c h ,  c r o w n e d  a t  t h e  t o p  w i t h  
a n  e d g e  o f  f o r e s t  ; a n d  m i d w a y  s t o o d  t h e  l o w ,  
w i d e s p r e a d  b u r g ,  o r  m a n o r - h o u s e ,  o f  t h e  
V i k i n g ’s d o m a i n .  T o  t h i s  t u r n e d  G u r t h ,  
h o l d i n g  a  h a n d  o f  e a c h  o f  t h e  c h i l d r e n .  S o  
f a s t  h e  w a l k e d  t h a t  h e  d r a g g e d  t h e m  ; h i s  
g r a s p  h u r t  t h e m .  E x u l t a t i o n  w a s  d a n c i n g  in  
h i s  h e a r t  a n d  g l o o m y  e y e .  H e  w a s  m a s t e r  a t  
l a s t — p e r h a p s  f o r  g o o d — fo r  O d i n  s e n d s  o u t

h i s  V a l k y r s ,  a n d  S i g u r d  t h e  V i k i n g  w a s  b u t  
m o r t a l  m a n .

G u r t h ,  a t  a . t i m e  w h e n  m o s t  m e n  w e r e  
w a r r i o r s ,  w a s  n o t  a  w a r r i o r  ; o n e  s a w  t h a t  in  
h i s  f a c e — a  p u f f y  f a c e ,  d a r k  a s  a  N o r m a n ’s, 
s e a m e d  w i t h  d e e p  l in e s ,  a n d  h a i r l e s s  ; w i t h  
s h i f t y  d a r k  e y e s ,  a n d  a  b r o k e n  n o s e .  H i s  b a c k  
s t o o p e d  d e e p l y .  S t a n d i n g  b y  S i g u r d ,  h i s  h e a d  
j u s t  r e a c h e d  t h e  V i k i n g ’s  s h o u l d e r .

H e  s a t  l a t e  t h a t  n i g h t  in  t h e  l o w ,  w i d e  h a l l  ; 
a r o u n d ,  o n  b e n c h e s ,  l o l l e d  t h e  r e s i d u e  o f  
S i g u r d ’s r e t a i n e r s ,  d r i n k i n g  m e a d  f r o n t  h o r n s .  
F r o m  t h e  l o n g  h e a r t h s  b y  t h e  t a b l e  s p r a n g  
t h e  f i r e - s m o k e  t o  t h e  o p e n  l o u v r e s  in  t h e  
r o o f .  G u r t h ,  b r o o d i n g ,  s a t  a t  t h e  t a b l e - h e a d ,  
f i n g e r i n g  h i s  e m b o s s e d  c u p .  P r e s e n t l y  h e  
s p r a n g  u p ,  s o m e w h a t  f u d d l e d ,  a n d  t h e r e  w a s  
s i l e n c e .  “  M e n , ”  h e  s a id ,  “  I a m  y o u r  o v e r ­
m a n  n o w  ; i f  t h e r e  b e  t h r a l l ,  o r  c h u r l ,  o r  c h a m ­
p i o n  h e r e  d i s p u t e s  t h a t ,  l e t  h i m  s a y  it .  B y
t h e  b e l t  o f  T h o r --------”  ; h e  g l a r e d  c u n n i n g l y
r o u n d ,  b u t  n o  o n e  s t i r r e d .  S i g u r d , ”  h e  c o n ­
t i n u e d ,  “  is g o n e  a - V i k i n g  in  B r i t l a n d .  When 
h e  m a y  r e t u r n ,  w h o  k n o w s  ? M e a n w h i l e  w e  
h a v e  s c a r c i t y  o f  m u c h — o f  c o r n ,  f a b r i c s ,  g o l d .  
S i g u r d  w a s  a  f r e e - h a n d ,  a  f c a s t e r ,  w i n k i n g  a t  
s l o t h ,  so  i t  w e r e  b r a v e  a n d  b l o o d y .  I  a m  f o r  
g a t h e r i n g  t o g e t h e r  a n d  h u s b a n d i n g .  N o  i d l e ­
n e s s  o n  t h e  l a n d s  w h i l e  I  l o r d  it  h e r e  ! L e t  
e v e r y  t h r a l l  d o  h i s  s w e a t i n g : e v e r y o n e  b r i n g  
h i s  s h a r e  f r o m  l a n d  o r  s e a .  H e  w h o  fa i l s  w i l l  
k n o w  m e  b e t t e r .  I  c a l l  a  c h e e r  ! ”

S i l e n c e  r e i g n e d .  M a l i g n i t y  a n d  a  p a i n f u l  
a n x i o u s n e s s  c o n t o r t e d  t h e  f a c e  o f  G u r t h .  B u t ,  
s l o w l v ,  t h e  m e n  s t o o d  u p  a n d  d r a n k .

W h e n  a  s n o r e  o r  t w o  b e g a n  t o  s o u n d ,  h e  
r o s e  a n d  g l i d e d  a c r o s s  t h e  c o u r t y a r d .  F r i g g a ’s
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l a m p ,  w e s t e r i n g  l o w ,  b u r n e d  d i m  i n  t h e  
h e a v e n s .  A f t e r  p a s s i n g  t h r e e  c o r r i d o r s ,  h e  
t a p p e d  a t  a  d o o r ,  a n d  w a s  a d m i t t e d  in t o  a  
c h a m b e r  b y  o l d  G u n h i l d ,  t h e  vala  o f  t h e  
b u r g .  H e  s a t  n e a r ,  p e e r i n g  in t o  h e r  fa c e .

“  W e l l ,  n o w , ”  h e  s a id ,  “  h a v e  y o u  w r o u g h t  
t h e  s p e l l s  fo r  m e  ? ”

T h e  o l d  d a m e  n o d d e d  m e a n i n g l y  f a r  w i t h i n  
h e r  w i m p l e .  S h e  w a s  d r e s s e d  i n  w h i t e .  
F r o m  i t s  c l o u d y  p o m p  t h e  s e t t i n g  m o o n  s h o n e  
t h r o u g h  t h e  w i n d o w  u p o n  t h e m .

“ A n d  is  t h e  g o o d  h a p  o f  F r e y ,  va la , o r  t h e  
m i s c h i e f  o f  L o k i  t o  r u l e  t h i s  l i f e  o f  m i n e  ? ”  

G u r t h ’s  s o f t  h a n d s  w e r e  w r i t h i n g  c l a m m i l y  
t o g e t h e r .  A n  a g o n y  o f  i n t e r e s t  g a z e d  f r o m  
h i s  e y e s  u p o n  t h e  w r i n k l e d ,  g r a v e  o l d  fa c e .

“  L o k i  o r  F r e y  ? ”  s h e  s a id ,  l o o k i n g  f a r  
a w a y  ; “  b o t h ,  i f  y o u  m u s t  k n o w . ”

“  A h  . . . ! t e l l  m e . ”
“ Y o u  w i l l  c o n q u e r  t h e  l i v i n g . ”
H i s  e y e s  g l o w e d .
“  B u t  b e w a r e  o f  t h e  d e a d . ”
“  H o w  ! t h e  dead  y o u  s a y  ? ”
T h e  vala  p o i n t e d  a  b e n t  f i n g e r .  I n  a 

c o r n e r ,  o n  t w o  b e d s ,  l a y  t h e  c h i l d r e n .  T h e  
h a i r  o f  t h e  g i r l ,  G e r d a ,  s p r e a d  r i c h  o v e r  t h e  
c o v e r l e t  l i k e  a  m a t  o f  g o l d .  T h e  a r m  o f  
y o u n g  H r o l f ,  t h e  s o n  o f  S i g u r d ,  l a y  u n d e r  h i s  
h e a d ,  t h e  f is t  c l e n c h e d .

“  I f  h a r m  c o m e  t o  them''' s a id  G u n h i l d ,  
“  A l l - f a t h e r  w i l l  s e e  t o  i t ,  I  t e l l  y o u . ”

L i t t l e  G e r d a  w a s  a n  o r p h a n ,  t h e  d a u g h t e r  
o f  a  n e i g h b o u r i n g  J a r l ,  a  c lo s e  c o m r a d e  o f  
S i g u r d .  T h e  J a r l ,  d y i n g ,  h a d  c o m m i t t e d  h e r  
t o  S i g u r d ,  t o g e t h e r  w i t h  h is  l a n d s  a n d  b u r g .  
T h e  l a s t  i n j u n c t i o n  o f  t h e  V i k i n g  t o  G u r t b  
h a d  r e f e r e n c e  t o  t h e  m a r r i a g e  o f  t h e  c h i l d r e n ,  
a s  s o o n  a s  t h e y  a t t a i n e d  s o m e t h i n g  l i k e  
m a t u r i t y .  I t  w a s  a  p r o j e c t  n e a r  t o  h i s  h e a r t ,  
a n d  a  f o r e b o d i n g  t h a t  t h i s  h i s  e x p e d i t i o n  
m i g h t  b e  o n e  o f  t h o s e  u n e n d i n g  v o y a g e s  t h a t  
b r a v e  m e n  t a k e  a t  t h e  c a l l  o f  O d i n  h a d  l e n t  
s t e r n  e m p h a s i s  to  h i s  c o m m a n d .

“  I f  h a r m  c o m e  t o  them . . . ”  s a id  G u n ­
h i ld .

“ B u t  l o o k  h e r e ,  v a la "  c o a x e d  G u r t h ,  
s p r e a d i n g  h i s  h a n d s ,  “  I  mean n o  h a r m  t o  
t h e m  ! H a r m ,  d o  y o u  t h i n k ?  A s  f o r  t h e  
b o y ,  i f  h i s  f a t h e r  c o m e s  n o t  b a c k ,  i n  a  f e w  
Y u l e s  w e  s e n d  h i m  V i k i n g ,  w h e r e  le t  h i m  
b i d e  t h e  c h a n c e s  o f  t h e  s e a - f i g h t  ; a n d  g l o r i o u s ,  
w e  a l l  s a y ,  is  d e a t h  in  t h e  f i g h t .  A s  f o r  t h e  
g i r l ,  s e v e n ,  e i g h t ,  p a s s i n g  s u m m e r s  w i l l  f in d  
h e r  f i t  a n d  m a r r i a g e a b l e .  H a r m ,  vala ?  W h y
s h o u l d  n o t  I ,  m y s e l f ------- ”

“  W h a t  ? ”
“  W e l l — vala— m a r r y  h e r . ”
G u n h i l d  l o o k e d  c a l m l y  s i d e l o n g  a t  t h e  

c u n n i n g ,  o i l y  fac e .
“  A n d  so  m a k e  q u i t e  s u r e  o f  t h e  w e a l t h  o f  

t h e  d e a d  J a r l ,  G u r t h  ? ”
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H e  c h u c k l e d  l o w .  “  A  w i s h  t o  g e t ,  a n d  
in c r e a s e  in  s t o r e ,  is  b u t  n a t u r a l  t o  u s  a l l . ”

“  Y e t  d o  you, G u r t h , ”  s h e  a n s w e r e d ,  s h a k i n g  
a  w a r n i n g  f i n g e r ,  “  c u r b  w e l l  y o u r  l u s t  f o r  
w e a l t h  1 f o r  i f  I  r e a d  r i g h t  t h e  s i g n s  . . .
b u t  fie  1 G e r d a  is  f o r  n o n e  o f  y o u r  m a r r y i n g .  
T h e r e  is  w h i t e n e s s  a l r e a d y  i n  y o u r  h a i r . ”

“  W h e n — w h e n  w i l l  S i g u r d  r e t u r n  ? ”
“  Y o u  m e a n  t o  a s k , ”  s h e  s a id  b i t i n g l y ,  

“  w h e t h e r  h e  w i l l  r e t u r n  a t  a l l . ”
“  W e l l ,  p u t  i t  s o . ”
“  B u t  I  m a y  n o t  t e l l  y o u .  A l l ,  e v e n  t o  t h e  

vala , is  n o t  r e v e a l e d .  B u t  I  k n o w  t h i s ,  t h a t  
h e  is  o f  t h o s e  h i g h  a n d  g r e a t  w a r r i o r s  w h o  do 
r e t u r n ,  t h o u g h  t h e  w o r l d  o p p o s e  t h e m .  A n d  
I  s a y  t o  y o u ,  G u r t h ,  d o  y o u r  w i l l  a n d  p r o s p e r  ; 
b u t  b e w a r e  o f  w r o n g  t o  those"

G u r t h  r o s e .  A  g r e y n e s s  o f  m o r n i n g  m i n g l e d  
n o w  w i t h  t h e  d a r k .  H e  b e n t  h i s  k n e e ,  a n d  
w a l k e d  a w a y .

I I .

I n n i n e  y e a r s  n o  o n e  a n y  l o n g e r  e x p e c t e d  
S i g u r d .  T h e  c r u i s e s  o f  t h e  V i k i n g s  w e r e  
a n n u a l  ; a n d  t h e  b o n e s  o f  a  h e r o  a b s e n t  n i n e  
y e a r s  w e r e  w e l l  k n o w n  t o  w h i t e n  o n  s o m e  
s h o r e ,  o r  r o l l  w i t h  t h e  t i d e s  o f  t h e  o c e a n -  
f lo o d .

G u r t h ,  m e a n w h i l e ,  h a d  “  c o n q u e r e d  t h e  
l i v i n g . ”  T h e  r o v e r s  d i s l i k e d  h i m ,  b u t  t h e  
t r o p h i e s  o f  t h e i r  e x c u r s i o n s  t h e y  l a id  a t  h i s  
f e e t .  T h a t  s l i g h t ,  d a r k  m a n  a c q u i r e d  a n  i r o n  
p o w e r  o v e r  t h e m .  T h e y  f e a r e d  h i m .  D i t l e w ,  
t h e  B e r s e r k ,  t h e  j o t u n - f u r i o u s ,  a n d  l e a s t  e r e c t  
o f  a l l  t h e  s p i r i t s  o f  t h e  b u r g - g u a r d ,  r e t u r n i n g  
f r o m  a  v o y a g e  o n  t h e  T h r o n d h e i n r  c o a s t ,  a n d  
d e e m i n g  h i m s e l f  i l l - r e w a r d e d  w i t h  h i s  s h a r e  
o f  b o o t y ,  d e s e r t e d  a t  d e a d  o f  n i g h t ,  a n d  s p e d  
f u g i t i v e ,  h i s  h o r s e  b u r d e n e d  w i t h  s t o l e n  t h i n g s .  
D i t l e w ,  a  h u g e  b o d y  e n d i n g  in  a  t i n y ,  b r o a d -  
b e a r d e d  h e a d ,  h a d  r e a c h e d  a  p o i n t  w h e r e  f e a r  
o f  p u r s u i t  n o  l o n g e r  t r o u b l e d  h i m  ; a n d  a t  t h i s  
p o i n t ,  s p r i n g i n g  f r o m  t h e  d a r k  o f  t h e  fo r e s t ,  
s t o o d  b e f o r e  h i m — G u r t h .  D i t l e w  d i d  n o t  
s u s p e c t  t h a t  G u r t h  w a s  t r e m b l i n g  w i t h  e v e n  
c h i l l i e r  f e a r s  t h a n  h e  h im s e l f ,  a l t h o u g h  s i x  
t h r a l l s  l u r k e d  n e a r  t o  p r o t e c t  h i m .  T h e  
s w o r d - a r m  o f  t h e  b r u t i s h  B e r s e r k  h u n g  l i m p  
in  t h e  p r e s e n c e  o f  t h i s  a l e r t  e y e  a n d  a l l -  
d i v i n i n g  b r a i n .  H e  r e t u r n e d  s u b m i s s i v e l y  
w i t h  G u r t h ,  a n d  f r o m  t h a t  n i g h t  w a s  a  m e r e  
c r i n g i n g  c u r ,  w a i t i n g  u p o n  t h e  g l a n c e  o f  h i s  
m a s t e r .  S o ,  o n e  b y  o n e ,  b y  f o r c e ,  b y  f r a u d ,  
G u r t h  “ c o n q u e r e d ”  t h e m .

O n e ,  h o w e v e r ,  n o  d e v i c e  c o u l d  t a m e .  
Y o u n g  H r o l f ,  a t  s e v e n t e e n ,  h a d  b e e n  o r d e r e d  
t o  sa i l  a - V i k i n g .  D y i n g  t o  g o ,  h e  h a d  r e f u s e d .  
D i t l e w ,  a t  a  g l a n c e  f r o m  G u r t h ,  d r a g g e d  h i m  
t o  t h e  b a y .  N o t  t i l l  t h e  N o r w a y  c o a s t  w a s  
l o w  o n  t h e  h o r i z o n  d i d  t h e y  r e l e a s e  h i m .  A t  
o n c e  H r o l f  s p r a n g  f r o m  t h e  p o o p .  H i s  r e t u r n



T h e  S p e c t r e -S h ip . 757
h e  a n n o u n c e d  b y  f i r i n g  a  s h e d  o n  t h e  c r a g s ,  
w h i c h  w a s  t h e  w a t c h - t o w e r  f o r  t h e  s i g n a l ­
m e n  p l a c e d  t o  f l a s h  a p p r o a c h  o f  e n e m i e s  b y  
m e a n s  o f  b e a c o n s  o n  t h e  h e i g h t s .  G u r t h  
b e l i e v e d  h i m s e l f  i n v a d e d ,  w h i l e  H r o l f  d r i e d  
h is  s c a r l e t - a n d - y e l l o w  V i k i n g - c l o t h e s  a t  t h e  
b u r n i n g  s h e d .

A t  e i g h t e e n  n o  l o v e  o f  o p p o s i t i o n  c o u l d  
l o n g e r  k e e p  h i m  f r o m  t h e  s e a - j o y .  G e r d a ,  
s p r u n g  g r a c i o u s  n o w  l i k e  a  y o u n g  l a r c h  f r o m  
t h e  h i l l - s id e ,  d id  t h e  c l a s p  o f  h i s  r i n g  m a i l -  
c o a t ,  a n d  w i t h  a  l i t t l e  m o c k  c u r t s e y  p u t  
“  T y r f i n g , ”  h i s  g r a n d f a t h e r ’ s  f a l c h i o n ,  in t o  h i s  
h a n d .  H r o l f  s t o o p e d ,  a n d  b r u s h e d  w i t h  h i s  
l ip s  t h e  f u l l  p i n k  b l o o m  o f  h e r  c h e e k .  S h e  
h a r d l y  n o t i c e d  t h e  c a r e s s  ; b u t  t h r e e  d a y s  
l a t e r ,  f o l d i n g  h i s  c l o t h e s ,  h e  b e i n g  t h e n  f a r  
a w a y ,  s h e  r e m e m b e r e d ,  a n d  f a i n t l y  b l u s h e d .

S o  H r o l f  h a d  d r u n k  d e l i g h t  o f  b a t t l e ,  a n d  
r e t u r n e d  b r o w n  ; a n d  t h e  b r i n e  h a d  w h i p p e d  
h i m  o u t  a  s h o r t ,  r e d d i s h  b e a r d .  G e r d a ,  a t  
t h e  s i g n a l ,  w e n t  f l u t t e r i n g  d o w n  t h e  fjord , 
a n d  l ie ,  s e e i n g  h e r  w h i t e  d r e s s ,  p u t  o f f  f r o m  
h i s  “  s c h i p , ”  a n d  m e t  h e r  w i t h o u t  t h e  u s u a l  
k i s s  ; a n d  t h e y  w a l k e d  t o  t h e  b u r g  t o g e t h e r .

G u r t h ,  s e e i n g  t h e m  c o m e ,  s a id  : “  N o t  t o o  
h a s t } ' ,  m y  y o u n g  b i r d s  ! Y o u  m a k e  a h a n d ­

s o m e  p a i r i n g ,  a n d  y o u r  w i n g s  g r o w  fas t ,  b u t  
I  h a v e  a  g r a v e  t h o u g h t  t o  c l ip  t h e m — a n d  t h e  
t i m e  s e e m s  c o m e . ”

H a l f  a  m i l e  o ff,  i n  t h e  f o r e s t - d e p t h ,  s p r e a d  
a  l a k e l e t ,  o n  w h i c h  s w a m  a  h i g h - p r o w e d  
s h a l l o p .  T h r o u g h  m a n y  a n  a u t u m n  a f t e r n o o n  
G e r d a  h a d  d r i f t e d  h e r e  a m o n g  t h e  s e d g e  o f  
t h e  s h a l l o w s ,  n o t i n g  t h e  c r y  o f  k i t t i w a k e s  o r  
t h e  p o i s e  o f  t e r n ,  o r  g u l l ,  o r  o s p r e y .  A n d  
h e r e ,  f r o m  b e h i n d  a  t r e e ,  t w o  d a y s  a f t e r  h i s  
c o m i n g  b a c k ,  H r o l f  s t o o d  w a t c h i n g  h e r .  Why 
f r o m  b e h i n d  a  t r e e ,  h e  c o u l d  n o t  f o r  t h e  w o r l d  
h a v e  s a id .  T h e  l a k e  w a s  f l o o d e d  w i t h  t h e  
a f t e r -gluth o f  t h e  s e t  s u n ,  a n d  i n  t h e  m i d s t  
G e r d a ,  a l l  g l o r i f i e d ,  u n r e a l ,  h e r  h e a d  s u n k ,  
h e r  c h e s t  n o w  a n d  t h e n  h e a v i n g  t h e  g h o s t  o f  
a  s ig h ,  in  t h e  s o r t  o f  g e n t l e  t r o u b l e  w i t h  w h i c h  
t h e  d u c k s  h e a v e d  o n  t h e  s o f t  s w e l l  o f  t h e  
l a k e .  P r e s e n t l y ,  b y  a  g l a n c e  a l m o s t  i n t u i t i v e ,  
s h e  s a w  t h e  r e d  s l e e v e  p e e p ,  a n d  t u r n e d  p a l e  
— s t a r t i n g  so ,  t h a t  t h e  p a d d l e  s l i p p e d  i n t o  t h e  
r e d  w a t e r .  H r o l f ,  a s  i f  s o m e t h i n g  m o m e n t o u s  
h a d  h a p p e n e d ,  s a id  t o  h i s  t r e e  : “  O d i n  ! s h e ’ s 
d r o p p e d  h e r  o a r  ! ”

H e  r a n  o u t  t h e n ,  s h o u t i n g ,  t o  t h e  s h o r e .
“  W a i t  a  b i t ,  I  a m  c o m i n g . ”
“  N o ,  n o , ”  s h e  c r i e d  f r o m  fa r .
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“  W h a t  d o  y o u  s a y  ? ”
“  D o  n o t  t r o u b l e . ”
“  B u t  w h a t  w i l l  y o u  d o  ? ”
“  I t  is  a l l  r i g h t . ”
“ W h a t  i s ? ”
“  Y o u  w i l l  w e t  y o u r s e l f . "
“  I  ? N o t  a  b i t . ”
“ Y o u  w i l l .  O h  w h y ------- ”
“  I  a m  c o m i n g . ”
l i e  p l u n g e d  in t o  t h e  r e e d y  s l i m e ,  f r i g h t i n g

“ A n d you  a r e  n o t  t h e  s a m e ,  e i t h e r . ”
“  W h o ' ,  I  ? w h y  n o t  ? ”
“ I  c a n ’ t  m a k e  o u t .  Y o u  s e e m  s o  d i f f e r e n t  

s in c e  I  h a v e  c o m e  b a c k . ”
“  I  a m  v e r y  s o r r y  f o r  t h a t ,  H r o l f .  W e  w e r e  

a l w a y s  s u c h  f r i e n d s .  W h y  d i f f e r e n t  ? ”
“  Y o u  l o o k  t o  m e  s o  m u c h  t a l l e r ,  a n d  y o u r  e y e s  

-— h o w  w o n d e r f u l l y  b l u e  y o u r  e y e s  a r e ,  G e r d a  ! ”  
S h e  c a s t  t h e m  d o w n ,  m u t t e r i n g  s o m e t h i n g ,  

l o o k i n g  u p o n  t h e  e b b  a n d  f lo w  o f  h e r  o w n
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r o u t s  o f  s c a r t s  a n d  w h i m b r e l s  t o  s h r i l l  s y n o d s  
in  t h e  a i r .  S w i m m i n g ,  h e  r e a c h e d  t h e  o a r ,  
t h e n ,  l i k e  a  w a t e r - d o g ,  t o w e d  it  t o  t h e  s h a l l o p .  
W i t h  s t r a n g e  c o m m o t i o n ,  a p p r e h e n s i o n , s h e  s a w  
h i m  c o m e ,  a n d  h a l f  s t o o d ,  t u r n i n g  r e d  a n d  p a le .  

“  T h e r e ,  I  s a id  y o u  w o u l d  ! ”
“  W o u l d  w h a t  ? ”
“  W e t  y o u r s e l f . ”
“  W e l l ,  o f  c o u r s e --------”
“  Y o u  s a id  y o u  w o u l d n ’ t . ”
“ H a ! h a ! b u t  I  a m  q u i t e  u s e d  t o  a l l  t h a t  n o w . ”  
“  Y o u  a r e  s u c h  a  v e r y  o l d — V i k i n g . ”
“  I  h a v e  k i l l e d  m y  m a n . ”
“  A n d  y o u  h a v e  a  b e a r d . ”

t r a v a i l i n g  b o s o m .  F o r  t h e  k e e n  p a n g  a t  h e r  
h e a r t  s h e  c o u l d  h a v e  c r i e d  a l o u d  w i t h  j o y .

“  A n d ,  l o o k  h e r e  ” — h e  w a s  c l o s e  t o  h e r ,  
h i s  h a n d  o n  t h e  g u n w a l e — “ y o u d i d  n o t — y o u  
k n o w — k i s s  m e — w h e n  I  c a m e  b a c k . ”

“  W h o  d i d n ’ t ? ”
“  Y o u  d i d n ’ t . ”
“ W h y ,  H r o l f ,  a r e  y o u  s u r e  ? I  t h o u g h t ------- ”
“  N o ,  y o u  d i d n ’ t, r e a l l y .  D o n ’ t y o u  s u p p o s e  

I  w o u l d  b e  c e r t a i n  t o  r e m e m b e r  ? ”
“  Y o u  n e v e r  a s k e d ,  H r o l f . ”
“  W e l l — b u t  c a n  1 c o m e  in  ? ”
“ N o  —  d o n ’ t ! H r o l f ,  d o n ' t  ! 

u p s e t --------”
y o u  w i l l
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“  L e t  m e  ! ”
“  B u t  y o u  c o u l d n ’ t ,  d o n ’ t  y o u  s e e --------”
“ I f  y o u  s it  h e a v i l y  o v e r  y o n d e r ,  p e r h a p s  I  

c o u l d . ”
S h e  w e n t .  H e  m a d e  a n  e f f o r t ,  b u t  h i s  l o n g -  

l e g g e d  m a s s  w a s  p o n d e r o u s .  T h e  s k i f f  c r a n k e d  
s t e e p l y .  H e  g a v e  i t  u p .

“ S t u p i d  s h e l l ! ”  h e  s a i d ;  “ y o u  w i l l  f in d  
y o u r s e l f  in  t h e  w a t e r  i n  n o  t i m e ,  i f  I  b e a r  
u p o n  h e r . ”

G e r d a  l e a n t  m o r e  h e a v i l y  u p o n  t h e  o t h e r  
s id e .

“  N o w ,  o n c e  m o r e — t r y , ”  s h e  s a id .
H e  t r i e d  a g a i n ,  a n d  t h e  n e x t  m o m e n t  

G e r d a  w a s  in  h is  a r m  in  t h e  w a t e r ,  h i s  o t h e r  
h a n d  c l i n g i n g  t o  t h e  s h a l l o p ’s k e e l .

“  W e l l ,  n o w -------- ! ”  w a s  a l l  h e  c o u l d  g a s p .
H e r  h a i r ,  w r a p p e d  t h i c k  a b o u t  h e r  h e a d  in  

t h e  v e r y  m a n n e r  o f  E v e ,  w a s  h a r d l y  w e t .  
S h e  c o u l d  s w i m  l i k e  a  f ish .  B u t  h e r  e y e s  
w e r e  c l o s e d .  T h e  w o m a n  in  h e r  w a s ,  o r  p r e ­
t e n d e d  t o  b e ,  a - f a in t .

“  D a r l i n g  ! G e r d a  ! ” — h e  w a s  k i s s i n g  h e r  
o n  h e r  l i f t e d  l ip s — “  W h a t  a  c l u m s y  b e a r — y o u
w i l l  b e  i l l ,  G e r d a --------”

S h e  t i g h t e n e d  h e r  a r m s  a b o u t  h i m .  H e r  
e y e s  o p e n e d  a n d  s m i l e d ,  a n d  c l o s e d  s h u d d e r  - 
i n g l y  a g a i n  a t  t h e  r e n e w e d  s t o r m  o f  h i s  l ip s .  
I t  w a s  t h e  g r e a t  m o m e n t  o f  h e r  l i fe ,  f o r  w h i c h  
s h e  h a d  u n c o n s c i o u s l y  l i v e d ,  b a c k w a r d  t o  
w h i c h  s h e  w o u l d  n o t  c e a s e  t o  l o o k .

G u r t h ,  a t  t h e  b u r g - d o o r ,  s e e i n g  t h e m  
a p p r o a c h  b e d r a g g l e d ,  w a l k e d  t o  m e e t  t h e m .  
H e  n o t i c e d  t h e i r  f a c e s ,  t h e  n e w  m e a n i n g  in  
t h e i r  e y e s ,  t h e  s w e e t  c o m p l i c i t y ,  a n d  j o y .

“  H o w  n o w  ? ”  h e  c r i e d .
“  O h ,  n o t h i n g — g o  a w a y , ”  s a id  H r o l f  ; 

“  fe l l  in t o  t h e  w a t e r . ”
G u r t h  s a id  t o  h i m s e l f  : “  T o - n i g h t . ”
T h e n ,  c lo s e  b y  G e r d a ,  h e  w h i s p e r e d  :—  
“ T o - n i g h t  I  w a n t  t o  s p e a k  t o  y o u —  

p r i v a t e l y .  Y o u  m u s t  c o m e  t o  t h e  w a t e r - b u t t  
o u t s i d e  t h e  b u r g ,  a b o u t  n i n e — y o u  b e a r  ? ”  

T h e  w o r l d  s w a m  i n  v a g u e  d r e a m  t o  h e r .  
S h e  h a r d l y  h e a r d ,  b u t  a n s w e r e d —

“ Y e s . ”
A t  t h e  b u r g  s h e  s n a t c h e d  h e r  h a n d  f r e e ,  

a n d  r a n  t o  c h a n g e .  T h e n ,  in  h e a d l o n g  h a s t e ,  
r u s h e d  i n t o  t h e  s a n c t u m  o f  G u n h i l d ,  a n d  fe l l  
p r o n e  a t  t h e  vain's  k n e e s ,  b u r y i n g  a w a y  h e r  
b u r n i n g  f a c e ,  t r e m b l i n g ,  t r e m b l i n g .  G u n h i l d ,  
r i c h - g i f t e d  in  h e a r t - i n s i g h t  u n d e r s t o o d ,  a n d  
s t r o k e d  t h e  g o l d ,  a n d  b e n t  h e r  c h e e k  t o  t h e  
h o t  e a r ,  d r o n i n g  t h e  r h y t h m  :—

“ Now may All-father,
Odin, the work-skilled,
Tunefulest song-smith, 
joyous sea-rover,
Faultless true-guesser,
Cunning entangler,
Odin wind-whispering,
Grant that it end well ! "

“  M a k r y  m e  ? ”  s a id  G e r d a .
“  A y ,  t h a t , ”  s a id  G u r t h .
I t  w a s  n i n e ,  n e a r  t h e  w a t e r - b u t t .
S h e  m e a n t  t o  l a u g h ,  a n d  a  s o b  b u r s t  f r o m  

h e r  l ip s .  O h ,  w h e r e  w a s  H r o l f  ? S h e  l o n g e d  
t o  w h i s p e r  i t  a l l  t o  h i m ,  a n d  w a t c h  t h e  f lu s h  
o f  h i s  c o n t e m p t .

G u r t h  h e l d  h e r  w r i s t ,  h i s  d a r k  e y e s  a l i g h t .
“  N o  t r e m b l i n g s  ! n o  f a i n t i n g s  a n d  f lu t t e r -  

i n g s  ! Y o u  a r e  m i n e .  I  h a v e  n u r t u r e d  y o u  
f o r  t h i s .  N o t  a  w o r d  ! I f  y o u  r e b e l —-if  y o u  
t r e m b l e — I  w i l l  c u t  o f f  y o u r  h a i r ,  I  w i l l  p i n c h  
a n d  n i p  y o u r  p r e t t y  g r a c e s ,  a n d  g r i n d  y o u  t o  
m y  w i l l  l i k e  c o r n  b e n e a t h  t h e  q u e r n — y o u  
h e a r  ? ”

“  B u t  w h o  a r e  y o u  t h a t  y o u  d a r e --------”
“  S i l e n c e  ! a n d  h i m ,  t o o ,  r e m e m b e r — y o u r  

y o u n g  s t r u t t i n g  c o c k e r e l — I ' l l  g r i n d  h i m  i f  
y o u  r e s i s t  m e --------”

“ H im / ”  f l u s h i n g  u p  i n t o  n o b l e  s c o r n ;  
“  w h y ,  h e  c a n  p r o t e c t  h i m s e l f  a n d  m e  f r o m  a  
t h o u s a n d  s u c h  a s  y o u ,  G u r t h  H e r m o d s s o n  ! ’ ’

“  G o  ! ”  h e  f l u n g  h e r  f r o m  h i m  ; “  s a y  a  
m o n t h  f r o m  n o w ,  a  w h o l e  m o n t h  t o  r e a d y  
y o u r s e l f  w i t h i n .  A n d ,  m e a n w h i l e ,  y o u  w i l l  b e  
w a t c h e d ,  b e  s u r e .  N o w  r u n  a n d  t e l l  y o u r  
vain, i f  y o u  w i l l ,  t h a t  i t  is I  w h o  s w e a r  i t  b y  
t h e  t h u n d e r  o f  T h o r  ! ”

A n d  t o  t h e  vain  G e r d a  d i d  r u n ,  a n d  s o b b e d  
t h e  t a l e  i n t o  t h e  s i b y l ’s  e a r s .  A t  m i d n i g h t  
G u n h i l d  s t o o d  a l o n e ,  m u m b l i n g  s p e l l s  o v e r  a  
f i r e  in  a  p l a t t e r ,  a n d  b e f o r e  m o r n i n g  a  p l a n  
h a d  m a t u r e d  in  t h e  w o r l d - w i s e  o l d  b r a i n .

S h e  h a d  H r o l f  i n t o  h e r  r o o m .  A t  t h e  n e w s  
“  T y r f i n g  ”  l e a p t  o u t ,  a n d  H r o l f  w a s  a l l  f o r  
o p e n  w a r .  B u t  t h e  rain, t h r e a t e n i n g  a n d  e n ­
t r e a t i n g ,  w o n  h i m  t o  a  c a l m e r  m o o d .

“  T h e  w i l l  o f  L o k i  i s  s e t  s t r o n g l y  a g a i n s t  
y o u r  e v e r  h a v i n g  G e r d a  a t  a l l , ”  s h e  s a id  ; 
“  e v e r y t h i n g  is  a g a i n s t  y o u .  U n l e s s  y o u  h a v e  
t h e  m a n h o o d  t o  c u r b  t h a t  h o t  b l o o d ,  y o u  m a y  
g i v e  u p  h o p e  a n d  b e  d o n e . ”

H e  s a t  a n d  l i s t e n e d .  H e r  p l a n  w a s  f l i g h t .  
I t  s e e m e d  t o  h e r  t h e  o n l y  w a y  o f  w a r d i n g  
t r a g e d y  f r o m  t h e  h o u s e  o f  t h e  S i g u r d s s o n s .  
T h e  c r a f t  o f  G u r t h  s h e  k n e w ,  h i s  l u c k  a n d  
k n a c k  o f  g a i n i n g  a n  e n d  ; a n d  s h e  r o u s e d  a l l  
h e r  o l d  d o r m a n t  a c u t e n e s s  t o  a  c o m b a t  o f  
w i t s  w i t h  h i m .  S h e  w a s  v e r y  f e e b l e  n o w —  
it  w o u l d  b e  h e r  la s t  f i g h t ,  a n d  s h e  w o u l d  f i g h t  
it  w e l l .

S o  H r o l f  a n d  G e r d a  s h o u l d  b e  s e e n  n o  m o r e  
t o g e t h e r ,  a n d  o n  t h e  t h i r d  d a y  H r o l f  s h o u l d  
p r e t e n d  a  j o u r n e y  t o  a  n e i g h b o u r i n g  b u r g ,  
a n d  in  t h e  n i g h t  t h e  t w o  s h o u l d  w a i t  a t  
a p p o i n t e d  s p o t s  o n  t h e  c r a g s ,  H r o l f  h a v i n g  
s e c r e t l y  r e t u r n e d .  S h e  k n e w  t h a t  G u r t h ’ s 
s p i e s  w a t c h e d  t h e m  ; b u t  t h a t  n i g h t  s h e  
w o u l d  s u m m o n  G u r t h ,  a n d  w h i l e  t h e y  t a l k e d ,  
F r i d ,  o n e  o f  h e r  w o m e n ,  w o u l d  b o l t  t h e  d o o r

III .
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o u t s id e ,  so  t h a t  G u r t h  w o u l d  b e  h e r  p r i s o n e r .  
F r i d  w o u l d  t h e n  r u n  a n d  l i g h t  a  p e a t  f i r e  a t  
t h e  b a c k  o f  t h e  b u r g  w a l l ,  a  s i g n a l  f o r  t h e  
c h i l d r e n  t o  m e e t  a n d  r i d e  a w a y  ; f o r  h i s  s p i e s  
n o t  f i n d i n g  G u r t h ,  w o u l d  n o t  d a r e  o r  c a r e  t o  
fo l l o w .  W i t h o u t  d a n g e r  t h e  t w o  c o u l d  t h e n  
f a r e  a w a y  t o  J a r l  S v e g d i r ’s b u r g  o n  t h e  I v a n  
F j o r d ,  w h o  w o u l d  n o t  b e  s l o w  t o  g r a n t  t h e m  
a s y l u m .  O n c e  w e d d e d ,  t h e i r  b a t t l e  w a s  m o r e  
t h a n  h a l f  f o u g h t  a n d  w o n .

O n  t h a t  t h i r d  n i g h t ,  t h e n — a  c h i l l y  w i n d  
b l u s t e r i n g  t h r o u g h  t h e  d r i z z l y  d a r k n e s s —  
G e r d a  s t o o d  m u f f l e d ,  b u t  w e t ,  o n  t h e  c r a g s  
n o r t h  o f  t h e  fjo rd ,  w h i l e  H r o l f  w a t c h e d  f r o m  
t h e  s o u t h e r n  c l i f fs .  T h e  h o u r  a p p o i n t e d  w a s  
a b o u t  n i n e .  B u t  a t  t e n  n o  f i re  h a d  s h o t  
u p .

G u r t h  w a s  w a l k i n g  u p  a n d  d o w n  t h e  h a l l ,  
h i s  h a n d s  b e h i n d  h i s  b a c k .  E v e r y  t i m e  h e  
c a m e  t o  t h e  d o o r ,  h e  o p e n e d  i t  s l i g h t l y  a n d  
l o o k e d  o u t  in t o  t h e  s q u a l l .  M e n  l o l l e d  s i l e n t  
a b o u t  t h e  r o o m .  T h e  l o n g  f i re s  b u r n e d  b r i g h t .  
T h e  e y e  o f  D i t l e w ,  t h e  B e r s e r k ,  w i t h  t h e  
s l e e p y  f i d e l i t y  o f  a  w a t c h - d o g ,  f o l l o w e d  e v e r y  
Step  o f  G u r t h  in  h i s  c e a s e le s s ,  f e l i n e  w a l k .

T o w a r d  e l e v e n  H r o l f  s a id  t o  h i m s e l f : 
“  B e a r d  o f  T h o r  ! b u t  w i l l  i t  n e v e r  c o m e  ? ”  
a n d  G e r d a ,  s h i v e r i n g ,  a l l  h a g g a r d  w i t h  f r i g h t ,  
w e p t  a l o u d  : “ O h , s o m e  d r e a d f u l  c h a n c e  m u s t  
s u r e l y  h a v e  h a p p e n e d  ! ”

G u r t h ,  s t o p p i n g  b e f o r e  D i t l e w ,  s a i d — •
“  Y o u  a r e  s u r e  y o u n g  H r o l f  is  b a c k  ? ”
“  Y e s , ”  a n s w e r e d  D i t l e w ,  “  I  s a w  h i m . "
“  A n d  t h e  g i r l  ? ”
“ H s e n g ,  t h e  h o u s e - c h u r l ,  h a s  h a d  a n  e v e  

u p o n  h e r  t o - d a y . ”
“  A n d  w h e r e  is  H c e n g  ? ”
“  I  t h o u g h t  t h e  l o u t  w a s  h e r e . ”

N o — y o u  s e e  ; h e  is  n o t , ”  G u r t h  sa id ,  
w i t h  a  f i e n d ’s  s m i l e .  “  G e t  u p  n o w ,  a n d  h a v e  
t h e  s i x  h o r s e s  I  s p o k e  o f  t h i s  m o r n i n g  r e a d y  
a t  t h e  d o o r .  A n d  j u s t  t a k e  r e d  b r a n d  f r o m  
t h e  f i re ,  a n d  k i n d l e  m e  a  f l a m e  a t  t h e  b a c k  o f  
t h e  b u r g - w a l l  y o n d e r . ”

D i t l e w  s t a r e d .
“  D o  i t , ”  s a id  G u r t h ,  a n d  c o n t i n u e d  h i s  

w a l k .
T h e  h a n d - w o m a n ,  F r i d ,  k n e w  n o t h i n g  o f  

t h e  s c h e m e  b y  w h i c h  s h e  w a s  t o  im p r i s o n  
G u r t h ,  a n d  n o w  s a t  w e a v i n g  in  t h e  w o m a n ’ s- 
q u a r t e r ,  a m i d  a  c r o w d  o f  c h a t .

H r o l f  w a s  s a y i n g : “  H a s  G u n h i l d ,  t h e n ,  
p l a y e d  u s  f a l s e — a h ,  n o — a n d  y e t  
w h e n  h e  s a w  t h e  f l a r e  a t  t h e  a p p o i n t e d  s p o t ,  
a n d  c r y i n g ,  “ g o o d  !— a t  l a s t , ”  g a l l o p e d  t h r o u g h  
t h e  f o r e s t  t o  t l ie  o t h e r  s id e .  N e a r  t h e  c l i f f -  
e d g e ,  h e  l e a p t  off, a n d  f o u n d  G e r d a .

“  Q u i c k  n o w , ”  h e  p a n t e d — “  a h ,  b u t  
h o w  c o l d ,  m ) '  l o v e  !— t h e  w a y  t h r o u g h  t h e  
f o r e s t --------"

“  D e a r  H r o l f , ”  s h e  w h i s p e r e d ,  “  1 h a v e  s u c h
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a  s t r a n g e  f e a r — w h y  w a s  t h e  s i g n a l  s o  l a t e  ?—  
i f  h a r m  s h o u l d  c o m e  t o  y o u  . . . ”

S h e  b e g a n  t o  w e e p .  H e  t o o k  h e r  in  h is  
a r m s  t o  t h e  h o r s e ,  l i f t e d  h e r  t o  t h e  p i l l i o n ,  
s p r a n g  u p ,  a n d  c a n t e r e d  d o w n  t h e  h i l l - s id e .

A  i n a n ,  m e a n w h i l e ,  h a d  c r e p t  f r o m  a c le f t  
b e h i n d  t h e m  a n d  r u n  t o  t h e  b u r g .  I t  w a s  t h e  
h o u s e - c h u r l  H z e n g .  H e  r u s h e d  in ,  a n d  w h i s ­
p e r e d  t o  G u r t h  : “  T h e y  a r e  o f f — t h r o u g h  t h e  
f o r e s t  ! ”

“ T o  h o r s e !  t o  h o r s e ,  y o u  s i x ! ”  c r i e d  
G u r t h ,  s t a m p i n g ,  h i s  e y e  f l a s h i n g — “  y o u n g  
H r o l f  a n d  m y  w a r d ,  G e r d a — t h e  w a y  t h r o u g h  
t h e  f o r e s t  ! ”

S i x  f e l l o w s  r a n  t o  t h e  w a i t i n g  h o r s e s ,  a  
c o u p l e  s n a t c h i n g  f l a m b e a u x  f r o m  t h e  s c o n c e s .  
A s  t h e y  e n t e r e d  t h e  w o o d ,  t h e y  h e a r d  t h e  
t r a m p  o f  H r o l f ’s  h o r s e  b e f o r e  t h e m .  B u t  it 
w a s  d o u b l y - w e i g h t e d ,  a n d  n o t  t h e  f l e e t e s t  o f  
t h e  b u r g  ; n o r  w a s  t h e  c h a s e  l o n g .  P r e s e n t l y  
H r o l f  w a s  l y i n g  o n  h i s  b a c k  i n  t h e  f o o t - w a y ,  
b o u n d .  B u t  “  T y r f i n g  ”  h a d  p a s s e d  t h r o u g h  
H ; e n g ,  t h e  h o u s e - c h u r l ,  a n d  h a d  c h a s m e d  
d e e p  t h e  s h o u l d e r  o f  D i t l e w ,  t h e  B e r s e r k .

T h e  t h o u g h t  t h a t  r a n k l e d  b i t t e r  a s  t h e  
g a n g r e n e  o f  a  k n i f e - w o u n d  in  t h e  h e a r t  o f  
H r o l f  w a s  t h i s  : “  T h e  vain  h a s  b e t r a y e d  u s —  
u s ,  h e r  o w n — h e r  c h i l d r e n  ! ”  G e r d a  s t o o d  
n e a r ,  g u a r d e d ,  n u m b  a s  m a r b l e .

G u r t h ,  a s  s o o n  a s  t h e  m e n  h a d  g a l l o p e d  
f r o m  t h e  d o o r ,  s p e d  a c r o s s  t h e  c o u r t y a r d .  
H i s  m a n n e r  o f  g o i n g  w a s  s i n g u l a r  ; h e  r a n ,  
t h e n  f o r  a  m o m e n t  s t o p p e d ,  h e s i t a t i n g ,  f u l l  o f  
d o u b t s  ; a n d  r a n ,  a n d  s t o p p e d ,  a n d  r a n  a g a in .  
A t  la s t ,  w h e n  n e a r  t h e  2>ala's c h a m b e r ,  h e  
d r e w  o i l  h i s  s o f t  rivltns  f r o m  h i s  f e e t ,  a n d  
c r e p t ,  o n  t i p - t o e ,  t o  h e r  d o o r .  T h e  d o o r  w a s  
f a s t e n e d  o n  t h e  o u t s i d e .  W i t h  u t t e r  s t e a l t h i ­
n e s s  G u r t h  u n d i d  t h e  b o l t s .  F r i g h t  a n d  t h e  
t r i u m p h  o f  h i s  c u n n i n g  f o u g h t  f o r  m a s t e r y  in 
h i s  w o r k i n g  fa c e .  B u t  f r i g h t  w a s  u p p e r m o s t  ; 
h e  h a d  d a r e d  t o  d o  a n  a w f u l  t h i n g  ! T h e  
vain  h a d  t h o u g h t  t o  i m p r i s o n  h i m ,  a n d  h e  
h a d  i m p r i s o n e d  h e r .  B u t  s h e  w a s  t h e  h o l y  
o f  t h e  g o d s ,  a n d  t h e  w e i g h t  o f  t h e  a c t  h e  h a d  
t a k e n  u p o n  h i m s e l f  w a s  t r e m e n d o u s .  H a v i n g  
n o i s e l e s s l y  u n d o n e  t h e  b o l t ,  h e  c r e p t  b a c k ­
w a r d ,  t o o k  h i s  s l ip p e r s ,  a n d  p e l t e d  a c r o s s  t h e  
c o u r t y a r d .

A t  t h e  d o o r ,  l i s t e n i n g ,  h e  h a d  h e a r d  t h e  
va/a d e t a i l  h e r  w h o l e  s c h e m e  t o  H r o l f .  S e v e r a l  
p la n s  h a d  t h e n  p a s s e d  t h r o u g h  h i s  b r a i n  ; h e  
m i g h t  a r r e s t  t h e  c h i l d r e n  a t  o n c e  ; h e  m i g h t  
h a v e  m e n  p o s t e d  a t  t h e  a p p o i n t e d  s p o t s  t o  
s e iz e  t h e m  s e p a r a t e l y .  B u t  t h e  lu s t  t o  e m ­
p h a s i s e  h i s  t r i u m p h ,  a n d  m a k e  i t  s t r i k i n g ,  
o v e r m a s t e r e d  h i m .  T h e  la d ,  m o r e o v e r ,  m u s t  
b e  c a u g h t  in  t h e  a c t  o f  s n a t c h i n g  h i s  w a r d  
f r o m  h i s  c o n t r o l ,  in  o r d e r  t h a t  t h e  s u b s e q u e n t  
c r u e l t i e s  w h i c h  h e  in t e n d e d  m i g h t  f in d  fu l l  
j u s t i f i c a t i o n  in  t h e  e y e s  o f  t h e  b u r g - m e n .



T h e  S p e c t r e - S h ip .

H i s  d e l a y  o f  h o u r s  in  k i n d l i n g  t h e  f i re  fo r  
t h e i r  m e e t i n g  h a d  b e e n  p r o m p t e d  b y  t h e  m e r e  
w a n t o n n e s s  o f  t h e  t i g e r  t o y i n g  w i t h  i t s  p r e y .

I n  t h e  m o r n i n g  a  w o m a n ,  e n t e r i n g  t h e  
vala 's  c h a m b e r ,  f o u n d  h e r  s i t t i n g ,  b o t h  h a n d s  
s t i f f l y  c l e n c h e d ,  a  l o o k  o f  a w f u l  s u r p r i s e  a n d  
p r i d e  in  h e r  s t a r i n g  e y e s .  S h e ,  t h e  l o n g -  
h o n o u r e d ,  t h e  v e n e r a b l e ,  in  h e r  e x t r e m e  o l d  
a g e ,  h a d  b e e n  s l a i n  b y  a n  i n d i g n i t y .  A n d  
G u r t h  h a d  w a l k e d  o n  t i p - t o e  le s t  e a r s  a l r e a d y  
d e a d  s h o u l d  m a r k  
h i m  —  r. s  t h e  
w i c k e d  f le e  w h e n  
n o  m a n  p u r s u e t h .

I V .

S uccess m a d e  o f  
G u r t h  H e r m o d s -  
s o n  s o m e t h i n g  
v e r y  l i k e  a  f ie n d  
— s u c c e s s  a n d  t h e  
d e a t h  o f  t h e  vala 
G u n h i l d  H e  h a d  
n e v e r  d r e a m e d  o f  
s u c h  a  t h i n g ,  a n d  
t h e  i n c i d e n t  u p ­
se t  a n d  p e r v e r t e d  
h i m .  A  m  a  n  
b e l i e v i n g  h i m s e l f  
u n d e r  t h e  c u r s e  
o f  h e a v e n ,  a s  
G u r t h  n o w ,  t e n d s  
t o  b e c o m e  d e e p l y  
wicked, n o  l o n g e r  
s t i c k i n g  a t  t r i f le s .
F o r  t h r e e  w e e k s  
G e r d a  a n d  H r o l f ,  
e a c h  w o n d e r i n g  
w h e r e  t h e  o t h e r  
w  a s ,  w e r e  
p r i s o n e r s  n e a r  e a c h  o t h e r  in  r o o m s  o f  t h e  
b u r g .  D i t l e w ,  n u r s i n g  h is  c le f t  a r m ,  w a t c h e d  
t h e  c e a s e l e s s  p a c i n g s  a n d  g r i n d i n g  t e e t h  o f  
H r o l f .  G e r d a ,  d i s h e v e l l e d ,  w o e - b e g o n e ,  sa t  
s t a r i n g  b e f o r e  h e r ,  r e f u s i n g  fo o d .  T w i c e ,  
s in c e  t h e  vala 's  b u r i a l ,  G u r t h  h a d  v i s i t e d  
h e r .  S h e  h a d  s p r u n g  t o  a  c o r n e r ,  a  y o u n g  
r o e  a t  b a y ,  h o p e l e s s ,  b u t  r e a d y  t o  t e a r ,  i f  
t o u c h e d .  T o  h i s  t a l k  o f  m a r r i a g e ,  t h r e a t s  
o f  f o r c e ,  t h e  s l i g h t  d o w n w a r d  c u r v e  o f  h e r  
u p p e r  l ip  g a v e  s i l e n t  a n s w e r .

“  I f  t h e  b o y  w e r e  d e a d  ! ”  t h o u g h t  G u r t h .  
B u t  h e  d id  n o t  s e e  h i s  w a y ,  a s  y e t ,  t o  c o ld  
m u r d e r .  T h e  e x i g e n c y  w a s  n o t  p r e s s i n g  
e n o u g h  fo r  t h a t  ; a n d  t h e  b u r g - m e n ,  t h o u g h  
s u b d u e d ,  w e r e  y e t  m e n ,  b r a v e ,  s o m e  o f  t h e m  
g e n e r o u s ,  a n d  m i g h t  f in d  m u r d e r  i n t o l e r a b l e .  
B u t  t h e  t h o u g h t  p u t  i n t o  h is  h e a d  a  t r i u m p h ­
a n t  id e a ,  a n d  t h e  n e x t  d a y  D i t l e w ,  b y  i n s t r u c ­
t i o n ,  s l i p p e d  in t o  G e r d a ’s r o o m .

H e  s p o k e  k i n d l y  ; t o l d  o f  H r o l f ; t h a t  h e  
w a s  c l o s e  t o  h e r ,  c o n f i n e d  l i k e  h e r .  S h e  d r e w  
n e a r  t o  h i m ,  d r i n k i n g  in  h i s  w o r d s .  H e  w a s  
c l o s e  t o  h e r ,  t h e n  !

“  B u t  I  c o m e  a s  a  f r i e n d  t o  w a r n  y o u , ”  
s a id  D i t l e w  ; “  I  c o m e  s e c r e t l y — n o  o n e  k n o w s .  
T h e r e ’s  n e a r  d a n g e r  a - h a n g i n g  o v e r  t h e  
y o u t h ’s  h e a d . ”

“  D a n g e r  ! ”
“  W e l l ,  y o u  k n o w  G u r t h  H e r m o d s s o n .  H e

is a  m a n  m u s t  
h a v e  h i s  w a y .  
H e  d o e s  n o t  say 
a n y t h i n g ,  b u t  I  
k n o w w e l i  e n o u g h  
w h a t  h e  w i l l  do, 
i f  y o u  h o l d  o u t  
a g a i n s t  h i m . ”  

“ D o ?  —  t o  
H r o l f ,  y o u  
m e a n  ? ”

“ A y .  I f  t h e  
l a d ’ s in  t h e  w a y ,  
h e  w i l l  b e  r e ­
m o v e d ,  I  t e l l  
y o u .  E v e r y  m o ­
m e n t  t h e  d a n g e r  
i s  n e a r  h i m .  
P e r h a p s  t h i s  v e r y  
n i g h t  —  i n  h i s
s l e e p --------”

“ O h ! ”  s h e  
l e a p t  t o  h i m ,  
c a u g h t  h i m  b y  
h i s  t w o  s l e e v e s ,  
f e l l  t o  h e r  k n e e s  
— “  D i t l e w  ! y o u  
a r e  a  m a n  ! s a v e  
h  i m  f  o  r  m  e  ! 
H a v e  y o u  a 
t i g e r ’ s  h e a r t ,  

g o o d  D i t l e w  ? H a v e  I  e v e r  d o n e  y o u  h a r m  ? 
H e  is  a l l  I  h a v e ,  D i t l e w — m y  l i f e — s a v e  h i m ,  
D i t l e w --------”

“ A h ,  n o w  y o u  r a v e , ”  h e  s a id ,  “ w h a t  c a n  
/ d o ?  ”

H e  u n d i d  h e r  g r a s p  a n d  w e n t  a w a y ,  l e a v i n g  
h e r  f a i n t  o n  t h e  f lo o r .

I n  a n  h o u r  s h e  s e n t  a  m e s s a g e  t o  G u r t h ,  
s a y i n g  t h a t  s h e  w a s  p r e p a r e d  t o  m a r r y  h i m  
o n  t h e  m o r r o w .

* * * # #

A n d  o n  t h e  m o r r o w  a n  a l t a r  o n  t h e  g r e e n ­
s w a r d  r a n  r e d  w i t h  o x e n  b l o o d ,  a n d  t h e  n e w  
vala  c h a n t e d  b e f o r e  it ,  a n d  G u r t h  a t  la s t  w a s  
m a s t e r ,  b e y o n d  t h e  t r i c k s  o f  c h a n c e ,  o f  t h e  o ld  
J a r l ’s l a n d s .

A s  i f  h a l f - a s h a m e d  o f  t h e  m u m m e r y ,  h e  
h a d  p e r f o r m e d  h i s  p a r t  s t a m m e r i n g l y ,  s h y l y  
a w k w a r d ,  b u t  a f t e r w a r d s  w a l k e d  b l i t h e l y  t o
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t h e  b u r g ,  s h r i l l i n g  h i g h  a  s u m m o n i n g  h o r n .  
F o r  G e r d a  h e  h a d  t a k e n  a  s i l k e n  r o b e  f r o m  
t h e  s t o r e h o u s e ,  w h i c h  s h e  w o r e .  T o  e v e r y ­
t h i n g  s h e  h a d  a c q u i e s c e d  w i t h  s p i r i t l e s s  
a b a n d o n m e n t ,  s t i p u l a t i n g  o n l y  t h a t  H r o l f  
s h o u l d  n o t  b e  r e l e a s e d  t h a t  d a y ,  a n d  o n  t h e  
n e x t  t h a t  s h e  s h o u l d  b e  c o n v e y e d  a w a y  t o  h e r  
f a t h e r ’ s b u r g ,  a n d  b e  s e t  f r e e ,  u n h a r m e d .

A n d  b e s i d e  G u r t h ,  a t  t h e  t a b l e - h e a d ,  s h e  
s a t  t h r o u g h  t h e  a f t e r n o o n .  A n d  f r e e r  a n d  
f r e e r  f l o w e d  t h e  m e a d ,  a n d  h i g h e r  s w e l l e d  
t h e  t u m u l t  o f  g o o d  c h e e r  a n d  f o r g e t f u l n e s s  
o f  s o r r o w ,  t i l l  G u r t h ,  m o l l i f i e d  b y  h i s  c u p ,  
t u r n e d  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e  t o  h i s  m a r b l e  b r i d e ,  
a n d  s a i d — -

“ T a k e  h e a r t ,  f a i r  f a c e !  N o  m i s c h i e f  is  
m e a n t  y o u .  T h e r e  b r e a t h e s  n o  m o r e  h a r m ­
le s s  a  r a s c a l  t h a n  t h y  o l d  G u r t h  t o  t h e m  w h o  
l e t  h i m  g o  h i s  w a y  in  q u i e t n e s s . ”

A n d ,  as  i f  in  a n s w e r ,  a  f a i n t  c h e e r  c a m e  
w a f t e d  f r o m  t h e  b a y .  I n  a  m o m e n t a r y  lu l l  o f  
t h e  f e s t a l  n o i s e  it  c a m e ,  a n d  e v e r y o n e  s e e m e d  
t o  h e a r .  A  s i l e n c e  f e l l .  G u r t h  l o o k e d ,  
q u e s t i o n i n g ,  r o u n d .

A t  t h e  m o m e n t  a  c h u r l  c a m e  r u n n i n g  t o  
h i m ,  a n d  w h i s p e r e d —

“  S i g u r d  S i g u r d s s o n  is  c o m e  b a c k ,  a n d  h a l f  
h i s  c h a m p i o n s  w i t h  h i m .  H e  is  b u t  n o w  
l a n d e d  o n  t h e  b a y . ”

T h e  d r i n k i n g - h o r n  d r o p p e d ,  a n d  G u r t h  
fe l l ,  c o l l a p s e d ,  h e a d - p r o n e  u p o n  t h e  t a b l e ,  
s h o t  in  t h e  b r e a s t  b y  f a t e .  I t  m i g h t  b e  s a id  
t h a t  h e  s w o o n e d — t h e  s o l id  w o r l d  r u s h e d  
f r o m  h i m .  R u t  o n l y  f o r  a  m i n u t e .  T h e n  h i s  
s u b t l e  n a t u r e  r e g a i n e d  i t s e l f .  T h i s  w o u n d  
w a s  n o t  m o r t a l .

H e  s p r a n g ,  s t r a i g h t ,  s o b e r .  H e  b e c k o n e d  
t o  D i t l e w .  H e  w h i s p e r e d  t o  G e r d a ,  h i s  e y e s  
r o l l i n g  r o u n d  t h e  r o o m  : “  G o  n o w  w i t h  
D i t l e w  ; l a t e r  I  w i l l  c o m e  t o  y o u . ”  H e  
w h i s p e r e d  t o  D i t l e w  : “ L o c k  h e r  f a s t  in  t h e  
s a m e  p la c e ,  a n d  l o o k  w e l l  t o  t h e  la d ,  t o o ,  a n d  
k e e p  t h e  k e y s .  S i g u r d  is  c o m e .  L a t e r ,  k e e p  
c lo s e  t o  m e .  I  m a y  w a n t  y o u . ”  T h e n ,  t h e  
B e r s e r k  a n d  h i s  c h a r g e  h a v i n g  p a s s e d  o u t ,  h e  
l i f te d  h i s  v o i c e  : “  M e n  ! g o o d  n e w s  fo r  y o u .  
S i g u r d  S i g u r d s s o n  is  here. L e t  u s  b i d  h i m  
h e a r t y  w e l c o m e ,  s a y  I .  B u t  a s  t o  t h i s  
m a r r i a g e  o f  m i n e ,  I  w o u l d  m y s e l f  f i r s t  t e l l  o f  
it  t o  S i g u r d .  S e e ,  t h e n ,  t h a t  ye  s a y  n o t h i n g .  
R e m e m b e r  ! ”

H e  t u r n e d ,  f o l l o w e d  b y  t h e  m e n .  H a l f  w a y  
o n  t h e  s w a r d  h e  m e t  S i g u r d .  T h e  V i k i n g  in  
t e n  y e a r s  h a d  g r o w n  o ld .  H i s  b e a r d  w a s  
w h i t e ,  h i s  h a i r  w a s  w h i t e .  B u t  t h a t  h e r o i c  
f r a m e  s t o o d  s t i l l  e r e c t .  F I  is e y e  w a s  c a l m ,  
a n d  t h e  m a j e s t y  o f  t h e  w o r l d - w a r r i o r  v i c ­
t o r i o u s  o v e r  c h a n c e ,  a n d  l i fe ,  a n d  d e a t h ,  
c r o w n e d  t h e  m a n ,  a n d  e n n o b l e d  t h e  g l a n c e  
o f  h i s  b r o w  t o  s o m e t h i n g  a k i n  w i t h  g o d ­
l ik e n e s s .
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“  A h ,  G u r t h  H e r m o d s s o n  ! ”  h e  s a id ,  
b l i t h e l y  c a l m  ; “  g o o d  s i g h t  t o  s e e . ”

H i s  h a n d  r e s t e d  o n  G u r t h ’s s h o u l d e r .
“  A n d  g o o d  s i g h t ,  y o u ,  t o  s e e , ”  s a id  G u r t h  

— “  a n d  s t r a n g e . ”
“  W e l l ,  G u r t h ,  t h e  w o r l d  is  t h e  f ie ld  o f  

b a t t l e  f o r  u s  p o o r  g o d s o n s ,  a n d  a  m a n  m u s t  
e v e n  f i g h t  h i s  b e s t  in  it ,  a n d  d ie .  I  h a v e  b e e n  
a w a y  in  B r i t l a n d ,  j o i n e d  t o  a  h o s t  o f  S a x o n  
m e n ,  f i g h t i n g  w i t h  S c o t ,  f i g h t i n g  w i t h  P i e t ,  
f i g h t i n g  h e r e ,  f i g h t i n g  t h e r e .  I  s a w  t h e  
w o r k  w a s  w o r t h  d o i n g ,  a n d  in  t h e  g o d s ’ n a m e  
I  w e n t  a n d  d i d  it .  B u t ,  m a n ,  t h e  c h i l d r e n  ! ”  

“  T h e  c h i l d r e n  ? ”  s a id  G u r t h .
“  A y ,  m a n . ”
F o r  t h i r t y  l o n g  s e c o n d s  G u r t h  h e s i t a t e d .  

W h e n  h i s  l ip s  n e x t  m o v e d ,  h e  w a s  a  lo s t  s o u l .
“  T h e  c h i l d r e n  ? T h e y  a r e  b u t  l a t e l y  

m a r r i e d .  A r e  g o n e  a w a y  t o g e t h e r  t o  t h e  
o l d  J a i l ’s  b u r g . ”

H e  k n e w  t h a t  i n  a  d a y ,  a t  m o s t ,  t h a t  l i e  
m u s t  b e  d e t e c t e d — i f  S i g u r d  l i v e d  a  d a y .

“  W e l l  s a i d  ! ”  c r i e d  S i g u r d ,  a n d  p a t t e d  t h e  
s h o u l d e r  b e n e a t h  h i s  h a n d .  T h e y  e n t e r e d  
t h e  b u r g .  T h e  o t h e r  m e n ,  i n t e r c h a n g i n g  
g r e e t i n g s ,  t r o o p e d  in .  S i g u r d  a n d  G u r t h  s a t  
a p a r t ,  d e e p  in  c o l l o q u y .

“  B u t  t h i s  is  a  m e r r y  d a y  w i t h  y o u , ”  s a id  
S i g u r d ,  n o d d i n g  a t  t h e  t a b le .

“  Y e s  ; a  h o l i d a y  f o r  t h e  c u l l i o n s  h e r e .  B u t  
a s  t o  t r e a s u r e ,  n o w .  H a v e  y o u  c o m e  b a c k  
f u l l  ? ”

“  F u l l ,  G u r t h ,  a n d  o v e r - f u l l .  A n d  a  c a r g o ,  
o v e r  a n d  a b o v e ,  is  in  k e e p i n g  f o r  m e  a t  
L e r w i c k  in  H j a l t l a n d ,  w h e r e  I  la s t  y e a r  le f t  i t . ”  

G u r t h ’s  e y e s  k i n d l e d .
“  W h o  k e e p s  it  ? ”
“  O l d  R a g n a r ,  w h o  J a r l s  i t  n o w  a t  L e r w i c k . ”  
“  B u t  it  s h o u l d  b e  s e n t  f o r . ”
“ L e t  i t  l ie ,  m a n .  I  a m  w e a r y ,  G u r t h ,  o f  

s p o i l  a n d  t r e a s u r e ,  o f  s e a - f l a s h  a n d  s w o r d -  
f la s h .  L e t  it  l i e . ”

“  /  w i l l  g o  a n d  g e t  i t . ”
“  A s  y o u  w i l l . ”
“  T h i s  v e r y  d a y . ”
“  A s  y o u  w i l l ,  m a n . ”
S i g u r d ’s  e y e s  w e r e  l o o k i n g  f a r  a w a y ,  as  

m e n ,  a f t e r  a  l o n g  n i g h t  o f  s t o r m ,  w a t c h  f o r  
m o r n i n g .  T h e  g o a d  w h i c h  w a s  u r g i n g  G u r t h  
w a s  t h e  n e c e s s i t y  t o  b e  f a r — a t  o n c e — f a r  
f r o m  t h e  b u r g  ! a n d  t o  b e  k n o w n  b y  a l l  m e n  
t o  b e  fa r .

B e f o r e  n i g h t f a l l  h e  h a d  f o r t y  o f  t h e  m e n  o n  
b o a r d  t h e  Skidblednir, a  s w i f t  d r a g o n .  B e l o w  
d e c k s ,  a l o n e  w i t h  D i t l e w ,  h e  s m u g g l e d  a 
p h i a l  c o n t a i n i n g  a  g r e e n  l i q u i d  in  t h e  
B e r s e r k ’ s  h a n d .

“  T h e r e  is  e n o u g h  f o r  t w o , ”  h e  s a id  ; “  i f  
y o u  fa i l ,  y o u  h a d  b e t t e r  d r i n k  t h e  r e s t . ”

D i t l e w  a n d  o t h e r s  r o w e d  t o  s h o r e ,  a n d  t h e  
Skidblednir m o v e d  d o w n  t h e  fjord.
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S i g u r d ,  a t  s u p p e r  t h a t  n i g h t ,  f e l t  a  s t o m a c h -  
g r i p e ,  a n d  b r o k e  i n t o  t h e  s w e a t  o f  d e a t h .  H e  
w a s  s u p p o r t e d  t o  h i s  o ld  c h a m b e r .  T h r o u g h  
t h e  h o u r s ,  f r o m  t h o s e  l ip s  w h i c h  n e v e r  u t t e r e d  
g r o a n ,  b u r s t  g r o a n  o n  g r o a n .  T o w a r d  
m o r n i n g  a  s h r i e k  w e n t  p i e r c i n g  t h r o u g h  t h e  
b u r g ,  l i k e  t h e  s t r o n g  h i n n y  o f  a  h o r s e  in  p a i n .  
B u t  t h e  d a w n  b r o u g h t  m e r c y .

M e n  k n e w  n o t  w h a t  t o  t h i n k .  I t  w a s  so  
s u d d e n .  N o n e  d r e a m e d  o f  fo u l  p l a y .  G u r t h ,  
w h o  m i g h t  h a v e  h a d  m o t i v e ,  w a s  a w a y .  H i s  
c h o s e n  c h a m p i o n s  l i n g e r e d  r o u n d  t h e  b e d ,  
f u l l  o f  l o w - s p o k e n  a n e c d o t e s  o f  h i s  w o r t h ,  h i s  
k i n g l y  r a g e ,  a n d  s o c ia l  h e a r t .  H e  w a s  t h e  
g r e a t e s t  o f  t h e  V i k i n g s ,  t h e y  s a id  ; t h e  t y p e  
o f  a  g o o d  m a n .

O n  t h e  t h i r d  m o r n i n g ,  H r o l f  a n d  G e r d a  
s t o o d  w i t h  t h e  r e s t  o v e r  h i m ,  f o r  t h e  n e w -  
r e t u r n e d  c h a m p i o n s  h a d  i n s i s t e d  u p o n  t h e i r  
r e l e a s e .  O n  a  b i e r  t h e y  b o r e  h i m ,  a n d  l a id  
h i m  o u t  o n  a  p y r e  o f  w o o d  r a i s e d  h i g h  o n  t h e  
p o o p  o f  h i s  l o n g  o ld  d r a g o n - s h i p ,  p l a c i n g  
b e s i d e  h i m  h i s  g o l d  h e l m e t ,  s h ie l d ,  a n d  s w o r d .  
H i s  g r e a t  b u l k ,  t h u s  l i f t e d  u p ,  l a y  c o n s p i c u o u s  
i n  i t s  t u n i c  o f  p u r p l e  s i l k .  T h e  g r e y  m o r n i n g  
d r i b b l e d  a  c o l d  r a i n ,  w h i c h  t r i c k l e d  s t e a d i l y  
f r o m  t h e  c l o s e d  e y e s  a n d  l o n g  b e a r d ,  a n d  
f l o w e d  i n  s t r e a m s  f r o m  t h e  v a s t  l u g - s a i l .

D o w n  t h e  l e n g t h  o f  the f jo r d  t h e y  t o w e d  h e r ,  
a n d  m o o r e d  h e r  t o  a p i l e  o n  t h e  b e a c h  o f  a n  
o p e n  b a y  n e a r  b y .  H e r e ,  a l l  d a y ,  t h e  l o n g ,  
s h a l l o w  s u r f s  c a m e  c r o w d i n g  it ,  r o a r i n g  
m o n o t o n o u s  d i r g e s  ; a n d  w i t h  e v e r y  h e a v e  o f  
t h e  b o w  t o  m e e t  t h e i r  f r o t h y  s w a r m i n g ,  t h e  
d r a g o n  w i t h  h e r  s t e r n - e n d  s t r u c k  t h e  s a n d ,  
a n d  g e n t l y  s h o o k  h e r  f r e i g h t .  T o w a r d  n i g h t ­
f a l l  t h e  s h o r e  w a s  t h r o n g e d  w i t h  r o v e r s  ; a n d  
j u s t  a s  t h e  s u n ’s  v a n i s h i n g  r i m  b u r s t ,  in  a  
f in a l  g l o r y ,  t h r o u g h  t h e  d u n  d a y  a n d  se t  t h e  
w h o l e  s e a - b r e a d t h  a b l a z e ,  s o m e  a p p l i e d  t o r c h e s  
t o  t h e  u n d e r - c u r v e  o f  t h e  s t e r n  ; o t h e r s  
u n d i d  t h e  m o o r i n g s  ; o t h e r s ,  p u s h i n g ,  l a u n c h e d  
h e r  f o r t h .  H e r  r e d  s a i l  b e l l i e d  t o  t h e  w i n d ,  
a n d  s h e  w e n t  f l a m i n g  d o w n  t h e  s u n s e t  t r a c k .  
F r o m  t h e  s h o r e ,  w i t h  s p i r i t l e s s  h a n d - w a v e ,  
t h e y  c a l l e d  h i m ,  in  c h o r u s ,  a  l a s t  f a r e w e l l .

S u c h ,  a s  w e  k n o w ,  w a s  t h e  m a n n e r  in  
w h i c h  t h e  N o r s e m e n  w e r e  a c c u s t o m e d  to  
c o m m i t  t o  t h e  s e a  t h e  b o d i e s  o f  t h e i r  k i n g s .

B u t ,  i n  t h e  f l u r r y  o f  t h e  m o m e n t ,  t h e  
d r a g o n  h a d  s o m e h o w  b e e n  p u s h e d  o f f  b e f o r e  
t h e  h o l d  o f  t h e  f l a m e s  w a s  c o m p l e t e .  S h e  
h a d  h a r d l y  b u r s t  i n t o  t h e  r e g i o n  o f  r o u g h  
g r e e n  s w e l l ,  w h e n  t h e  w a s h  o f  t h e  b i l l o w s  
b e g a n  t o  t e l l  u p o n  t h e  f ire .  Tt b u r n e d  l o w ,  
s m o u l d e r i n g l ) ’ . F a r t h e r  o u t  s h e  b u t t e d  i n t o
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a  s u r g i n g  w a v e ,  a n d  c a m e  o u t  o f  i t  s c o r c h e d ,  
b u t  s e a w o r t h y ,  a n d  w i t h o u t  a  s p a r k .  T h e  
b o d y  w a s  u n s i n g e d .  T h e  r o v e r s ,  h a r d l y  n o w  
o b s e r v i n g ,  c o u l d  n o t  p e r c e i v e  f r o m  t h e  d i s ­
t a n c e  t h a t  t h e  s u n s e t  f l a m e s  w h i c h  w r a p p e d  
h e r  w e r e  n o t  t h e  f l a m e s  w h i c h  d e s t r o y .

O l d  G u n h i l d ,  b y  s o m e  l u c k y  s t r o k e  o f  
d i v i n a t i o n ,  h a d  s a id  t o  G u r t h  : “ Y o u  w i l l  
c o n q u e r  t h e  l i v i n g — but beware of the dead."

F r o m  t h a t  p a r t  o f  t h e  N o r w a y  c o a s t  t o  t h e  
H j a l t l a n d  I s l e s ,  t h e r e  a n d  b a c k ,  w a s  a  r u n  o f  
s i x  o r  s e v e n  d a y s .  O n  t h e  m o r n i n g  o f  t h e  
f i f t h  d a y  o u t  G u r t h  w a s  r e t u r n i n g  l o a d e d ,  t h e  
c e n t r e  o f  a  h o r i z o n  o f  s e a .  T h e  m o r n i n g  c a m e  
d a r k l y ,  c o n v u l s e d  w i t h  s q u a l l s ,  t h e  w i n d  
b l o w i n g  s o m e w h a t  f r o m  t h e  W .  o f  S .  ; t h e  
Skidblednir, c l o s e - h a u l e d ,  w a s  s t e e r i n g  E . ,  
a n d  l a b o u r i n g  h e a v i l y .  A t  s e v e n  a  m a n  
r u s h e d  b e l o w  a n d  w o k e  G u r t h ,  w i t h  t h e  n e w s  
t h a t  a  s h ip ,  l a r g e r  t h a n  t h e  Skidblednir, 
p e r h a p s  s o m e  h o s t i l e  p i r a t e  k e e l ,  b e a r i n g  
u p o n  t h e m  s t r a i g h t  b e f o r e  t h e  w i n d ,  h a d  
b e e n  s i g h t e d .  G u r t h  w a s  a p o l t r o o n ,  a n d ,  h a d  
h i s  s h i p  b e e n  e m p t y ,  h e  w o u l d  h a v e  s h u n n e d  
a n y  p o s s ib i l i t y ’ in  t h e  n a t u r e  o f  b l o w s  ; l o a d e d  
a s  s h e  w a s ,  h e  s p r a n g  f r o m  t h e  c o u c h ,  a p p r e ­
h e n s i o n  w i d e n i n g  h i s  e y e s ,  c r y i n g  —

“  Q u i c k  ! T e l l  t h e m  t o  p u t  o u t  e v e r y  o a r ,  
a n d  r u n  b e f o r e  t h e  w i n d . ”

I n  t h r e e  m i n u t e s  t h e  Skidblednir w a s  
f l y i n g  N . E .  f r o m  t h e  f o a m  o f  h e r  o w n  w i d e  
w a k e .  I n  a n  h o u r  t h e  o t h e r  s h ip ,  f r o m  w h i c h  
n o  o a r s  w e r e  p u t  o u t ,  h a d  d i s a p p e a r e d ,  a n d  
G u r t h  c o n s e n t e d  t o  r e s u m e  h i s  c o u r s e .  T h e y  
b r e a t h e d  f r o m  t h e  o a r s ,  a n d  d r e w  h e r  a g a i n  
t o  t h e  w i n d .  B u t  t h e y  h a d  s o m e w h a t  lo s t  
c o u n t  o f  t h e i r  p o s i t i o n .

A t  n o o n ,  t h r o u g h  t h e  m u r k  o f  t h e  s u n l e s s  
d a } r, t h e y  s i g h t e d  t h a t  s h ip  a g a i n ,  b e a r i n g  
d o w n  u p o n  t h e m .

A w a y ,  t h e n ! n o r t h w a r d ,  n o r t h w a r d .  O n c e  
m o r e  l e t  t h e  o a r s  m a r c h  r e g i m e n t a l  o v e r  t h e  
b r o a d  s e a - r o o m ,  a n d  t h e  b l a s t  l o a d  t h e  
l o o s e n e d  l u g  ! W i t h  e v e r y  s w o o p  o f  
t h e  t h i r t y  b la d e s ,  G u r t h  p o i s e d  h i s  b o d y  
f o r w a r d ,  a s  i f  t o  h e l p  h e r  f l i g h t .  H i s  h e a r t  
w h i s p e r e d  t o  t h e  k n a v e  s t r a n g e  f e a r s .  H i s  
h a n d s  w e r e  a s  c o ld  a s  t h e  h a n d s  o f  S i g u r d .

A t  t h r e e  t h e y  b r e a t h e d  a f r e s h .  B u t  a 
t e r r i f i c  s t o r m  w a s  t h e n  r a g i n g .  N o  o n e  o n  
t h e  Skidblednir h a d  n o w  a n y  n o t i o n  w h e r e  
t h e y  w e r e ,  w h i t h e r  t h e } - w e n t .  A  h a l f - d a r k ­
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n e s s ,  b l e a k  a s  d o o m ,  e n c o m p a s s e d  t h e m .  B u t  
a t  a b o u t  t h e  t i m e  w h e n  t h e  s u n ,  h a d  it b e e n  
v i s i b l e ,  w o u l d  h a v e  b e e n  s e e n  t o  s e t ,  t h e  
g l o o m  l i f t e d  a  l i t t l e  j u s t  s o u t h  o f  t h e m ,  a n d  
b e n e a t h  t h e  r a i s e d  c u r t a i n  t h e y  d i m l y  b e h e l d  
— t h e  s h i p  !

A w a y ,  t h e n  ! T h e y  n e e d e d  n o t  n o w  t h e  
e x h o r t i n g s  o f  G u r t h  t o  r o w  f o r  l i fe .  I n  e v e r y  
b o s o m  t h r i l l e d  a  f e a r  n e v e r  f e l t  b e f o r e ,  n a m e ­
less ,  v a g u e .  A n d  n o w ,  d o w n  r u s h e d  s u d d e n l y  
u p o n  t h e m  t h e  r a v e n  d r a p e r i e s  o f  b l a c k e s t  
n i g h t .  T h e  la s t  s i g h t  t h a t  m e t  t h e i r  g a z e  
w a s  t h e  s p e c t r e - s h i p .

T h e y  w e r e  n e a r  t h e  N o r w a y  s e a - b o a r d ,  a n d  
d id  n o t  k n o w  it .  T h e y  d r o v e  s t r a i g h t  u p o n  
o n e  o f  t h e  h u g e  w h i r l p o o l s  w h i c h  s w i r l  in  
f r o t h y  f r e n z y  a l o n g  t h a t  c o a s t .  A  d e a f e n i n g  
r o a r  g r e w  u p o n  t h e m ,  a n d  a  f e w  m i n u t e s  l a t e r  
t h e  Skidblednir t w i s t e d  s u d d e n l y  f r o m  t h e  
c o n t r o l  o f  h e r  o a r s ,  a n d  s h o t  l i k e  a n  a r r o w  
in t o  a  v a s t l y - w i d e  c i r c u l a r  f l i g h t .  S o m e  w e r e  
a t  o n c e  t o s s e d  l i k e  f e a t h e r s  i n t o  t h e  r e e l i n g  
w a t e r  ; m o s t ,  h u r l e d  t o  t h e  d e c k ,  c l u n g  t o  
w h a t e v e r  t h e y  c o u l d  g r a s p .  R a c i n g ,  t w o  
c a b l e  l e n g t h s  b e h i n d  t h e m ,  w a s  t h e  s h ip  
w h i c h  h a d  h u n t e d  t h e m  t o  t h e i r  d o o m ,  i n ­
v i s i b l e  in  t h e  p e r f e c t  d a r k n e s s ,  t i l l  a  l a m p ,  
s h a t t e r e d  in  t h e  f o r e - h o l d  o f  t h e  Skidblednir 
b y  h e r  m a d  f l i g h t ,  s e n t  f o r t h  a  v o m i t  o f  r e d  
r e e k  a n d  f la m e .  T h e  l i g h t  r e v e a l e d  h i g h  
a b o v e  t h e m  a  t w i s t i n g  a n d  r e e l i n g  h o r i z o n  ; 
b e l o w  a  m o n s t r o u s  p i t ,  t o w a r d  w h i c h ,  in  e v e r -  
n a r r o w i n g  w h o r l s ,  t h e ) r w e r e  f l y i n g  r o u n d  a n d  
r o u n d  a  v a s t  i n c l i n e d  p l a n e  o f  b o i l i n g  s u r g e .  
A n d  n o w ,  m a s s e s  o f  f l y i n g  f l a m e  s t r e a m i n g  a f t  
f r o m  t h e  Skidblednir h a v i n g  s e t t l e d  u p o n  t h e  
o t h e r  s h i p ,  s h e ,  t o o ,  b l o o m e d  u p  in t o  r e d  
b l o s s o m  ; a n d  to  G u r t h  H e r m o d s s o n ,  l o o k i n g  
a b r o a d  h a l f - r a i s e d  o n  h i s  p o o p ,  w a s  r e v e a l e d  
t h e  f o r m  o f  S i g u r d  l y i n g  g r a n d  a n d  c a l m  o n  
h i s  p y r e .  A t  t h i s  s i g h t ,  H e r m o d s s o n  s e n t  u p  
t o  h e a v e n  a  s h r i e k  d i s t i n c t  a b o v e  t h e  r o a r i n g  
o f  t h e  g u l f — a n d  d r o p p e d .  W h e n  t h e  Skid­
blednir r u s h e d  b o w  d o w n w a r d  in  t h e  a b y s s  h e  
w a s  a l r e a d y  a  c o r p s e .

“  B u t , ”  s a id  H r o l f ,  a  y e a r  a f t e r w a r d s ,  “ w h a t  
i f  G u r t h  H e r m o d s s o n  s o m e  d a y  t u r n  u p .  H e  
may b e  a l i v e  a l l  t h e  t i m e ,  y o u  k n o w .  T h e n  
I  s h o u l d  n o  l o n g e r  b e  y o u r  h u s b a n d . ”

“ T h a t  is  t r u e , ”  a n s w e r e d  G e r d a  d e m u r e l y ;  
“  w e  m u s t  t a l k  t h e  m a t t e r  o v e r  t o g e t h e r —  
w h e n  h e  c o m e s . ”
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H E  o n e  t h i n g  th a t  W a l t e r  
G i l b e r t  c o u l d  n o t  d o  w a s  
t o  p r e a c h  —  a n d  h e  w a s  a  
p r e a c h e r .  F i e  h a d  b e e n  a t  
S t .  J e r o m e  f o r  m o n t h s ,  a n d  
t h e  p e o p l e  w e r e  s t i l l  w o n d e r i n g  

a t  t h e  t h i n g s  w h i c h  t h e  p a r s o n  o f f e r e d  t h e m  
f o r  s e r m o n s .  I t  w a s  a  D e v o n s h i r e  p a r i s h ,  
p a y i n g  t h e  i n c u m b e n t  ^ 7 5 — a  s u m  fo r  w h ic h  
n o t  m u c h  w a s  t o  b e  e x p e c t e d  o f  t h e  l u n g s  

b e y o n d  b r e a t h i n g .  B u t  t h e  l i t t le  c o n g r e g a ­
t io n  p e r s i s t e d  in  h o p i n g  f o r  b e t t e r  th in g s ,  
s in c e ,  in  o t h e r  r e s p e c t s ,  t h e  n e w  m a n  
h a d  s o  c r e p t  in t o  t h e i r  h e a r t s .  R u m o u r  
b r e a t h e d  o f  c h a r i t i e s  e k e d  o u t  o f  t h o s e  ^ 7 5  
s t i p e n d s ,  o f  s i c k - b e d  t e n d e r n e s s e s ,  l o n g  t r a m p s  
o v e r - c o u n t r y  to  s e e  a  p a r a l y t i c .  It  w a s  
n o t i c e d  t h a t  a s  h e  w e n t  w i t h  h i s  l o n g  
s w i n g  a l o n g  la n e s ,  s m i t i n g  h i s  t h i c k  s t i c k  
s m a r t l y  u p o n  t h e  g r o u n d ,  h e  w a s  f o n d  o f  g l a n c ­
in g  a t  t h e  s k y ,  a l w a y s  w i t h  a  s o r t  o f  s i m p l e  h a lf -  
l a u g h .  I f  h e  m e t  a n y o n e ,  t h e  s a m e  h a l f - l a u g h ,  
a s  h e  f lu n g  o u t  o n  h is  h a n d  h is  “  H o w - d 'y e -  
d o  ? ”  I l e  s e e m e d  v e r y  a t t a c h e d  to  c h i l d r e n ,  
a n d  w o u l d  c a r r y  a  s m a l l  b o y  o n  h is  s h o u l d e r  
q u i t e  a  l o n g  w a y .  H e  w a s  v e r y  b ig ,  w it h  a 
l i g h t - c o l o u r e d  m o u s t a c h e ,  a n d  w o r e  a  s h o r t  
m o r n in g - c o a t ,  i n s t e a d  o f  t h e  p a r s o n ’s  f r o c k .  I t  
w a s  i m p o s s i b l e  n o t  to  b e  c a u g h t  a n d  w o n  b y  
h im .  B u t  h e  c e r t a i n l y  c o u l d  n o t  p r e a c h .  A n d

f  a r m e r  B r i a n ’s d a u g h t e r s ,  w h o  h a d  a t t e n d e d  
b o a r d i n g - s c h o o l  a t  B a t h ,  s a i d  t h a t  h e  w a s  n o t  
a  “ g e n t l e m a n ” ; w h i c h ,  in  a  s e n s e ,  w a s  t ru e .

O n e  S a t u r d a y  n i g h t  h e  s a t  w r i t i n g  t h e  
m o r r o w ’s s e r m o n .  T h e  p a r s o n a g e  w a s  a n  
o l d  h o u s e  in  a  m a s s  o f  t r e e s .  T h e  w e e k  h a d  
b e e n  s o  fu ll  t h a t  h e  h a d  f o u n d  e x c u s e  t o  p u t  
o f f  th a t  d r e a d e d  t a s k  ti l l  n o w — t h o s e  t w o  
h a r a n g u e s ,  t h a t  l a b o u r  o f  H e r c u l e s .  I f  h e  
h a d  o n l y  b e e n  c o n t e n t  to  u t t e r  s i m p l y  th e  
l i m p i d  g o o d  th a t  w a s  in h im  !— b u t ,  n o ,  h e  
m u s t  b e  o r n a t e ,  h e  m u s t  d o  b e t t e r  t h a n  h is  
p o o r  b e s t .  “  Anything  w i l l  n o t  d o , ”  h e  s a id  
c o n s t a n t l y ,  s p u r r i n g  h i m s e l f .  I t  w a s  h is  s e n s e  
o f  d u t y ,  r e a l ly ,  w h i c h  w a s  to  b l a m e .  B u t  
e i t h e r  h i s  w i t s  w e r e  n o t  o v e r - b r i g h t ,  o r  p r e a c h ­
in g  w a s  t h e  o n e  t h i n g  a b o v e  a l l  f o r  w h i c h  h e  
w a s  n o t  m a d e .  W h e n  a l l  w a s  s a id  a n d  d o n e ,  
h e  w a s  c o n s c i o u s  t h a t  t h e  s i m p l e  c o n g r e g a t i o n  
r e g a r d e d  h is  o u t p o u r i n g  w it h  a  h a l f - s m i l e  o f  
m e r e  t o l e r a n c e .  S o m e t i m e s  h e  w a s  n e a r  to  
d e s p a i r  ; w o u l d  t h u m p  h is  f o r e h e a d ,  a n d  s a y  : 
“  I h m e e  ! T h i c k  h e a d  1 ”

T h i s  n i g h t  h e  w r o t e  ti l l  o n e ,  a n d  t h e n  t h e  
S u n d a y  m o r n i n g  t a s k  w a s  o v e r .  H e  r e a d  t h e  
s e r m o n ,  a n d  s e e m e d  n o t  d i s s a t i s f i e d .  F o r  
t h e  p r e s e n t ,  h e  r o s e  a n d  w e n t  to  b e d .

A t  b r e a k f a s t  h e  o n c e  m o r e  r e a d  t h e  s h e e t s ,  
a n d  th is  t i m e  w ith  l o a t h i n g .  H o w  l i t t le  o f  
t h e  h u m a n  h e a r t  w it h  its  y e a r n i n g s  a n d  o u t ­
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g o i n g s  w a s  h e r e  ! H e  d i d  n o t  k n o w  th a t  e v e n  
s u b l i m e  w o r k s  o f  a r t  s e e m  to  t h e ir  c r e a t o r s ,  

a f t e r  r e p e a t e d  r e a d in g s ,  l ik e  s t a l e s t  d u llness .  
V e t  a t  te n  h e  w a s  a t  t h e  f a t a l  s c r a w l  a g a in ,  
r e a d i n g  f r o m  b e g i n n i n g  t o  e n d .  T h e  t h i n g  
w o u l d  n o t  d o — th is  s ti ff ,  l e a d e n  th in g .  It  
s e e m e d  to  h im  m o n s t r o u s ,  s o  h i g h  a n d  f in e  
w a s  h is  in n e r  s e n s e ,  t h a t  t h e  w o r d  s p o k e n  to 
l i v in g  a n d  h u n g r y  c r e a t u r e s  s h o u l d  b e  o t h e r  
th a n  i n s p i r e d — a n d  h e  fell  to  h is  k n e e s ,  
a g o n iz e d .  H e  w a s  a l o n e  in  h is  c h a m b e r ; h is  
f o r e h e a d  s t r u c k  a g a i n s t  th e  w a ll .  H e  b e g a n  
to p r a y  . . . fo r  s o m e  m i r a c l e  to  h e l p  h im  
. . . i f  not,  t h e n  f o r  s o m e  w o r k  in  tire 
w o r l d  w h ic h  h e  c o u l d  b e t t e r  d o .  S u d d e n l y  
s o m e t h i n g  m o v e d ,  g a v e  a t  h i s  f o r e h e a d ,  
w h e r e  it r e s t e d  h e a v i l y  u p o n  t h e  w all .  
A s t o n i s h e d ,  h e  p u t  u p  h is  h a n d .  A t  
h is  p r e s s u r e  a  p a n e l  f le w  s h a r p l y  b a c k ,  a n d  
t h e r e  w a s  r e v e a l e d  to  h im  a n  o b l o n g  o p e n i n g  
in th e  t h i c k n e s s  o f  t h e  w a l l .  H e  s p r a n g  to  
h is  feet ,  r e a l iz in g  t h a t  h i s  h e a d  h a d  t o u c h e d  
a  s e c r e t  s p r in g .  I n  a  c o r n e r  o f  t h e  o p e n i n g ,  
t ie d  w i t h  a r i b b o n ,  h e  s a w  a p a c k e t  o f  o ld  
I r:i p crs .

F l u s h e d ,  h e  h u r r i e d  to  a  ta b le ,  a n d  u n t i e d  
th e  r i b b o n .  T h e  f irst  w r a p p i n g  w a s  a  b l a n k  
s h e e t  o f  fo o l s c a p  ; t h e n  c a m e  a n o t h e r ,  o f  
p a r c h m e n t ,  c o v e r e d  w it h  w r i t in g  : “ T h i s  is 
th e  last  w ill  a n d  t e s t a m e n t  o f  m e ,  J a m e s  
A n t h o n y  P r i t c h a r d  . . . 1 7 0 , 0 0 0  . . . to
th e  s o l e  p o w e r  a n d  d i s p o s i t i o n  o f  t h e  s a id  
A l i c e  J a n e  W o o d h o u s e  . . .

A  d u l y - s i g n e d  w il l ,  t h i r t y  y e a r s  o l d  ? S o  
it  s e e m e d .  A n d  n o w ,  t i e d  b y  t h e m s e l v e s ,  a  
g o o d - s i z e d  p a c k e t  . . . o f  l e t t e r s ?  H a r d l y !  
H e  s a t  r e a d in g  t h e  u p p e r m o s t  : sa t ,  till  a t  
e l e v e n ,  th e  b e l l  c e a s e d  t o l l in g  f o r  s e r v i c e  : 
t h e n  ro s e ,  t in g l in g ,  f lu r r i e d ,  f r i g h t e n e d ,  in  h is  
h a n d  th e  s e r e  o l d  s h e e t s .  T h e y  w e re  
s c r i b b l e d  in a  w o m a n ’s  r u n n i n g  w r i t in g .

H e  s t a m m e r e d  n o  l e a d e n  t h i n g s  th a t  d a y .  
W h e n  h e  s a t  d o w n ,  p a le ,  a t  t h e  s e r m o n - e n d ,  
S t .  J e r o m e  w a s  a  l i t t le  e l e c t r i c  g a n g l i o n  o f  
th r i l l s .

H e  r e m a i n e d  t h e r e  a  y e a r ,  c o n t i n u i n g  
w i t h o u t  fail  th e  s e r i e s  o f  g l o w i n g  s e r m o n s ,  
fu l l  o f  h u m o u r ,  b r i l l i a n t  w i s d o m .  B u t  it w a s  
n o t i c e d  th a t  s o m e t h i n g  o f  h is  s i m p l e - h e a r t e d  
j o l l i t y  h a d  p a s s e d  f r o m  h im . A s  to  J a m e s  
A n t h o n y  P r i t c h a r d ,  a s  to  A l i c e  J a n e  W o o d -  
h o u s e ,  h e  m a d e  f u r t i v e  in q u ir ie s ,  b u t  h e a r d  
n o t h in g .

A t  t h e  e n d  o f  th is  t i m e  h e  w a s  c a l l e d  
to  a  l i v in g  in W a l e s ,  w h e r e  h e  r e m a i n e d  
t w o  y e a r s ;  a n d  h e r e  a g a i n  o c c u r r e d  t h e  same- 
p o o r  b e g in n in g ,  b u r s t i n g  s u d d e n l y  in t o  th e  
s a m e  fine  s u r p r i s e .  H e  r e c e i v e d  t h e n  an  
in v i t a t io n  to  a  s u b s t a n t i a l  c u r a c y  in  D e r b y -
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sh ire ,  w h i c h  h e  f e l t  a n  in n e r  c a l l  to  a c c e p t  ; 
a n d  t h i t h e r  h e  a c c o r d i n g l y  w e n t .

T h e  c h u r c h  w a s  in  a  v a l l e y ,  s o m e w h a t  
r e m o t e  f r o m  L y s t o n ,  t h e  s t r u g g l in g  to w n  ; 
a n d  n e a r  t h e  c h u r c h  t h e  p a r s o n a g e ,  a n  o ld -  
t im e ,  l o w  s t r u c t u r e ,  h a l f  - w o o d e n ,  w h e r e  
H i l b e r t  l i v e d  a l o n e .  B y  a  l a n e  a t  t h e  b a c k  
y o u  a s c e n d e d  a  h il l ,  w o u n d  d o w n  in t o  a 
w o o d e d  d e l l ,  a n d  s o  r e a c h e d  th e  m a n o r-  
h o u s e ,  t h e  d w e l l i n g  o f  t h e  D o c t o r — a  s h a d e d  

p la c e ,  a  s t a t e l y  h o m e .  G i l b e r t ,  s t r o l l in g  h e r e  
in t h e  p a r k  o n e  d a y ,  c a m e  u p o n  a  M i s s  
R o s e y  s w i n g i n g  in  a  h a m m o c k ,  b o w e r e d  all  
in b r o w n  s h a d e s .  S h e  l a y  a s le e p ,  h a l f ­
s id e w a y s ,  t h e  d e l i c a t e  u n d u l a t i o n s  o f  h e r  
g i r l h o o d  r e v e a l e d  to  h im .  A s  h e  l o o k e d ,  h e r  
f lu sh  d e e p e n e d ,  a n d  s h e  s p r a n g  u p ,  la u g h in g .  
H e ,  to o ,  l a u g h e d .

“  I a m  o n l y  a  b u n g l e r , "  h e  s a id ,  “  n o t  a 
th ief .  1 w a s  s t r o l l in g ,  q u i t e  in n o c e n t l y ,  
w a i t in g  fo r  t h e  D o c t o r . ”

H i s  l a u g h  w a s  t o o  l o u d ,  a n d  h is  h a n d s  
h o p e l e s s l y  l a rg e .  S h e  n o t i c e d  t h e m  w ith  a 
l i t t le  m e n t a l  p o u t ,  a s  h e  s t o o d .

“  I t  is o f  n o  c o n s e q u e n c e , ”  s h e  s a i d  ; “  I 
fe l l  a s l e e p  o v e r  t h e  b o o k  y o u  s e t  m e  r e a d in g .  
O n  t h e s e  h o t  d a y s  M o r p h e u s  b e c o m e s  a g o d  
to b e  o b e y e d ,  i n s t e a d  o f  a  s e r v a n t  to  b e  
s u m m o n e d . ”

“  1 S e s a m e  a n d  I . i l ies  ' ? D o  y o u  l ik e  it ? ”
“  I t  s e e m s  g o o d i s h .  A n d  you a p p r o v e  it.

I r a t h e r  p in  m y  fa i th  to  y o u r  l i t e r a r y  ta s tes ,  
d o  y o u  k n o w  ? ”

H e r  h e a d  p e r k e d  s a u c i l y .  S o m e t i m e s  h e  
h a d  a  t e r r ib le  d r e a d  in h is  h e a r t  th a t  s h e  w a s  
l a u g h i n g  a t  h im .

T h e y  w a l k e d  a m o n g  t h e  tr e e s ,  s h e  s w in g in g  
h e r  s t r i n g e d  h a t .  I t s  s t r a w  a n d  p in k  r o s e s  
r e p r o d u c e d  t h e  c o l o u r s  o f  h e r  h a i r  a n d  c h e e k s .

“  W h a t  I w a n t e d  to  k n o w , ”  h e  s a id ,  “  w a s  
w h e t h e r  t h e  D o c t o r  w i l l  b e  a b l e  to  p r e a c h  t o ­
m o r r o w . "

D r. G l a n d l o r d ,  a  f in e  o r a t o r ,  a l w a y s  to o k  
th e  m o r n i n g  s e r m o n ,  G i l b e r t  p r e a c h i n g  a t  
n ig h t .  B u t  t h e  D o c t o r  h a d  la t e ly  b e e n  s h o w ­
in g  s ig n s  o f  b r e a k - u p .

“  I ' m  ([/raid h e  w o n ’ t b e  a b l e , ”  s h e  sa id .  
“  D o  y o u  k n o w ,  h e  t o o k  y e s t e r d a y  to  a  stick?—  
m a k i n g  h im  l o o k  so q u a i n t ,  m y  p o o r  p a p a  1 ”

“  T h a t ,  t h e n ,  is  two s e r m o n s  f o r  s o m e o n e  
b e t w e e n  n o w  a n d  t o - m o r r o w .  C a n ’t y o u  
w r i t e  o n e  f o r  m e ,  M i s s  R o s e y ? ”

“  I  c a n  a t  l e a s t  g i v e  y o u  a l l  th e  s y m p a t h y  

I h a v e  to  s p a r e . ”
“  I s  th a t  m u c h  ? ”
“  A l l  I h a v e  to  s p a r e ,  s i r . ”  T h e n ,  a f t e r  a 

s h o r t  s i l e n c e  : “  B u t ,  t e l l  m e — d o  y o u  f in d  it, 
in t r u th ,  a  v e r y  g r e a t  - b o r e ? ”
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“  I t  is fa r  f r o m  e a s y ,  y o u  k n o w . ”
“ A n d  I  w a n t e d  to  a s k  y o u — d o  y o u ,  a s  

o n e  s o m e h o w  s u s p e c t s ,  i m a g i n e  t h a t  y o u  d o  
n o t  p r e a c h — n i c e l y  ? ”

“  M y  h e a r t  k n o w s  th a t ,  M i s s  R o s e y . ”
H e r  m a n n e r  b e c a m e  p e r f e c t l y  e a r n e s t .
“  B u t  y o u  do !  W i l l  y o u  b e l i e v e  m e  ? A n d  

m o r e  a n d  m o r e  y o u  d o .  Y o u r  s e r m o n s  a r e  
b e c o m i n g  ‘ f r e e r ’— t h a t  is  p a p a ’s  w o r d ,  a n d  
a p p r o b a t i o n  f r o m  h im  is  s o m e t h i n g ,  y o u  
k n o w  ! I f  c r u d e  p e o p l e  t h i n k  d i f f e r e n t l y ,  w h y  
s h o u l d  y o u  t r o u b l e ?  I ,  a t  l e a s t ,  l i k e -

S h e  s t o p p e d .  H e  w a s  l o o k i n g  d o w n  u p o n  
t h e  p a t h ,  d e e p l y  s e n s i t i v e  to  t h e  g e n t le ,  
w o m a n l y  p u r p o s e  o f  h e r  w o r d s .

“ Y o u  a r e  k i n d  to  m e , ”  h e  m u r m u r e d ,  
“ k i n d e r  t h a n  a n y o n e  I  e v e r  k n e w . ”

A  f o o t m a n  j u s t  t h e n  c a m e  a n n o u n c i n g  

t h e  a r r i v a l  o f  t h e  1 )o c to r .
A n  h o u r  a f t e r ,  G i l b e r t  w a s  sti ll  a l o n e  w it h  

D r .  G r a n d f o r d  in  t h e  l ib r a r y .  T h e  D o c t o r  
s t o o d ,  o n e  f o r e f in g e r  s m o o t h i n g  d o w n  th e  
s t r ip  o f  s i l v e r  w h i s k e r  o n  h is  p a l e ,  s h a v e n  
f a c e .  H e  w a s  l a r g e ,  w h i t e - h a i r e d ,  c o n v e y i n g  
a  s u g g e s t i o n  o f  i m m a c u l a t e  c l e a n n e s s  a n d  
d i g n i t y .  H i s  s u a v e  a n d  c u l t u r e d  v o i c e  
u t t e r e d  d e l i b e r a t e ,  n i c e l y  - p o i s e d  p h r a s e s .  
G i l b e r t  s a t  b e f o r e  h im .

“  Y o u  s u r p r i s e  m e , ”  t h e  D o c t o r  s a id .  “  Y o u  
c a n n o t  m e a n  t h a t  y o u  h a v e  b e e n  s o  
i n c a u t i o u s ,  a s  to  le t  y o u r s e l f ,  a h ,  f a l l  in  l o v e  

w it h  R o s e y  ? ”
D r .  G r a n d f o r d  w a s  a  y o u n g e r  s o n  o f  n o b l e  

o l d  b l o o d ,  a n  a r i s t o c r a t  o f  a r i s t o c r a t s .  G i l b e r t  
l o o k e d  u p o n  t h e  g r o u n d ,  f in g e r i n g  h is  s h o v e l  
h at .

“  1 a m  a f r a i d ,  s ir ,  th a t  s o m e t h i n g  l ik e  th a t  
h a s  h a p p e n e d ,  a n d  I  t h o u g h t  it r ig h t  to  
m e n t i o n  it to  y o u  in  t h e  f irs t  p la c e .  O f  
c o u r s e ,  I  k n o w - ------ ”

H e  s t o p p e d .  T h e  D o c t o r  s m o o t h e d  h is  
s t r ip  o f  w h i s k e r .

“  B u t  h a v e  y o u  g r o u n d s  f o r  i m a g i n i n g  th a t  
s u c h  a  n o t i o n  w o u l d  b e  r e c e i v e d  b y  m y  
d a u g h t e r  w ith ,  a h ,  a c q u i e s c e n c e ? ”

“ N o ,  s i r ;  n o  g r o u n d s .  T h a t  is, I  h a v e  
t h o u g h t  it n o t  i m p o s s i b l e .  I m a y  b e  p r e ­
s u m p t u o u s .  M i s s  R o s e y  is  v e r y  g o o d  a n d  
g r a c i o u s  to  m e ,  .sir."

“ T h e r e  is  n o  q u e s t i o n  o f  p r e s u m p t i o n , ”  
s a i d  t h e  D o c t o r ;  “ b u t  y o u  m u s t  s e e  th a t  
t h e r e  a r e — r e a s o n s .  Y o u  a r e  n o t ,  a h ,  f i r m ly  
e s t a b l i s h e d  : a n d  m y  d a u g h t e r  h a s  b e e n  
r i c h l y  n u r t u r e d .  1 m a y  m e n t io n ,  to o ,  th a t  a  
c a l a m i t y  j u s t  b e f a l l e n  m e  w o u l d  p r e v e n t  a n y  
i n e q u a l i t y  b e t w e e n  y o u  f r o m  b e i n g  r e m e d i e d  
o n  her s i d e —— ”

“  A  c a l a m i t y ,  s i r ?  I  a m  s o r r y  to  h e a r  o f  
t h a t . ”
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“ I t  h a s  m a d e  m e  q u i t e  ill,  y o u  s e e , ”  th e  
D o c t o r  s a id ,  w ith  a  p a l e  s m i l e .  “  1 te l l  y o u  
in  c o n f i d e n c e .  M y  c h i l d  is  a w a r e  o f  n o t h in g .  
'T h e  e x t e n t  o f  t h e  d is a s t e r ,  o n e  d o e s  n o t  y e t  
k n o w .  B u t  t h e  c o n c e r n  in  w h i c h  m y  w h o l e  
p e r s o n a l t y  h a s  b e e n  i n v o l v e d  h a s ,  a h ,  
f a i l e d .  Y o u  g u e s s  t h e  c o n s e q u e n c e s — d e b t ,  
m o r t g a g e s  o n  m y  r e a l t y  h e r e ,  g e n e r a l  
i m p e c u n i o s i t y .  I f  t h e  w o r s t  b e  t r u e ,  I  m a y  
h a v e  to  d e p e n d  u p o n  t h e  m o n e y s  a c c r u i n g  
f r o m  t i th e s ,  a n d  th e  i n c o m e  o f  t h e  l i t t l e  
c h u r c h — a n d  y o u  s e e  m e  d a i l y  g r o w  f e e b l e r .
1 n f a c t ,  1 n o w  l a r g e l y  d e p e n d  u p o n  y o u r  
e f fo r t s ,  M r .  G i l b e r t ,  a n d  h a v e  b e e n  c o m f o r t e d  
b y  t h e  k n o w l e d g e  th a t  m y  t r u s t  is  w e l l  p la c e d .  
1 h a v e  o b s e r v e d  y o u ,  a n d ,  a h ,  l i k e  y o u .  B u t  
a s  to  th is  m a t t e r  o f  m y  d a u g h t e r -------- ”

“  1 )o n o t  le t  th a t  b e  a n  a d d e d  t r o u b l e  to  
y o u ,  s i r ! ”  c r i e d  G i l b e r t ,  b r i m m i n g  w i t h  
s u d d e n  p ity .  “  I ,  fo r  m y  p a r t ,  w i l l — a t  a n y  
ra te ,  it c a n  w a i t . ”

“ l Y e l l — b u t  th a t  is  n o t  w h a t  1 w a n t e d  to 
s a y .  I  d o  n o t  f e e l  t h e  i m p u l s e  to  t h w a r t  
y o u r  in c l i n a t i o n  to  t h a t  e x t e n t .  H a v i n g  g o n e  
s o  far, I  s h o u l d ,  i f  I  w e r e  y o u ,  a h ,  s p e a k  to  
h er .  Y o u  w il l  f in d  y o u r  m i n d  f r e e r  in c o n ­
s e q u e n c e .  B u t  1 d o  n o t  c o n c e a l  f r o m  y o u  
m y  a n t i c i p a t i o n  th a t  y o u  w il l  f in d  y o u r  s u i t -  
u n s u c c e s s f u l . ”

G i l b e r t  g r a s p e d  h is  h a n d ,  a n d  w a l k e d  h o m e  

to  t h e  p a r s o n a g e .
I n  t h e  g r e y  o l d  c h u r c h ,  w it h  i t s  e f f ig ie s  o f  

c e n t u r i e s  a n d  m e l a n c h o l y  h a l f - l i g h t s ,  t h e  
c o n g r e g a t i o n  t h e  n e x t  m o r n i n g  w a s  th in .  
D r .  G r a n d f o r d ,  s i t t in g  in  h o o d  a n d  s u r p l i c e  
a t  t h e  c h o i r - e n d  b e h i n d  t h e  p u l p i t ,  l i s t e n e d  
to  G i l b e r t  w i t h  s i d e w a r d  h e a d ,  s m o o t h i n g  
h is  w h i s k e r .  A n y o n e  l o o k i n g  w o u l d  h a v e  
n o t i c e d  a  s l i g h t  t w i t c h i n g  o f  h is  b r o w s ,  a  lo o k  
o f  s u r p r i s e  o n  h is  p l a c i d  f a c e .  A n d  th e  s u r ­
p r i s e  w a s  g e n e r a l .  T h e  p e o p l e  l e a n t  f o r w a r d ,  
in t e n t  u p o n  th i s  n e w  u t t e r a n c e .  R o s e y ,  in  h e r  
c u r t a i n e d  p e w ,  c o n t e m p l a t e d  h e r  l a p ,  s l ig h t ly  
f lu s h e d ,  f r o w n i n g .  T h e r e  w e r e ,  t h e n ,  u n s u s ­
p e c t e d  p o w e r s  in  h im  ? Y e t  s o m e t h i n g  
t r o u b l e d  h e r — a  l i t t le  j a r r i n g  o n  t h e  n e r v e s .  
D r .  J o h n s o n ,  t h e  w i n e y  o l d  p r a c t i t i o n e r  o f  
L y s t o n ,  s w o r e  in h i s  p e w  a  f u l l - b l o o d e d ,  
m e n t a l  o a t h ,  m u t t e r i n g  : “  T h a t ’s  n o t  h i s  
o w n  s e r m o n ,  b y  H e a v e n  ! ”  T h e  t h o u g h t  
o c c u r r e d  to  o t h e r s .  Y e t ,  i f  n o t  h is ,  t h e n  
w h o s e ?  H e  w o u l d  h a r d l y  d a r e  to  p r e a c h  a 
p u b l i s h e d  d i s c o u r s e ,  w h i c h  a n y  o f  h i s  h e a r e r s  
m i g h t  h a v e  r e a d .  N o r  w a s  h e ,  a s  t h e y  a l l  in  
t h e i r  h e a r t s  k n e w ,  t h e  k i n d  o f  m a n  to  s h i r k  
h is  b u r t h e n s  b y  t h e  c h e a p n e s s  o f  p la g ia r i s m .  
A s  f o r  G i l b e r t ,  th e  w o r d s  w h i c h  w e r e  f i l l in g  
h is  w h o l e  m i n d  w e r e  t h e s e  : “  I  n o w
d e p e n d  l a r g e l y  u p o n  y o u r  e f fo r t s ,  M r .  G i l b e r t , ”
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T h e y  h a d  b e e n  a  n i g h t m a r e  u p o n  h is  c o n ­
s c i o u s n e s s ,  a n d  a  g o a d  a t  h i s  w i l l .

L a d y  W i x l e y ,  w h o ,  w i t h  h e r  b r o o d  o f  y o u n g  
g i r l s ,  h a d  a c c o m p a n i e d  R o s e y  h o m e  a f t e r  
c h u r c h ,  s a id ,  in  t h e  d r a w i n g - r o o m  : —

“  D i d  a n y o n e  n o t i c e  a n y t h i n g  e x t w a u d n e r w y  

in o u r  s e r m o n  t o - d a y  ? ”
T h e  D o c t o r  w a s  s i le n t .  T h e r e  w a s  s t i l l  o n  

h is  f a c e  t h a t  l o o k  o f  p u z z l e m e n t  —  t h o s e  
t w i t c h i n g  b r o w s .

“  D i d  you, M i s s  G r a n d f o r d ?  ”
R o s e y  w a s  s o m e w h a t  r e s t le s s ,  p e e v i s h .
“  I t  w a s  a  l i t t l e — u n u s u a l ,  I  t h i n k , ”  s h e  

s a i d  s h o r t ly ,  h a l f  t u r n i n g  h e r  n e c k .
I n  t h e  e v e n i n g  D r .  G r a n d f o r d ,  c o n t r a r y  to  

h i s  w o n t  o f  la te ,  a g a i n  d r o v e  t o  t h e  c h u r c h .  
I t  w a s  fu ll,  a n d  t h e  s e r m o n  w a s  e v e n  m o r e  
b r i l l i a n t  th a n  th e  m o r n i n g ’s. I n  t h e  m i d s t  
o f  it a  s l ig h t  “  O h  ! ”  b r o k e  i n v o l u n t a r i l y  

f r o m  D r .  G r a n d f o r d .  T h r e e  c h o i r - b o y s  d i s ­
t i n c t l y  h e a r d  it, a n d  r e p o r t e d  it  far .  G i l b e r t ,  
in  a  f l ig h t  o f  e l o q u e n c e ,  h a d  u t t e r e d  th e  
w o r d s :—

“ Y o u  c a n n o t  b i n d  a  z e p h y r  in  a n  e m b r a c e :  
it w i l l  e s c a p e  y o u  : it w i l l  
a w a y  to  th e  m o u n t a in - t o p  

a n d  e l u d e  y o u : it w i l l  
d a n c e  w it h  w in g s  to  th e  
u t t e r m o s t  s e a  to  m o c k  
y o u  ! ”

A n d  th e  s a m e  n ig h t ,  
t h e  D o c t o r  s u m m o n e d  
M i s s  R o s e y  in t o  h is  p r e ­
s e n c e  in  th e  l ib r a r y .  H i s  
b r o w  w a s  a d a m a n t  in  its 
s t e r n  c a lm .  H i s  
h a n d  r e s t e d  u p o n  

t h e  d r y  a n d  
r u m p l y  h e a d ,  s h e  
s i t t in g  o n  a  f o o t ­
s t o o l  b y  h is  c h a i r ,  
r a t h e r  p a le .

“  R o s e y ,  I  h a v e  
to  te l l  y o u — s o m e ­
th in g .  I  s h a l l  n o t  
d e t a in  y o u  f r o m  
y o u r  m u s ic .  B u t  
it is  a s  w e ll  th a t  y o u  h e a r  th is  w i t h o u t  d e l a y .  
I k n o w  it to  b e  p o s s i b l e  t h a t  w o r d s  m a y  
s h o r t l y  b e  s p o k e n  t o  y o u  b y  M r . ,  a h ,  G i l b e r t ,  
w h i c h  m a y  s e t  u p  a  n e w  r e l a t io n  b e t w e e n  y o u .  
■ rind in  o r d e r  t h a t  t h e r e  m a y  b e  n o  k i n d  o f  

lo u b t  a s  to  y o u r  c o u r s e  in  s u c h  a n  e v e n t ,  1 
h a v e  to  tell  y o u  m y  i m p r e s s i o n  th a t  M r .  G i l -  
o ert  is  n o t  a  m a n  o f,  a h ,  h o n o u r . ”

S h e  t u r n e d  s h a r p l y ,  w i t h  f a c e  a l l  i n f l a m e d ,  
u p o n  h im .

“  O h ,  papa--------”
“  Y o u  a re  m o v e d ,  R o s e y . ”

“  B e c a u s e — t h is  is s o  s t r a n g e l y  unlike y o u  
— d e a r  p a p a  ! — a n d  I a m  s o  p o s i t i v e l y  certain
th a t  y o u  m u s t  b e  w ro n g---------”

T h e  D o c t o r  f r o w n e d .

“  Y o u  m a k e  m e  c o n j e c t u r e ,  R o s e y , ”  h e  
s a id ,  “  t h a t  I  d i d  w e l l  in  o r d e r i n g  th is  in t e r ­
v ie w .  A m  1 to  u n d e r s t a n d  th a t  y o u  a r e -  
attached to  M r .  G i l b e r t ? ”

“  1  a m  p l e a s e d  w it h  h i s  s o c ie t y ,  p a p a , ”  s h e  
a n s w e r e d ,  w i t h  e x t r a v a g a n t l y  i n n o c e n t  r o u n d  
e y e s  o f  s u r p r i s e .

“  I  s e e .  'T h e n  y o u  a r e ,  n o  d o u b t ,  a  c l o s e  
l i s t e n e r  to  h i s  d i s c o u r s e s .  Y o u  m a y ,  t h e r e ­
fo re ,  c h a n c e  to  r e m e m b e r  a  s e n t e n c e  o f  
t o - n ig h t ’s  h a r a n g u e  b e g i n n i n g ,  ‘ Y o u  c a n n o t  
b i n d  a  z e p h y r  in  a n  e m b r a c e . ’ N o w ,  I  s a y  
to  y o u  th a t  t h a t  s e n t e n c e  h a s  fo r  y e a r s ,  b y  
s o m e  e x t r a o r d i n a r y  c h a n c e ,  b e e n  r u n n i n g  in

m y  o w n  h e a d .  1 k n o w  it p e r f e c t l y  w e l l .  S o  
w e l l  th a t ,  h a v i n g  h e a r d  it, 1  w a s  a b l e  to  k n o w  
a l s o  t h a t  t o - d a y ’s  s e r m o n s  w e r e  q u i t e  c e r t a i n l y  
n o t  M r .  G i l b e r t ’s  o w n .  A n d  y o u  c a n n o t ,  I  
t h in k ,  h o l d  a  m a n  h o n e s t  w h o  t a k e s  to  h i m ­
s e l f  c r e d i t ,  a y e ,  a n d  p o s s i b l e  e m o l u m e n t  a n d  
a d v a n c e m e n t  in  h is  f u t u r e  c a r e e r ,  o n  t h e  
s t r e n g t h  o f  a n o t h e r ’s t h o u g h t s .  Y o u  m u s t  
s e e  th a t ,  I t h i n k . ”

“  N o t  h is  own, d o  y o u  s a y ,  p a p a  ? ”
“  N o . ”
T h e  r o s e s  h a d  w h i t e n e d  in R o s e y ’s  c h e e k s .

i a m  pi e a s e d  w i t h  m s  s o c i e t y , p a p a . ’
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“ A n d  you  k n o w  w h o s e  t h e y  a r e ? ”
“  N o .  I  should, h o w e v e r .  I  h a v e  c e r t a i n l y  

h e a r d  o r  s e e n  t h e m .  T h e y  a r e  n o t  u n ­
f a m i l i a r  to  m e . ”

“ H e  m u s t  b e  a  v e r y  f o o l i s h  m a n  to  a c t  in 
t h a t  w a y , ”  s h e  b r o k e  o u t .  “ I t  s e e m s  s o  
s u d d e n  a n d  i n c r e d i b l e — u n l e s s  t h e r e  b e  s o m e  
m i s t a k e — s o m e  o t h e r  p o i n t  o f  v i e w .  H ut, o f  
c o u r s e ,  d a r l i n g  p a p a — it c a n  b e  n o t h i n g  to  

m e --------”
S h e  w a s  o n  h is  b r e a s t  in  a  m o m e n t ,  h e r  

t h r o a t  d r y  a n d  a c h i n g  ; th e  o l d  m a n  p a t t e d  
h e r  h a i r ,  k i s s i n g  h e r  f a c e  ; a n d  s h e  r a n  f r o m  
h i m  t o  h i d e  h e r  m o i s t e n i n g  e y e s .

T h e  c r a s h  o f  t h e  b a n k r u p t c y  f e l l  r u i n o u s l y  
u p o n  D r .  G r a n d f o r d  : t h e r e  w a s  a  m o n t h ’s 
c o n f i n e m e n t  to  h is  b e d  ; t h e n  c a m e  a  s a d  
m i g r a t i o n  f r o m  t h e  m a n o r - h o u s e  to  th e  
p a r s o n a g e — t h e  c a r r i a g e  a n d  f o o t m e n  w e r e  
c o n e —- a n d  s t r a n g e  m e n  w a l k e d  w i t h  a n  a i r  
o f  o w n e r s h i p  in  t h e  h a l l s  o f  a n  a n c i e n t  r a c e .  
R o s e y ,  o f  c o u r s e ,  n o w  k n e w  t h e  t r u th ,  a n d  

h e r  l ip s  c o m p r e s s e d  h a u g h t i l y .  T h e r e  a r e  
n a t u r e s  w h i c h  r e q u i r e  p o v e r t y  t o  b r i n g  o u t  
a l l  t h e i r  l a t e n t  p r i d e ,  o f  b i r t h ,  o r  c u l t u r e ,  
o r  l o v e l i n e s s .  A  w e e k  a f t e r  t a k i n g  u p  h is  
l o d g i n g s  in  L y s t o n  t o w n ,  G i l b e r t  a t  la s t  f o u n d  
th e  c h a n c e  o f  s p e a k i n g ,  o f  w h i c h  s h e  h a d  
b e e n  c l e v e r  t o  b a u l k  h im .  “ T h e r e  is litLle 
h o p e  in l i fe  f o r  m e ,  M i s s  R o s e y ,  i f  y o u  d o  
n o t  c a r e  f o r  m e , ”  h e  s a id .

I t  w a s  a  p r o u d - n e c k e d  p a t r i c i a n  w h o  
a n s w e r e d  h im .  T h e  D o c t o r ,  h e a r i n g  h er ,  
w o u l d  h a v e  p r o n o u n c e d  h e r  m a n n e r  a n d  
v o i c e - i n f l e x i o n s  t h e  p e r f e c t i o n  o f  t o n e  a n d  
ta s te .

“  Y o u  s u r p r i s e  m e .  M a y  y o u  n o t  h a v e  
a l l o w e d  j o u r  f a n c i e s  to  o v e r - r e a c h  y o u r  
in s t in c t s ,  M r .  G i l b e r t ? ”

“  A h ,  M i s s  R o s e y
“  I  a m  s o r r y  i f  y o u  su f fe r .  Y o u  w i l l  le t  

t h e  q u e s t i o n  d r o p  n o w .  Y o u  h a v e  b u s i n e s s  
w i t h  p a p a ? ”

T h e  D o c t o r  h a d  w a i t e d  w ith  a l m o s t  p e e v i s h  
i m p a t i e n c e  to  s e e  i f  t h e  s e r i e s  o f  s e r m o n s  
w o u l d  c e a s e .  B u t  t h e y  h a d  r e v o l t i n g ] ) ’ c o n ­
t i n u e d .  A t  e v e r y  f r e s h  s ig h t  o f  t h e  p a c k e d  
c h u r c h  h e  h a d  h a d  a n  i m p u l s e  to  in t e r fe r e .  
A t  la s t  h e  s u m m o n e d  G i l b e r t .

W i t h  a  m u l t i p l i c i t y  o f  “  a h ’s , ”  h e  l y i n g  
a - b e d ,  G i l b e r t  s i t t in g  n e a r ,  h e  s a i d  th a t  c ir -  
c u m s t a n c e s  o v e r  w h i c h  h e  h a d  n o ,  a h ,  c o n t r o l  
h a d ,  to  h i s  g r e a t — a n n o y a n c e ,  a n d ,  h e  m ig h t  
s a y ,  sorrow ,-  c o m p e l l e d  h im  to  t h i n k  a b o u t  
e n g a g i n g  a n o t h e r  c u r a t e .  H e  r e c o g n i s e d  th e  
v a l u e  o f  G i l b e r t ’s  z e a l ,  a n d  h a d  a c t u a l l y  
r e p o r t e d  o f  h i m  in  t h a t  s e n s e  to  th e  B i s h o p ,  
w h o ,  h e  h a d  r e a s o n  to  th in k ,  m ig h t ,  o n  h is

a p p r o a c h i n g  v i s i t  to L y s t o n ,  h a v e  s o m e t h i n g  
to  s a y  to  G i l b e r t .

T h e  d o u b l e  b l o w  fe l l  u p o n  th e  s i m p l e ,  
t o u g h  f ib r e  o f  G i l b e r t  l ik e  a  s l e d g e  u p o n  a 
b l o c k  o f  o a k .  H e  w a s  s t u n n e d ,  b u t  n e v e r  
w i n c e d .  H e  s t a r t e d  f o r t h  u p o n  a  h e a d l o n g  
w a l k ,  a w a y  f r o m  m e n ,  o v e r  t h e  l o n e l y  c o u n t r y .  
A l l  l i f e  s e e m e d  s l i p p e d  f r o m  h im .  “  I  n o w  
d e p e n d  l a r g e l y  u p o n  y o u r  e f fo r t s ,  M r .  G i l b e r t  ”

h o w  t h e  w o r d s  h a d  p u f f e d  h i m  w it h  a  g l a d ,  
b o y i s h  p r id e ,  p r i c k i n g  h is  u t t e r m o s t  e n e r g y  ! 
A n d  it h a d  e n d e d  in  th i s  : u n c o n c e r n e d  d i s ­
m i s s a l — f r o m  a l l  h e  c a r e d  f o r  in  l i f e — f r o m  

t h e  o l d  m a n ,  f r o m  h e r .  T o  l i v e  w i t h o u t  tie, 
a l l  u n r e l a t e d  to  th e  w o r l d — th is ,  s u r e l y ,  is 
th e  s u p r e m e  b i t t e r n e s s .  T o  a  m a n  o f  a f f e c ­
t i o n a t e  s o u l  it is  a  t a s t e  o f  p u r g a t o r y .  T h e  
n ig h t  c a m e  d o w n  u p o n  h im  f a r  f r o m  h o m e .

“ O h ,  R o s e y ,  R o s e y ! ”  h e  c r i e d ,  to  t h e  
w a v i n g  w o o d ,  “  i f  y o u  h a d  o n l y  p i t y ,  c h i l d  ' ”

H a d  h e  d o n e  a n y t h i n g — n e g l e c t e d  to  d o  
a n y t h i n g ?  T h e  s e r m o n s !  T h o s e  s e r m o n s  
o f  a n o t h e r  m i n d  ! T h e y  w e r e  a  r a t h e r  s o r e  
p l a c e  in  h is  c o n s c i o u s n e s s .  O u g h t  h e  e v e r  
to  h a v e  p r e a c h e d  t h e m  ? G o d  k n e w  h is  
m o t i v e ,  t h a t  it w a s  p u r e .  A t  t h e i r  f irs t  d i s ­
c o v e r y ,  h e  h a d  p r o m i s e d  h i m s e l f  n e v e r  to  
u t t e r  t h e m  o n  a n y  o c c a s i o n  w h e n  t h e r e  w a s  
a  c h a n c e  t h a t  p e r s o n a l  b e n e f i t  m i g h t  a c c r u e  
to  h i m s e l f  f r o m  t h e m  ; h e n c e ,  o n  g o i n g  to  a 
n e w  p l a c e ,  w h i l e  h e  c o u l d  a t  a l l  c o n s i d e r  
h i m s e l f  a s  b e i n g  m o r e  o r  le s s  o n  h is  t r ia l ,  h e  
s p o k e  h is  o w n  w o r d s  o n ly .  A n d  t h e  f i n d i n g  
o f  t h e  s e r m o n s  h a d  s e e m e d  to  h im  s o  d i r e c t l y  
a n  a n s w e r  t o  h is  c r y  fo r  h e l p  ; a n d  now it 

w a s  I )r. G r a n d f o r d ’s  e x p r e s s i o n  o f  d e p e n d e n c e  
u p o n  h i m  t h a t  h a d  l e d  h im  to  k e e p  t h e  
c h u r c h ,  b y  t h e s e  m e a n s ,  a  c e n t r e  o f  in te re s t .  

H e  c o u l d  n o t  m a n a g e  to  b l a m e  h i m s e l f ;  h e  
l o o k e d  d e e p ! ) ’ w i t h in ,  a n d  f o u n d  a l l  c l e a r  a n d  
s e l f l e s s .  T o r  a  s e n s i t i v e l y  u p r i g h t  n a t u r e  to  
c o m m i t  a  d e c e p t i o n  fo r  t h e  g o o d  o f  o t h e r s  
m a y  b e  a  g r e a t e r  e x h i b i t i o n  o f  s e l f - s a c r i f i c e  
t h a n  to  te l l  a  t r u t h  a t  t h e  c o s t  o f  l i fe  itse lf .  
H e  t o s s e d  h is  h e a d  b a c k w a r d  in  c l o u d l e s s  
a p p e a l  to  G o d .  B u t  t h e  s e r m o n s  h a d  
n o t h i n g  t o  d o  w ith  i t ! I t  w a s  a l l  t h e  
c r o o k e d n e s s  o f  h is  o w n  b i t t e r  fa te .  N o  
o n e  k n e w  o f  t h e  s e r m o n s ,  o r  c o u l d  k n o w .  
S o m e  s p e a r s  o f  r a in  d a s h e d  u p o n  h i s  
f a c e ; h e  t u r n e d  b a c k ,  w a l k i n g  s t i l l  in  t h e  
s a m e  w i l d  h a s t e .  T h e  n ig h t  w a s  v e r y  b l a c k .  
A g a i n  a n d  a g a i n  f r o m  t h e  s h u d d e r i n g  b r e a s t  
c a m e  t h e  h a l f - c r y  : “  O h ,  R o s e y ,  R o s e y ,  m y  
c h i l d  ! ”

R o s e y  w a s  a t  h i s  l o d g i n g s ,  w a i t i n g  fo r  h i m  1 
T h e  B i s h o p ’s  v i s i t  to  L y s t o n  t o  c o n f i r m  a 
f lo c k  o f  y o u n g  p e o p l e  w a s  o n l y  a  f e w  d a y s  
off,  a n d  R o s e y  w a s  to  r e t u r n  t o  t h e  c a t h e d r a l
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t o w n  w it h  h im  a s  g o v e r n e s s  to  h is  l i t t le  

g i r l s ; th is  la s t  b i t t e r n e s s  o f  h e r  p o v e r t y  
s h e  h a d  b r a v e l y  b r o u g h t  h e r s e l f  to  s w a l lo w .  
S h e  h a d  b e e n  p a y i n g  f a r e w e l l  v is i t s  
a m o n g  th e  p a r i s h  p o o r ,  a n d  h a d  u n d e r ­
t a k e n  n o w  to  te l l  G i l b e r t ,  in p a s s in g ,  th a t  
M r s .  G r i m e s ,  t h e  q u a r r y m a n 's  m o t h e r ,  w a s  
n e a r  to  d e a t h ,  a n d  e a g e r  to  s e e  h im .  

H e  w a s  o u t .  S h o u l d  s h e  w a i t  a  f e w  
m i n u t e s ?  T h e  l a n d l a d y  s h o w e d  h e r  in t o  h is  

s i t t in g - r o o m .  S h e  s t o o d  in  h e r  c a p e ,  h a t t e d  
a n d  g l o v e d ,  a t  a  w i n d o w ,  t w ir l in g  h e r  p a r a s o l .  
T w o  h e a v y  o a k  s t i c k s  o f  h i s  s t o o d  n e a r  ; s h e  
t o o k  o n e  a n d  l o o k e d  a t  it, th e n ,  a s  i f  it w e r e  
h o t ,  p u t  it q u i c k l y  f r o m  h er .  S h e  w a l k e d  
l i s t le s s ly ,  u p o n  h e r  p a r a s o l ,  to  a n d  fro. O n  
t h e  d r a w e r  o f  a n  e s c r i t o i r e  t h e r e  l a y  a  m a n u ­
s c r ip t  in f a d e d  in k ,  w h i c h ,  a s  s h e  p a s s e d ,  
c a u g h t  h e r  e y e .  S h e  s t o o d  f ix e d ,  f o r  t h e  l i fe  
o f  h e r  u n a b l e  to  l ift  h e r  g a z e  f r o m  t h e  s h e e t s .  

T h a t  h a n d — s u r e l y  
s h e  k n e w  i t — th a t  
s t r o n g ,  r u n n i n g  
s c r a w l  ! C o u l d  two 
p e o p l e  e v e r  h a v e  
w r i t t e n  s o  p e c u ­
l i a r l y ,  a n d  s o  
s i m i l a r l y ?  I t  w a s  
h a r d  to  b e l i e v e .
A n d  t h e  s e n t e n c e  
s h e  r e a d  t o ld  h e r  

th a t  h e r e  w a s  t h e  
l a s t  s e r m o n  
p r e a c h e d  b y  G i l ­
bert .  S h e  w a s  lo s t  
in b e w i l d e r m e n t .
N o t  n o w  d i d  s h e  
w a i t  a  m o m e n t ,  b u t  
h u r r i e d  forth , f lu t ­
te r e d ,  in to  th e  ra in  
o f  t h e  a l r e a d y  la te  
n ig h t .

T h e  w a y  to  th e  

p a r s o n a g e  l a y  
t h r o u g h  la n es ,  a n d  
a  lo n g ,  d a r k s o m e  
a v e n u e  o f  s y c a ­
m o r e s .  S h e  h a d  
r e a c h e d  th is ,  w h e n ,  
q u i t e  c lo s e ,  s h e  
h e a r d  a  h e a v e d  
b r e a t h  b e a r i n g  h e r  

n a m e .  S h e  c o u l d  s e e  n o t h in g ,  b u t  th e  
“  R o s e y ,  R o s e y  1 ” fe l l  l i k e  a  b u r t h e n  u p o n  
h e r  h e a r t .  T h e  n e x t  m o m e n t  s h e  c o l l i d e d  
w i t h  G i l b e r t .  H e  w o u l d  h a v e  k n o w n  h e r  
p r e s e n c e  in a  s u n l e s s  w o r ld ,  s h e  h is  . . . S h e  
w a s  in  h i s  a r m s ,  h e r  l ip s  f o u n d  o u t  . . . T h e r e  
w a s  a tittle, h a r d  s c a r  o n  h e r  s h o r t  u p p e r - l ip ,

th e  m a r k  o f  a  c u t  in  c h i l d h o o d  ; k i s s i n g  h er .  
h e  f e l l  it, w it h  a  th r i l l .  . . .  I n  a n  in s t a n t  
s h e  w a s  f l y i n g  l ik e  a  ro e ,  p u r s u e d  b y  t h e  w i ld  
p a in  o f  h is  c r y : “ R o s e y ,  R o s e y ,  R o s e y  . . . ”  

S h e  s t o p p e d  s u d d e n l y  a n d  s t o o d  a w a y  
f r o m  t h e  p a t h ,  f e a r i n g ,  h o p i n g ,  th a t  h e  
m ig h t  f o l l o w  h er .  T h e y  w e r e  s o  s o o n  to 
p a r t  I B u t  h e  h a d  n o  n o t io n  w h e r e  s h e  w a s .  
P a n t i n g ,  p r e s s e d  a g a i n s t  th e  t r e e - t r u n k ,  s h e  
c o u l d  f a i n t l y  h e a r  h im  p a s s  a w a y  f r o m  h er .  
S h e  s t r e t c h e d  o u t  a n  a r m  a f t e r  h im ,  a n d  a 
lo w  w a i l  c a m e  f r o m  h er .

“  O h ,  I d i d  s o  l o v e  h i m  ! ”
I n  t h e  p a r s o n a g e ,  w e t ,  w it h  h a g g a r d  fa c e ,  

s h e  w a l k e d  s t r a i g h t  to  t h e  D o c t o r ’s  b e d s i d e .
“  P a p a , ”  s h e  s a i d ,  c a l m l y ,  “ I  h a v e  b e e n  to 

M r .  G i l b e r t ’s  r o o m s .  I c h a n c e d  to  s e e  h is  
la s t  s e r m o n .  It is  u n a c c o u n t a b l e  a n d  I d o  
n o t  k n o w  w h a t  b e a r i n g  it m a y  h a v e  u p o n  y o u r  
o p i n i o n  o f  h im  — b u t ,  j u d g i n g  f r o m  t h e  p a c k e t

o f  o l d  le t t e r s  l h a v e  
o f  m y  m a m m a ’s, 
t h i s  s e r m o n  w a s  
c e r t a i n l y  w r i t t e n  b y  
h e r . ”

T h e  D o c t o r ’ s 
h a n d  w e n t  s h a r p l y  
u p  to  h is  b ro w .

“  M y -  m y  good
c h i l d -----

“ I  t h o u g h t  I 
w o u l d  tell  y o u ,  d e a r  
p a p a . ”

S h e  t u r n e d  a n d  
w a l k e d  a w a y ,  l o n g ­
i n g  fo r  s o l i t u d e .
I h e  D o c t o r  sat up ,  

s m o o t h i n g  h i s  
w h i s k e r ,  d e e p  in 
t h o u g h t .

F o r  t w o  d a y s  h e  
d i d  n o t  r e fe r  to 
G i l b e r t ;  b u t  o n c e ,  
w h e n  h e  w a s  u n ­
e x p e c t e d l y  a n ­
n o u n c e d ,  R o s e y  
w a s  s u r p r i s e d  to  
n o t i c e  a  t w in k le  in  
t h e  D o c t o r ’s g r e y  
e y e s .

O n  t h e  S a t u r d a y  
m y  l o r d  B i s h o p  

a r r i v e d -  a  l it t le ,  q u i c k  m a n ,  w ith  a  b r i s k ,  
b i r d - l ik e  p e r k  o f  t h e  h e a d .  H e  h a d  h e a r d  o f  
G i l b e r t ’s  p a s t o r a l  q u a l i t i e s  f r o m  t h e  D o c t o r ,  
a n d  h a d  it in m i n d  to  p l a c e  h im  w e l l .  A t  
d i n n e r  h e  s a i d  : —

“  I s  h e — te l l  m e ,  n o w — a  m a n  o f  l ib e r a l  
u t t e r a n c e ,  t h i s  M r .  G i l b e r t  ? ”
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“ I  c a n  a t  l e a s t  p r o m i s e  y o u  a v e r y ,  a h ,  
t o l e r a b l e  d i s c o u r s e  f r o m  h im  t o - m o r r o w  
e v e n i n g , ”  r e p l i e d  t h e  D o c t o r ,  w i t h  a t w in k le ,  

e n d i n g  in a  f r o w n .
“ M r .  G i l b e r t  c a n n o t  p r e a c h ! ”  b l u r t e d  

o u t  R o s e y ,  w i t h  a  f lu s h  l ik e  a n g e r .
“  R o s e y  ! y o u  a r e  c a n d i d , ”  c r i e d  th e  

D o c t o r .
T h e  B i s h o p ’s  h e a d  p e r k e d  f r o m  o n e  to  th e  

o t h e r .
“  T h e r e  i s — c o m e ,  n o w -  c l e a r l y  a  d i f f e r e n c e  

o f  s t a n d - p o i n t  b e t w e e n  t h e  n e w  a g e  a n d  th e  
o l d , ”  h e  s a i d ,  p u z z l e d .  “  W e l l — I  s h a l l  k e e p  
a n  o p e n  m i n d ,  a n d  j u d g e  fo r  m y s e l f . ”

T h e r e  w a s  c o n f i r m a t i o n  a t  b o t h  s e r v i c e s ,  
t h e  B i s h o p  p r e a c h i n g  in t h e  m o r n i n g .  D r .  
G r a n d f o r d  c o n s t r a i n e d  h i m s e l f  to  a t t e n d  b o t h  
t i m e s ,  a n d  r e a d  th e  l e s s o n s .  G i l b e r t ’s  c o m i n g  
d e p a r t u r e  f r o m  L y s t o n  h a d  g o t  a b r o a d ,  a n d  
h e  w a s  g e n e r a l l y  u n d e r s t o o d  to  b e  in  s o m e  
m e a s u r e  o n  h is  t r ia l  b e f o r e  t h e  B i s h o p .  
E x p e c t a t i o n  o f  
s p e c i a l  e f f o r t  
f r o m  h i m  w a s  
o n  t ip - to e ,  a s  h i s  
w h i t e  r o b e s  
s l o w l y  a s c e n d e d  
t h e  p u l p i t .
R o s e y  b e n t  a  
p e r f e c t l y  p a l l i d  
f a c e  o v e r  t h e  
s t i l l  o p e n  h y m n -  
b o o k  in h e r  la p .
G i l b e r t ’ s  m a s ­
s i v e ,  s l a n t i n g  
b r o w ,  s l i g h t l y  
b a l d  o n  t h e  to p ,  
w a s  b e a d e d  w i t h  

m o is t u r e .
T h e r e  w a s  a  

s t r o n g  m o u r n f u l ­
n e s s  in  h i m  th is  
n ig h t .  H e  h a d  
a  w a y  o f  s h a k i n g  
h is  b e n t  f o r e ­
f i n g e r  a s  h e  
p r e a c h e d  ; b u t  
t o - n i g h t ,  l i e  
bu-ried  b o t h  f is ts  
in  t h e  c u s h i o n ,  
l e a n i n g  f o r w a r d  
o n  h i s  a r m s ,  w it h  
a  s lo w ,  s o l e m n  
e n u n c i a t i o n .  E l e  d i d  n o t  r e a d  ; a n d  th e  
d r o p  f r o m  t h e  c l e v e r  f lo w  a n d  u t t e r a n c e  o f  
t h e  la s t  f e w  m o n t h s  to  th is  s t o l i d  s p e e c h  w a s  
t r e m e n d o u s .  B u t  t h e  s e r m o n  d i f f e r e d  a s  
m u c h  f r o m  G i l b e r t ’s  o w n  l a b o u r e d  a n d  
a r t i f i c ia l  d i s c o u r s e s  o f  o t h e r  d a y s  a s  f ro m

th e  b o r r o w e d  s e r m o n s .  F o r  t h e  f ir s t  t im e ,  
h e  s p o k e  t h e  w o r d s  o f  l i fe .  A s  p e r f e c t  l o v e  
“ c a s t e t h  o u t  f e a r , ”  s o  p r o f o u n d  s o r r o w  w i l l  
n o t  a d m i t  o f  e m b a r r a s s m e n t ,  in  G e t h s e m a n c  
t h e r e  w a s  n o  f lu rry .  H e  d i d  n o t  s t a m m e r -  
h e  w a s  s t r o n g l y  c l e a r  a n d  c a l m .  T h e  v o i c e  
o f  th is  m e l a n c h o l y  h u m a n  h e a r t  h e l d  th e  
m i n d  o f  t h e  p e o p l e  in  a  s t e r n e r  g r i p  t h a t  
n ig h t  t h a n  t h o u g h  h e  h a d  h a d  t h e  t o n g u e  
o f  a n g e l s .

S o m e t h i n g  o r  o t h e r  d e e p l y  m o v e d  1 >r. 
G r a n d f o r d .  H i s  f a c e  s h o w e d  it. H i s  h a n d s  
t r e m b l e d .  I n  a  f la s h  t h e  w h o l e  s e c r e t  o f  
m o t i v e  a n d  c h a r a c t e r  h a d  i l l u m i n e d  h im  !—  
th e  r e a s o n  w h y  t h o s e  b o r r o w e d  s e r m o n s  h a d  
n o t  b e e n  p r e a c h e d  o n  G i l b e r t ’ s  f i r s t  c o m i n g  
to  E y s t o n — s o m e t h i n g  o f  t h e  r e a s o n  w h y  
t h e y  h a d  b e e n  p r e a c h e d  a f t e r w a r d s — th e  
r e a s o n  w h y  o n e  o f  t h e m  w a s  n o t  p r e a c h e d  
now !  H e  d i v i n e d  t h e  w h o l e .  T h i s  m a n  h e  
h a d  s u p p o s e d  c a p a b l e  o f  a p p e a r i n g  b e f o r e  t h e

B i s h o p  in b o r ­
r o w e d  p l u m e s  
f o r  h i s  o  w  n 

a d v a n c e m e n t  —  
a n d ,  lo ,  h e  w a s  
a  m a n  to  w h o m  
h is  o w n  a d v a n c e -  
m e n t  w a s  a s  
n o t h in g .

H e  s a id ,  a s  
G i l b e r t  w a s  l e a v ­
i n g  t h e  v e s t r y  : 
“  W i l l  y o u ,  a h ,  
M r .  ( f i l b e r t ,  l e n d  
m e  a n  a r m  to  
t h e  p a r s o n a g e  ? ”  

T h e  B i s h o p ,  
w a l k i n g  in f r o n t  
w i t h  R o s e y  a l o n g  

t h e  l a n e ,  s a i d  : —  
“  Y o u  t o ld  m e  

— c o m e ,  n o w — - 
t h a t  M r .  G i l b e r t  
c o u l d  n o t  
p r e a c h  ? ”

“  I  w a s  m i s ­
t a k e n ,  m y  l o r d . ”  
S h e  w a s  t r e m ­
b l in g .

“  H e  is  n o t  
b r i l l i a n t ,  c e r ­
t a i n l y . ”

“  N e i t h e r  is  th e  b r e a d  b y  w h i c h  m e n  l i v e , ”  
s h e  a n s w e r e d .

T h e  D o c t o r ,  b e h i n d ,  w a s  l e a n i n g  h e a v i l y  
u p o n  G i l b e r t .  H e  s a i d  : —

“  I  m u s t  s p e a k  t o  y o u — n o w .  I  h a v e
m i s j u d g e d  y o u .  I  m u s t  h u m b l e  m y s e l f

“  1 WAS MISTAKEN,  MY l.<
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b e f o r e  y o u .  T h e  m a t t e r  is  th is  : F o r  s o m e  

m o n t h s  y o u  h a v e  b e e n  p r e a c h i n g  to  rne a  
s e r i e s  o f  m y  o w n  s e r m o n s

“  S i r ,  s ir --------”  c r i e d  G i l b e r t .
“  1  d id  n o t  k n o w  that f a c t — till  a  f e w  d a y s  

s in c e ,  o r  s h o u l d  h a v e  t o l d  y o u .  I t  w a s  a  
c i r c u m s t a n c e  d i s c o v e r e d  b y  R o s e y  a t  y o u r  
r o o m s  w h ic h  o p e n e d  m y  e y e s .  T h e y  m u s t  
h a v e  b e e n  w r i t t e n  b y  m y  w i f e  a t  m y  d ic t a t io n  
a t  le a s t  th ir ty  y e a r s  a g o ,  a n d  I  h a d  f o r g o t t e n  
t h e m  w h o l ly ,  e x c e p t  a  s i n g l e  s e n t e n c e .  I  
k n e w ,  h o w e v e r ,  th a t  t h e y  w e r e  n o t  y o u r s ,  a n d  
t h o u g h t  b u t  le t  th a t  p a s s .  1 s a y  to  y o u  
n o w  t h a t  I d i v i n e  y o u r  m o t iv e s ,  a n d  h o n o u r  

t h e m ,  a n d  e x t o l  t h e m . ”
“  B u t ,  sir, s i r --------”  G i l b e r t  w a s  a l l  in  t r a n c e

a n d  a m a z e .
“  W h a t  y o u  h a v e  to  d o  in  t h e  f irst  p la c e  

is  to  a p p e a s e  m y  c u r i o s i t y .  B y  w h a t  m i r a c l e  
d i d  y o u  o b t a in  t h e s e  w r i t i n g s  ? ”

“ I  f o u n d  t h e m ,  s ir ,  in  a  s e c r e t  p a n e l  a t  S t .  
J e r o m e ’s p a r s o n a g e ,  a t  H u r l e y ,  in

“  Y o u  h a v e  b e e n  t h e r e ,  t h e n  ? W e l l ,  b u t  
th a t  p a r t i a l l y  e x p l a i n s  it. F o r  b e f o r e  in h e r it  

in g  t h e  m a n o r  h e r e ,  I ,  to o ,  w a s  i n c u m b e n t  
a t  t h a t  v e r y  S t .  J e r o m e ’s . ”

T h e y  h a d  r e a c h e d  t h e  p a r s o n a g e .  T h e  

D o c t o r  le d  G i l b e r t  in t o  t h e  s t u d y .  T h e y  sa t  
f a c i n g  e a c h  o t h e r .

“ T h e  f a c t  o f  t h e  s e c r e t  p a n e l , ”  s a i d  th e  
D o c t o r ,  “ I  c a n  e x p l a i n .  I n  t h e  p a r s o n a g e  
l i v e d  w i t h  u s  m y  w i f e ’s s i s t e r  a n d  t h e i r  g r a n d ­
fa t h e r ,  a  M r .  P r i t c h a r d .  T h e  h o u s e  w a s ,  
i n d e e d ,  h is  p r o p e r t y .  H e  w a s  a n  e c c e n t r i c  
p e r s o n ,  o f  g r e a t  a g e ,  a n d  v e r y  w e a l t h y .  A  
m a n  o f  i r r e l ig io u s  a n d  e s s e n t i a l l y  w o r l d l y  
m i n d ,  h e  y e t  c o n c e i v e d  it n e c e s s a r y  to  h is  
s a l v a t i o n  to h e a r  a  s e r m o n  o n c e  a  w e e k  ; a n d  
a s  h e  w a s  a l m o s t  b e d  r i d d e n  a n d  u n a b l e  to  
a t t e n d  c h u r c h ,  u p o n  m e  w a s  i m p o s e d  t h e  
t a s k  o f  r e a d in g  to  h im  a  w e e k l y  s e r m o n ,  
w h i c h  h e  in s i s t e d  s h o u l d  b e  s p e c i a l l y  w r i t t e n  
f o r  h im .  I  h a d  to  h u m o u r  h i s  w h i m  : f o r  a  
c l e v e r  y o u n g  m a n  w it h  e n e r g y  a n d  a  c o m ­

m a n d  o f  f lo r id  l a n g u a g e  s u c h  a s  h e  l o v e d ,  
t h e  l a b o u r  w a s  n o t  g r e a t .  H e  i n v a r i a b l y  
t o o k  p o s s e s s io n  o f  t h e  s e r m o n s  a f t e r  h e a r i n g  

t h e m ,  a n d ,  I  s u p p o s e ,  t r e a s u r e d  t h e m  in 
th is  p a n e l ,  w h i c h  w a s  k n o w n  to  h i m s e l f  
a l o n e . ”

“  B u t ,  s i r  - t h e  wi l l  ! ”  c r i e d  ( l i lb e r t ,  s t a r t in g  
to  h is  fe e t  w ith  s u d d e n  r e c o l l e c t i o n .

“ W h a t  w i l l ?  M r .  P r i t c h a r d  d i e d  in t e s t a t e . ”
“  J a m e s  A n t h o n y  P r i t c h a r d ’s w i l l !—

b e q u e a t h i n g  jQ i7 0 ,0 0 0  t o  A l i c e  J a n e  W o o d -  
h o u s e  1— s ig n e d ,  s i r ! - w r a p p i n g  u p  d ie  
s e r m o n s  ! ”

T h e  D o c t o r ’s  f a c e  o n  t h e  r e d  c h a i r - b a c k  
w e n t  w h i t e  a s  d e a t h .  H i s  h a n d s  f lu t te re d .

“  S h e  w a s — m y  w i f e ’s — a h ,  s i s t e r , ”  h e  
p a n t e d .  “  R o s e y  is h e r — h e ir .  M r .  P r i t c h a r d ’s 
w e a l t h  w e n t  to  a  c o u s i n — th is ,  th is  is s a lv a t io n  
— a n d  th e  p r o v i d e n c e — o f  G o d . ”

“ T h e  w il l  is in  t h e  h a n d s  o f  a  l a w y e r  in 
L o n d o n ,  s i r , ”  s a i d  G i l b e r t .  “  I  c o m m i t t e d  it 
to  h im  fo r  i n q u i r i e s ,  w h i c h  h a v e  p r o v e d  u n ­
s u c c e s s fu l .  I t  is  d u l y  e x e c u t e d . ”

' I ’h e  D o c t o r ’s  e y e s  c l o s e d .
A n  h o u r  la te r ,  w h e n  G i l b e r t  r o s e ,  h e ,  too , 

ro se ,  s c r i b b l e d  s o m e  w o r d s ,  a n d  h a n d e d  t h e m  
in a n  e n v e l o p e  to  G i l b e r t .

“  A s  y o u  p a s s  b y  t h e  d r a w i n g - r o o m ,  y o u  
m i g h t  h a n d  t h i s  to  R o s e y , ”  h e  s a id .

T h e  B i s h o p ,  t i r e d ,  h a d  r e t i r e d  e a r ly .  R o s e y  
sa t ,  w ith  d e j e c t e d  e y e s ,  a l o n e .  H a  c a m e ,  
h a n d e d  h e r  t h e  n o t e — a  l o w  c r y  f r o m  h e r  ! 
S h e  r e a d  :—

“  H a v e  n o  l o n g e r  a n y  fe a r ,  m y  c h i l d ,  th a t  
M r .  G i l b e r t  is n o t  a t  a l l  p o i n t s  w o r t h y  o f  u s . ”

“  M i s s  R o s e y  ! ” — h e  h a d  s a t  d o w n  r a t h e r  
a w k w a r d l y  b y  h er .

I n s t a n t l y  h e r  s a d n e s s  c h a n g e d  to  l ig h t e s t  
f ro l ic .

“ I s  a n y t h i n g  w r o n g ,  M r .  W a l t e r ?  Y o u  
t e n d  to  s i g h s . ”

“  A h — R o s e y  . . . ”  H e  w a s  o n e  b i g  s igh .
“ I t  is  t h e  S a b b a t h  e v e n i n g .  A m  I  to  u n d e r ­

s t a n d  th a t  y o u  a r e  a g a i n  m a k i n g  l o v e  to  m e  ? ”
“  R o s e y  ! m y  b r e a t h  o f  l i f e — m y  z e p h y r  

f ro m  H e a v e n ------”
H e  t r ie d  to  t a k e  h e r .  S h e  w a s  u p ,  a n d  

g o n e  f r o m  h im .
“  Y o u  c a n n o t  b i n d  a  z e p h y r  in a n  e m b r a c e ,  

s i r , ”  s h e  c r i e d ,  w i t h  a  c u r t s y  ; “  it w ill  
e s c a p e  y o u  : it w i l l  a w a y  to  t h e  m o u n t a in - t o p  
a n d  e l u d e  y o u  : i t  w i l l  d a n c e  w i t h  w in g s  to  
th e  u t t e r m o s t  s e a  to  m o c k  y o u  ! ”

T h e n  w i t h  a  l i t t l e  r u n ,  a  l i t t le  t r o u b le  a n d  
m u r m u r  o f  l o v e ,  s h e  w a s  c r o u c h i n g  b e fo r e  
h im ,  h e r  u p t u r n e d  l ip s  b e s e e c h i n g  h is  k iss .

7 1 9
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H a r o l d  B r a n d  was a B ritish  person of tw enty-four, moneyed 
and cosm opolitan. T he way in  w hich he dashed away his hair, 
which drooped from th e  p a rtin g , was characteristic  of h im  ; his 
blue eyes were qu ite  a le r t ; h is blood fresh and brisk. B u t W om an, 
somehow, had h ith e rto  engaged little  of th e  in te res t of h is free 
m anhood. She, he  guessed, would c o m e ; and m ean tim e the  
bustling  world was a keen concern and pleasure to  h im . T ill, on 
th e  th ird  day of Carnival, he beheld a  chin, w hite betw een th e  
draperies of a gondola cabin ; and th is  he  followed.

Venice, th e  m ysterious! By M artedi Grasso (Shrove Tuesday) 
he had already brushed th e  lips above th e  chin, and was told th a t  
he did i t  in  peril of his life. T h a t was a g rea t carn ival-n ight, th e  
V enetians in wild fete. G liding eastward he could hear th e  revelry 
from th e  P lace of St. M ark, and a t eleven was a t  th e  old P rocurato r 
Palace, where a m unicipal m asquerade was in  full gala reel. By 
twelve he had  le f t th e  roulette-room , had  descended a stairw ay, 
and walked on th e  tu fte d  carpet of a  dim  corridor. H e found 
h im self alone-—w ith  her.

H er bosom heaved. H er eyes were like b righ t, black moons 
behind  her mask.

‘ L is te n  / — I  was fo o lis h ,  you see. W e cannot speak here. 
These tassels m ay be ears— believe  m e-------’

To h im  i t  was incredible. H e  was unable to  sym pathise with 
her ag itation . Y et th a t  chin, th e  em phasis of these tones, could 
hardly appertain  to  one given over to  fancies. She posed w ith one 
projected slipper, th e  o ther h ip  supporting  h e r palm . H e stood 
adm iring  th e  dash and curve of her, th e  young full figure clasped 
in  a trainless dress of am ber silk. A ta b u r a ,  or m an tilla  of black 
lace, flu ttered  from her head.

‘ B ut, Belvidera, I  say, do not ag ita te  y o u rse lf’—  w ith a ten d er­
ness new to his vo ice ; ‘ w hat I  had  to  say is t h i s : th ey  have sum ­
m oned m e back to  E ng land— soon. Am I  to go alone ? I f  you 
are beset w ith dangers, as you say, th a t  is th e  more reason------ ’

‘ D angers ? ’— her fan touched his arm — ‘ b u t no t to  m e-—  
H arold. I t  is for y o u  I  fear— dear. H e d a res  no t h u r t  me,- you 
see ? H is m otives for w ishing m e dead are too e v id e n t , and there 
is la w , isn’t  th e re  ? . . , B u t y o u ! you cannot g u ess  Mauro 
B e llin i’s powers— th e  num ber of his sworn em issaries------ ’
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‘ D ear love ! what em issaries ? H e  can have no power over me.’
She whispered, ‘ T hey are m em bers of the B a n d a ! H e  looks 

upon h im self as th e  last of th e  old n o b i l i t y , and th e  design of his 
life has been th e  en th ronem ent of h im self in  th e  old m ajesty  of 
th e  Doges. As i t  is, he is chief m agistrate . H ence the L ea g u e—
it  includes all c lasses; he knows th a t  I  know of it, and secretly 
fears me. Guesses th a t  I, too, have friends— servants— I ! B u t
you m u st no t th in k  th a t he will be ligh tly  baulked in his life-work 
— in  his old age— by a whim , as he certain ly  considers our love— 
H arold------ ’

‘ B u t I  am  innocent of desire to  bau lk  th is  old boy in  any th ing  
w hatever ! Personally, I  do no t care a  ru sh ------ ’

1 I t  is a l ia  question of m oney ! you see?  Y ou know th a t m y 
wealth is wonderful ? Ah, you did no t k n o w ! I t  is for m yself 
only, is i t  no t . . . good  you are ! B u t i t  is in his hands, dear—  
til l  I  m arry. T h a t by m y father’s will, you perceive ? M eanwhile 
I  am  M auro B ellin i’s niece and ward. M y money is his p o ice r—  
th e  power of th e  Banda. My lover is, to h im , th e  deadliest foe of 
Venice. H e will destroy a  th o u sa n d  lives, and he c a n , if th ey  
in terfere  w ith  his dream — ’

1 B u t th e  question is th is, B elv idera : in  a week, ten  days, do you 
leave Venice, w ith  or w ithou t th e  consent of th is  old gentlem an ? ’

‘ B u t yes, i f  i t  is p o ss ib le , w ithout sa c r if ic in g  y o u ! lo o k  there  ! 
d id  you see th e  tapestry  stir ? I  have m uch to  say to  you—at 
One— m eet m e— you know th e  archway near th e  porch of Santa 
M aria della Salute-—’

T he tapestry  parted , and a  signore in  evening dress sauntered 
toward them . H e bowed profusely. Belvidera held up a  finger 
to  B rand w ith a  whispered ‘ One,’ and walked after th e  stranger. 
As B rand ascended once m ore to  th e  halls, th e  th rong  had formed 
a lane, down w hich paced an old m an, gorgeous in cram oisy velvet. 
T h e  double line of heads w ent undu la ting  a t  his advance, like 
foliage before a  wind. A neighbour whispered Brand th a t th is 
was M auro Bellini him self. T he candle-ligh t illu stra ted  th e  
thousand  puckers of th e  skinny face, th e  m outh, whose lips had in ­
clined inward to a crevice; but the  bald brow told of m ental m ajesty. 
Some g rea t p riest he  seem ed m ore th an  a civil d ign itary . As he 
passed, his head deliberately tu rn ed  and directed upon th e  rosy face 
of B rand a w arning gaze. B rand, surprised, re tu rned  th e  look w ith 
a frown of coolest insolence. I t  was a  challenge, and its  answer.

Before th e  stroke of One, behind a  tu rre t  of San ta  M aria, two 
m en lurked. One, a Moor nam ed Ali, a squat ox, w ith corded
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th ro a t and huge  jaw  ; th e  o th er was Ronaldo, th e  signore of the  
profuse bow in  th e  corridor.

B u t Belvidera was again  in  th e  corridor, even w hile th e  
challenge of eyes was being  exchanged in  th e  halls above, looking 
in  agonised concern for B rand. D espairing, she darted  ou t in to  
th e  piazza. She reached th e  M erceria, down w hich she sped. In  
a  lane she stopped and u tte red  a  k ind  of y o d e l : a  door opened, 
and  a ta ll old woman w ith  scattered  h a ir  stood shading  a  lam p. 
In  contrast w ith h e r poverty, a  diam ond g litte red  on a finger—  
th e  g ift of Belvidera.

‘ B rescia! quick— p u t th a t  la m p  dow n! You have to  be  a t 
S an ta  M aria before One ! ’

‘ Yes, signorina.’
‘ T he E ng lishm an— you know— is in  d a n g e r . I  to ld  h im  to  

m eet m e there, and  was overheard— I  have found o u t— by Ronaldo. 
Som ething is brew ing, I  k n o w ; some plot, som ething . You m u st 
be there— before th e  Inglese. W atch  for h is com ing. Say  I  
cannot m eet h im  to -n igh t. W arn  h im  away— force h im  away, 
good Brescia— go w ith  h im — keep sharp eyes , will you ? M auro 
B ellini has looked a t  m e q u eerly  th is  n ig h t. G o ! And, B rescia, 
a t  two be back w ith  news. I  will be here  for you.’

Brescia had puffed o u t th e  lig h t. She covered h e r head w ith 
her sk irt, and  walked sw iftly away. H er course lay  th ro u g h  
m azes o f narrow  c a lli , betw een balconied houses, m u ltitudes of 
lit t le  bridges. N orthw ard to  th e  R ialto  she traversed  th e  desert 
c ity , tu rn ed  th e n  westward and  southw ard. H e r in trica te  way 
she filled w ith m u tte r in g s ; often  dropped from  h e r  th e  words, 
‘ M auro Bellini.’ She reached Santa  M aria before One, and in  th e  
deep of th e  archway crouched.

‘ H e  is c o m e ! ’ whispered th e  black, ru n n in g  behind  th e  abu t­
m ent.

* On foot ? ’ said Ronaldo.
* Yes, s ig n o re ; I  heard  th e  step .’
‘ Sure ? *
1 I t  is th e  Inglese, s ig n o re ; I  heard  th e  step— th e  step of a 

young m an.’
‘ G ive m e th a t, then.*
H e  took from  th e  Moor’s hand  a  knife, and  glided out. H is 

cloaked spectre-stalk  in  a m om ent was doubling round th e  open­
ing , before ever Brescia could dream  th a t  death  was upon her. 
Suddenly, in  th e  n ig h t, a  cry. Ronaldo, conscious of a  hum an 
form in  th e  gloom, and  of no th ing  m ore, h u rried  off. R ound th e
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quay-corner lolled a gondola. H e p lunged in to  th e  cabin, whistled, 
and  Ali was a t  th e  oar.

Two m inu tes afterw ards B rand arrived, and bade his two 
b a rc a ro lli  aw ait h im . H ad she come ? H e peered in to  th e  a rch ­
way and saw n o th in g ; heard, however, a groan ; and tum bled  upon
his hands over Brescia. ‘ W h at th e  m ischief------ ,’ he  began to

- s a y ; th en , realising  a claim  upon his help, half-lifted th e  body 
toward th e  opening. T here was no moon, b u t th e  vault was 
rich  w ith  glories. As he  noticed th e  slit th roat, th e  old dame, 
leaning heavy upon him , began to  m um ble. H e b en t to hear 
w hat he  took to  be only th e  ravings of death . ‘ M auro B ellin i— 
he h u r t  m y life— a g irl— a poor young th in g . T hen  he sh u t m e 
u p  in  th e  cells— ah, years. Now— he kills me. Tell h im — who 
are  you ?— ah, if  I  could be th e  death  of h im — y e t ; I, Brescia. 
I  would tro u b le— end h im — somehow— ah ! ’ She stiffened sud­
denly . B rand said, ‘ She’s dead, I  suppose,’ and a t  th e  same 
tim e  noticed h is bosom, his hands, all red. A m easured tread  
s ta rtled  him . G lancing, he beheld th ree  o f a cordon of th e  c ity  
s b i r r i ,  on th e ir  n ig h tly  rounds, approach. T he quick th o u g h t of 
th e  blood on h im , of Continental-official over-zeal, a n ig h t in  th e  
dungeons, flashed upon h im , and  w ith a ‘ No, th an k  y o u ! ’ he  
g e n tly  posited th e  body and took to  runn ing . H alf-laughing—  
a t  f i r s t ; in  two m inu tes no t laughing . T he m en were after h im . 
B rand  had  no notion  w hither he  went. T he narrow  c a ll i  of 
V enice are  slab-paved, w ithout t r o t to i r s ; a  ru n n er resounds upon 
th e m , gu id ing  h is pursuer. T hey tw ist and  double infinitely, 
w ith  tin y  bridges everywhere. B rand’s heels w ent flying down 
every tu rn in g  he m e t ; his rage to  be free grew in to  a very f u r o r e  
of action. B u t his pursuers, in tim ate  w ith  th e  labyrin th , were 
q u ite  h is equals. One especially gained surely upon h im . A t 
last, on a  low quay, hearing  th e  near foot-beats round a com er, he 
p itch ed  down th ree  steps, and seizing an iron ring  in  th e  wall, le t 
h im self in to  th e  w ater to  th e  neck. H ere  was a  pa tch  of deepest 
shadow. One of th e  sb ir r i , dashing forth  now to  th e  w ater’s 
edge, ha lted  astonished, and  began to  seek him .

H a lf  an hour before, M auro B ellin i walked alone in  a spacious 
oval ap artm en t of his R esidential Palazzo. T he colum ned cham ber 
was sta te ly  w ith  classic chiselling. H is hands were behind  h im , 
th e  am ple sleeves end ing  t ig h t  a t  th e  w rist w ith  th e  fine lace 
called m e r le tu . O utside, a t  each of th e  seven doors, waited a m an 
behind  th e  hang ings. P resen tly  one entered. T he noiseless walk 
ceased, and  th e  rheum y, bleared eyes glanced a t th e  words of a
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n o te : ‘ T he affair of B rand is ended. H e lies, for th e  present, 
where you know.’

‘ W here is th e  lady Belvidera ? ’ H is voice was deep, con­
tra s tin g  w ith  th e  senility  of th e  hollow cheeks.

‘ She is not in  th e  palace, Excellenza.’
‘ I  know. B u t where  is she ? ’
‘ I  cannot te ll you, Excellenza.’
* Send me Dandolo.’
H e resum ed his walk, till Dandolo, a  big swaggerer, w ith curly  

hair, one-arm ed, in  a velvet jacke t, stood by h im .
‘ W ho knows th e  w hereabouts of th e  signorina Belvidera ? ’
‘ Orseolo, Sebastian, and Marco, sir.’
‘ W here is she ? 5
‘ I  cannot te ll you. Sebastian should be here when there  is  

any th ing  to  report.’
‘ Send m e Antonello.’
H e resum ed his walk, till Antonello, rat-faced, d im inu tive , 

tim id , of th e  lower orders and a  w aterm an, stood by him . H e  
walked to a cen tra l table beneath  th e  dim  ligh t, from a pile o f  
official forms selected a sheet, and held i t  up, reading  th rough  a  
m agnifying glass.

* I t  appears, Antonello ’— he spoke w ith strong d istinctness—  
* th a t a  pauper lunatic  a t  th e  Asylum  of San Giorgio is la te ly  
dead. You com prehend ? ’

Antonello ducked, nervously obsequious.
* I  see by  th is  form  th a t a  relative has been persuaded to 

undertake  th e  burial, th e  c ity  providing, as usual, a  leaden shell. 
No nam e appears here, or ad d re ss ; he is doubtless of th e  lowest 
rabble ; b u t all th a t one learns a t  th e  asylum  itself. I  hope you 
follow me. T he num ber, however, by  which th e  lunatic  is known 
is L , 385. Say L, 3, 8, 5 .’

‘ L, 3, 8, 5 ,’ repeated Antonello.
* Very good. Is there  now at th e  w ater-gate  a  swift gondola 

no t in  use ? ’
‘ One only, Excellenza. I t  is th e  signorina Belvidera’s.’
‘ T h a t will do. T ake i t ; and w ith you take  th is  signed 

au th o rity  for th e  delivery of th e  body of No. L , 3, 8, 5. You 
will obtain th e  address of his relative, and to  th a t  address you 
will convey th e  rem ains.’

Antonello comm enced to  re tire  backwards.
‘ S to p ! Do I  rem em ber righ tly , Antonello, th a t  you have been 

employed in the  craft of gondola-building ? ’
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‘ Yes, E xcellenza/
‘ T hen , I  tak e  it, you are qu ite  capable of driv ing a neat, 

s tra ig h t nail ? *
* Oh, yes, sir.’
* T hen, as you descend, go to  Geronim o, who will supply you 

w ith  some sharp long nails and a ham m er; also some masses of 
lead ; and tw ine. These take  w ith you. T he coffin given to  you 
will, as usual, he closed w ith a sliding lid, which, I  th in k , you will 
find only loosely screwed. W hen in  th e  m iddle of th e  G iudecca 
you will draw th e  lid, you will securely a ttach  th e  w eighty  masses 
to  th e  body, and you will consign i t  to  th e  waters. I  th in k  you 
com prehend m e /

‘ E ig h t, E xcellenza! *
‘ I  m ay as well tell you som ething of m y reasons, Antonello— * 

w ith  a  sligh t toss-ou t o f th e  hand. 1 A poor yo u th  has been—  
killed— in  a  q u a rre l; and i t  is to  th e  in terests of th e  B anda th a t  
th e  body be surely secreted. Cast in to  th e  canal th e re  is a sm all 
chance th a t  i t  m ay some day confront us bearing its  wounds. 
In  th e  case o f 3, 8, 5, there  are no such m arks, and he, dis­
covered, would be unknow n. I  propose, th en , to  have th e  slain 
you th  bu ried  according to  due and ordinary forms. Y ou will 
therefore lay th e  corpse which you will find under th e  archway of 
San ta  M aria della S a lu te  in  th e  lunatic ’s shell, n a i l  th e  lid, and  
convey i t  to  th e  lodging of th e  person undertak ing  burial. A m an 
of h is class will l ittle  desire, I  th in k , to  look upon th e  long- 
d isregarded lu n a t ic ; and  even so, your nails, I  hope, will have 
placed such an  a tte m p t well beyond his convenience. Be sure, 
th en , Antonello— and sw ift/

I n  ten  m inu tes A ntonello was hasting  toward th e  is le t of San 
G io rg io ; in  th ir ty , on th e  G iudecca, he had  dragged th e  body 
from  its  shell— a m ere oblong box, no t coffin-shaped. H e  stood 
in  th e  lampless cabin sta ring  a t  it.

‘ B ody of th e  M ad o n n a! 5 he w hispered ; * b u t he is blacker 
th a n  an  ebon C h ris t! *

T hen  he  had  a  th o u g h t which tick led  him .
‘ R  is th a t  d°g  of an  Ali>s feth e r  !— h o ! he  d id ,  I  th in k , have 

a  fa th e r in  th e  asylum , th e  b la c k ! W ell, b u t th e  house I  am  
going to  m ust be h is E xcellency’s Ked Palazzo, th en  ! ’

H e  struck  a  m atch, and looked a t th e  slip received a t  th e  
asylum  ga te . On i t ,  in  tru th , was th e  nam e of Ali, and  th e  
address o f th e  E ed  Palace. T his was one of th e  th ree  m ansions
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of th e  Bellini, an O riental-G othic pile, very ancient. I t  had long 
stood darksome and em pty, save th a t Ali and some few of Bellini’s 
henchm en used i t  as a  sleeping-place.

In  a few m inutes th e  w eighted body rolled over and dis­
appeared like a  p illar of stiffness in to  th e  waters, sending up a 
belch of phosphorescences ; in  a  few more Antonello was bending 
over Brescia.

* B u t is th is  th e  poor you th ,’ he said wonderingly, ‘ th a t his 
Excellency spoke of?  . . .  Or was th a t  his Excellency’s playful 
way of ta lk ing  m erely ? Yes, he  is cautious ! ’ A knowing finger 
w ent to  his undu lating  nose. 1 H is Excellency does not b lab every 
m eaning as a  bungler would ; one m ust p u t-toge ther his h in ts— 
and o b e y ! ’

B u t he took th e  precaution to  search the  vault, and finding 
nothing, bore th e  body to  th e  shell. T he diamonded finger 
caught his e y e : he stooped to i t ; hesita ted  n e rv o u sly ; and 
covered th e  coffin. A t th e  prow there  was laugh ter when he  told 
th e  gondoliers of Ali’s w hite female father ; and they  set ou t. A 
few yards forward, behind an  angle, lay B rand’s gondola; a  few 
yards behind, th e  em pty gondola of th e  s b ir r i .

A t th is  tim e Brand was again in  flight. The sb ir t' i  had 
stood over h im  a t  th e  waterside, b u t failing to  see h im , ran 
further. H e clung to th e  ring  un til a shivering seized h im  ; ran 
th en  once more, try ing  to steer his guessed way backward to  his 
bark. H e  a t  leng th  reached a clear space near the  quay, and  had 
hardly  recognised it, when, close behind him , th e  cry, ‘ T here  he 
i s ! ’ H e forced an agony of urgency in to  his legs. H ushing 
upon his deck, he whispered his m en to  toil for life, and 
plunged in to  th e  cabin am idships. B u t as th e  gondola m oved 
out, he  could see th e  s b in 'i  wildly oaring after him .

Antonello, bending over th e  coffin, w ith one V enetian b lind  
drawn up, was hardly ten  yards ahead. The m an had closed th e  
sh e ll; nail and ham m er were in  his h a n d ; when th e  tem p ta tio n  
of th e  diamond again  overcame him . H e feared— th e  lit tle  ra t-  
eyes winked. H e was a  person of keen nervosity, a ll trem ors, 
believing in  th e  om niscience of his Excellency, and th e  m a tte r  
of th e  diam ond form ed no part of his instructions. I f  he shou ld  
be discovered to  have presum ed, transgressed ? M ost s tea lth ily  
he  slid the  lid  footward a  little . Then th e  th o u g h t came to  h im  
th a t  the  body dropped in to  th e  water would remove all possible 
discovery of th e  t h e f t ; he  drew it ou t a little  to  a h a lf-s ittin g  
position, and considered. J u s t  th en  th e  bark passed u n d e r a
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lam pligh t, and  B rand, now close behind , recognised as he  peered 
forth  th e  luxurious gondola o f Belvidera, its  liveried cabin of 
purple  and  gold. Antonello, too, th e  diam ond in  h is hand, had  
leered o u t and  seen th e  two apparen tly  p u rsu ing  boats. In  a 
gu ilty  trep idancy  he ran  stooping forward, b idd ing  th e  gondolieri 
fly in  his Excellency’s nam e. As for B rand, his h eart w ent 
hu rry ing  w ith  a thousand  doubts. I f  she was th e re  ? in  trouble, 
danger ? why did she fly ? w hat did she here  and now ? I f  he 
could secretly  board her, would i t  n o t m ean safety for h im  ? H e 
crep t sternw ard, and  u rged  his m en w ith  rich  prom ises to  ca tch  
th e  boa t in  front, a  double trem bling  of eagerness in  h im  a t th e  
p e ril behind, a t  th e  prom ise before. T he  th ree  slender barks, 
l ig h t as life, w ent d a rtin g  like  swifts over th e  troub led  w ater.

Venice, th e  S i le n t! th e  Sahara of B e a u ty ! T he Canalazzo 
was e m p ty ; only far yonder in  th e  dark  a gondola-lam p m ig h t 
shoot an  in stan t, quenched in  th e  flood, as m eteors vanish in  th e  
void. P a s t pallid  old palaces th ey  sped, piles o f O riental glory 
r ic h  w ith  gold and colours, w ith  pinnacle and cupola and a rcad e ; 
w here  th e  lam ps th rew  long stream s of dusky crim son on th e  
b lac k  w ater, while to  th e  phosphoric dash of th e  oars wide 
b eh in d  th em  wavered th e ir  wake to  its  lazy slap upon th e  m arble 
o f  stairw ay, or colum n, or facade ; and  around then , reaching  to  
t h e  ancien t stars, an  u t te r  lonesomeness and hush  of gloom, save 
w h e re , a t  a  tu rn in g , a  gondolier sen t w arning of his com ing in  
s tra n g e , lugubrious wail. T he  forem ost boat had gone curving, 
l ik e  a  c rea tu re  of life, in to  a  com plexity of narrow  channels 
to ta l ly  dark, except where a  rare com er lam p stream ed ou t 
u p o n  th e  waves. N ear one of these, B rand, crouching  ready a t  
h i s  prow, leap t lig h tly  upon th e  poop near h im , while Antonello, 
w h o  had  been cring ing  behind  th e  cabin, a t  once slid a t  th e  
s l i g h t  concussion, d iam ond in  hand, in  m orta l fear, in to  th e  water. 
B r a n d  was h id  by th e  hearse-shape of th e  cabin from th e  fron t 
g o n d o lie r i, b u t  his own m en, w atching for his leap, stopped, and 
w e r e  overtaken by  th e  e b in 'i .  H e, m eanw hile, had  slipped in to  
t h e  cabin of B e lv idera ; he  could barely  discern th e  half-recum bent
f o r m ,  and  m urm uring , ‘ W hy, love, in  th e  nam e of all th a t  is-------’
im p e tu o u s ly  stooped forward. H e  sh rank  w ith an  ‘ ah  . . . 
c o w e r in g . T h a t body again— and  here  in  B elvidera’s b o a t! T he 
t h o u g h t  th a t  she m ig h t be im plicated  ever so l it t le  in  th e  dark  
d e e d s  of h e r uncle m ade h im  s ic k ; he  spat o u t th e  suspicion. 
B u t  how cam e th is  th in g  hei'e ? M uch tim e was n o t given him

22— 2
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for question ings; th e  gondola was th en  d a rtin g  past a  brown 
M oorish-looking pile, w ithou t openings in  i ts  frontage, save one 
row of windows near th e  roof. T he m ansion stood a t  a  com er, 
round w hich th e  gondola shot, and stopped a t  a  side portal. B rand, 
springing  up, found h im self confronted w ith th ree  m en a t  th e  
lig h ted  doorway, and w ith  th e  two gondolieri, come to  th e  cabin 
to  help  A ntonello w ith th e  coffin. They stared  am azed a t  h im . 
One raised th e  cry  :

‘ W hy, he  is a  foreigner ! H e  has m urdered  lit tle  Antonello—  
see th e re , th e  blood on h im — and throw n h im  in to  th e  w a te r! ’

‘ Y ou id io ts ! * B rand began, b u t stopped, seeing a  signore 
appear a t  th e  doorway whom he recognised. I t  was Ronaldo, 
come h ith e r  a fte r th e  m urder of Brescia. Ronaldo sta rted  a t  th e  
sudden apparition  of B ra n d ; b u t in stan tly  calm , whispered to  th e  
o thers. T hey  advanced, and  w ith  a rush , pu lled  B rand to  th e  
landing-stage. H is B ritish  fists w ent flying, b u t by  th e  tim e  th e  
scuffle reached th e  doorway he was on his face, h is arm s, to  th e  
elbows, bound beh ind  h im  by a cord, procured by  Ronaldo. T hey  
dragged  h im  to  a near apartm en t, and le ft h im  behind th e  lock.

T he two gondolieri, m eanwhile, had en tered  th e  cabin, resettled  
Brescia, hu rried ly  pushed  th e  lid to  its  place, and  strag g led  w ith  
th e  burden to  Ali’s quarters, a room near th e  palace-top. As th ey  
re-en tered  th e  gondola, Ronaldo handed th em  a  note.

A t ha lf-past two, M auro B ellini, still pacing, stopped to  read 
th is  n o te : B rand was alive, b u t  bound, in  h is power, a t  th e  Red 
P a la c e ; and Ronaldo aw aited instructions. T he sere face flushed 
w ith  rage, ‘ T hese du ll slaves ! ’ he  m u tte red . A  m istake— a 
m iscarried  sc h em e ; i t  stirred  his ang riest con tem pt. A gitated  
w ith  passion, he  scribbled, * T he T orture  of F ea r t i l l  fo u r ; th en  I  
will m yself come to th e  palace.’

H alf-past tw o ! and  Belvidera pale, w ith  t ig h t  lips, waited 
inside Brescia’s door, palm  on supple hip, w atching. * She does not 
com e ,’ she said. T hen— all w it and  energy— she slid out, ran , and 
a t  a  dark  w ater-side stepped in to  a  h ired  gondola. She reached  
th e  archway of Santa  M aria, and  saw blood. H ers or h is  ? She 
leaned f a in t ; th en , w ith  her forward h igh-heeled  step, re-en tered  
th e  boat, and  m ade for B rand’s hotel. N o t th e r e ! * I  m u st f in d  
h im ,’ she said.

She stood la te r in  a squalid apartm en t, before h e r a hum p­
backed m an.

‘ You must./mcZ him , P au l. You have w i t  enough, I  should 
th in k .’
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T he b en t head  nodded. In  th e  m an’s eyes was worship— th e  
worship of a  lover.

‘ H e  is d e a d , or in  g rea t d a n g e r , yon see, Pan l. Send ou t all m y 
friends, and  y o u rs; le t them  search every th ing , th e  secret of 
every one. I  am  going to  th e  Palazzo Calvo, where I  shall be 
alone, w aiting. Send every one to  m e w ith n ew s. I  will do any­
th in g  for you— any th ing , rea lly— I  prom ise, P a u l— if you succeed.’

I n  tw en ty  m inu tes tw en ty  m en, w ith in trica te  in trigue , were 
d issecting V enice for B rand.

B u t th e  T o rtu re  of F e a r!  i t  was an  ordeal s te rn  enough. 
B rand, seeing resistance foolish, walked, as bidden, w ith  perfect 
contem pt, before th ree  m en from  his prison to  th e  topm ost floor. 
H e  was locked in to  a very  large cham ber, circular, l i t  by a  m ean 
lam p. I t  contained one of th e  frontage-windows looking ou t upon 
th e  w a te r-w ay ; th is  was paned w ith  a  single pane, flush w ith  th e  
wall. T he wall seem ed to  be of ta rn ished  brass. On th e  grim y 
floor he  noticed  th re e  old boots and a w ine-bottle . N ear th e  door 
— th e  only sign of fu rn itu re— a m a ttre s s ; and on them , once more, 
Brescia’s coffin. I t  was th e  ap a rtm en t used by Ali, one of th e  old 
torture-cham bers of th e  Inqu isition .

H e  becam e aware o f a  c lick ing  som ew here— above h im  i t  
seem ed— and  glancing, he  saw th a t  all over th e  dom ed ceiling 
was a  m u ltitu d e  of oblong slits, little  black openings, cu t in  all 
d irec tio n s; th en , th a t  som ething  hang ing  by strings in  each of 
these  holes was m o v in g ; slow ly ; to  and  fro— like pendulum s. A 
pang, he  knew  no t why, p ierced h im . In  te n  m inu tes he  knew 
w hy— a fa in t w h iz z in g  filled th e  a ir . H e  discerned th a t  th e  
strings, as th ey  swung, were le n g th e n in g : th a t  th e  th in g s th ey  
sw ung were m assive leaden balls. H is blood stopped s t i l l ; i t  was 
a  dog’s death , and so slow. H e  stood w ith backw ard head, gazing 
u p  w ith  horrid  in te res t a t  th e  nearing  masses, deliberate  as fate, 
a t  th e ir  in tensify ing  sweep and  r u s h ; legion th ey  seemed, flying 
every way, y e t nicely  system atised, so th a t  no t one bum ped 
ano ther. I t  was an  age of m isery before he  dodged th e  f i r s t ; th e  
cham ber was th e n  a very bedlam  of hissing d e a th ; and  in  ano ther 
m in u te  B rand  was ducking , d a rtin g , dodging, w ith  bound arm s, 
w ith  th e  ag ility  of a  clown, w ith  a  m aniac’s s ta rtin g  eyeballs, 
from  th e  complex, om nipresen t m alice o f th e  racing  lead.

Belvidera, in  an  ap artm en t o f th e  Palazzo Calvo, was receiving 
m essenger a fte r m essenger, announcing  th e  failure of th e ir  search.

Suddenly, as he  lay  fallen on h is face aw aiting th e  crash of 
dea th , th e  h issing  ceased— a rum bling  sound— and th e  balls w ent
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rapid ly  aloft. F o r som e tim e  lie lay g a sp in g ; b u t  presently  
s ta rted  up  in  surprise. H e  bad  noticed th a t  th e  bottom  o f th e  
brazen wall was pierced a ll round  w ith  a  series of arches, and  he  
now discerned th a t  under each of these, far w ith in  th e  th ickness 
of th e  wall, stood a m astiff o f brass, on a low brazen base. A t a 
c ro u lin g  sound around h im  he  sp rang  s tra ig h t— i t  was like th e  
w inding of a  thousand  clock-works— and  th e  n ex t m in u te  he  was 
encom passed by  a  deep growl of ang ry  hounds. F rom  every 
archway, save th e  th ree  by Ali’s bed, ou t rushed, a t  th e  end  o f a 
brazen rod, a snapping dog. T he tin y  wheels upon which th e ir  
bases ran  had  been cunn ing ly  adap ted  to  th e  m ateria l of th e  
flooring to  exactly  im ita te  a  wolfish grum ble. F o rth  th e y  rushed  
a  l it t le  way, and  back, th e n  fu rth e r fo rth , and  back, w ith  con­
tin u o u s deepening  growl, w ith  snapping, far-ou tslan ting  brazen  
tee th . This once favourite to rtu re  o f th e  Inquisito rs was n o t  
unknow n to  Brand ; his reading  led h im  to  rem em ber th e  room ’s 
cen tra l spot, w ith  hope th a t  there m ig h t be s a fe ty ; b u t  he  now 
observed th a t  th e  dogs d id  n o t run  sym m etrically  tow ard th e  
centre, th e ir  race being directed about th e  cham ber in  a  calculated  
disorder of wild com plexity. T hey  were o f m any sizes, th e  te e th  
of some reaching  to  h is m id d le ; caugh t, h is n e th e r  lim bs m u s t 
be re n t to  fragm ents. H e th o u g h t of falling to  th e  ground, and  
in s tan tly  rem em bered th a t  he m u st be a t  once banged to  d ea th  by  
th e  frantic  masses. A last hope tu rn ed  to  th e  bed, b u t  h is re tre a t 
was now b a rred ; some had already rushed  across th e  cen tra l 
p o in t ; and  he, w ith gasping m outh , was sp u rtin g  and leaping, 
arm less, q u ite  m ad, over, am ong, around them . T he  world 
seem ed full of th e  b lind  and  dreadful tee th , o f th e  roll and roar 
o f th is  brazen rabies. Jn  a  dodge from  th e  r ig h t, th e re  was a  
snatch  of flesh a t  his le ft t h ig h ; and  he  dropped swooning am ong 
th e  hounds.

A t half-past th re e , Belvidera was hasting  from  th e  Calvo to 
th e  R esidential Palazzo, ano ther gondola following hers, contain­
in g  seven m en w ith  weapons. H er em issaries had  failed. F rom  
an  ante-room  she sen t a request to  see B ellini.

T he old m an  sum m oned Dandolo, whispered hurried ly , and 
aloud bade h im  adm it th e  signorina.

She, in  h e r am ber dress, still m asked, walked w ith  brisk step 
to  th e  table, placed one palm  upon it, th e  o th er a t  her clean- 
curved waist, and  said :

‘ M auro B ellin i— th e  E nglishm an, B rand ! ’
T he shapeless eyes looked up  in  m ild  fatherliness upon her.
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‘ Am I  to take  th is as an  open defiance, t h e n ? ’ he  said.
4 As you like.’
‘ I t  is th e  first tim e, B elv idera/
4 Is  th e re  no t cau se  ? ’
4 You m u st no t suppose, m y child , th a t  you can defy m e w ith 

im p u n ity /
4 You th in k  I  care  ? T he E nglishm an, B rand— te ll m e where 

he  is, or by to-morrow, sunset, th e  whole world knows of—-
the Banda  /

4 T h a t is a vain th rea t, m y child. B u t I  will te ll you, if  you 
lik e /

41 like , of course/
4 You m ay reg re t i t  i f  I  te ll y o u /
4 You fancy I  ca re , Uncle ? T here  is n o t a  th in g  in  th is  whole 

world I  care for, b u t h im . So you k n o w  now. I  will ru in  you, 
and  Venice, and I  care n o t w hat, i f  you dare harm  him . Tell me, 
will you, w h ere  he is ? '

T he tab le-hand  shifted  to  h e r h ip , and  th e  h ip -hand  to  th e  
table.

4 You really wish, th en , to  know ? ’
41 w is h , decided ly /
41 will te ll  you ; b u t you m ay accept m y assurance th a t  you 

w ill reg re t i t /
4 You are no t t r i f l in g  w ith  m e, surely ? Tell me a t o n c e ! ’
4 H e is in  th e  cham ber of th e  T ortu re  of F ea r a t  th e  Palazzo 

R osso/
H e r hands m et, w ringing.
4 On your honour th a t  ? ’
4 Y es/
W ith o u t a word she walked to  th e  door o f h e r en trance. 

B ellin i tw ice struck  a bell a t  h is hand. Belvidera found th e  door 
fastened. F ive of th e  o th er six she found fa s ten e d ; th e  sixth 
opened upon a corridor leading  to  B ellini’s cham ber, from  which 
th e re  was no egress.

41 am  a  'p r iso n er , th e n  ? ’ she cried.
B ellini, perusing  a docum ent, d id  n o t answer. H e  presently  

walked toward h is cham ber, to  prepare  for his v isit to  th e  Red 
Palace. I t  was nearly  four. Belvidera had cast herself, sobbing, 
upon a couch.

B rand  stirred  from swoon to  find him self ragged and b le e d in g ; 
b u t th e  dogs had  re tired  to  kennel. Some new sound i t  was
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w hich had stabbed his sleep w ith a new F ear. H e was worn now 
w ith  th e  long w o e ; b u t he  b e n t th e  in tense  ear o f old misers 
lis ting  to  th e  creakings o f th e  m id n ig h t th ie f  a t  a  clanking  sound—  
from beneath  ; and  a t  th e  same tim e caugh t sigh t of a black space 
in  th e  flooring. H e sprang horrified. T he whole flooring, he  
now observed, was composed, no t of s tra ig h t planks, b u t of broad 
rings, each m ade u p  of several pieces. I t  was these  pieces w hich 
he  now beheld sharply dropping, one by  one, a t  irregu lar intervals, 
ou t of s ig h t ; th e n  deliberately  rising  again  on concealed 
hinges. G radually  th e ir  m ovem ent becam e rapid , incalculable : 
here, th e n  yonder, th en  here  again, in  endless perm utation , 
yawned th e  sudden patch  of black. B rand began a  m ad jig  from  
rin g  to  ring , from piece to  piece. H e trod  upon te rro r— every 
nerve strained to  de tec t th e  first sign of y ield ing  beneath  his 
fee t— th e  veins swollen on his d ripp ing  brow. B u t th e  coffin ! 
Suddenly he  rem em bered th a t  i t  probably lay  safe on tw o 
consecutive rafters. H e  m ade a  frantic rush  for i t ,  and fell, 
convulsed, upon th e  lid.

H ere, after a tim e, he  began to  th in k . W as death , or only 
to rtu re , in tended  h im  by these  horrors ? I f  death , th a t  could 
have been effected long since. Probably, th en , only to rtu re — to  
be followed la te r by  death . B u t a t whose hands ? H e  recalled 
B ellini's glance a t  th e  Procurazie m asque, w ith th e  in tu itio n  th a t  
Bellini himself, in th e  triu m p h  of his m alice, would certain ly  v isit 
h im . And then , his forehead resting  on th e  coffin, he  began  to  
th in k  of Brescia’s dying  words— th a t B ellini had k illed  h e r— her 
prayer th a t  she m ig h t ‘ trouble ’ and £ end ’ h im . R aising him self, 
he saw th a t  th e  droppings had ceased, b u t th a t  one patch , by some 
h itch , still gaped near th e  door. T he sig h t gave h im  a th o u g h t, 
a  hope, ha lf superstitious, his last. H is back to  th e  coffin, he 
inserted  his free fingers in to  th e  notch  of th e  lid, and drew it  
som ewhat. In  his ex trem ity  he had th e  d is tin c t hope th a t  th e  
feeble old m an, suddenly confronted w ith th e  spectacle o f his 
v ictim , would step  backward upon destruction . l i e  re tired  to  th e  
farthest p a rt of th e  room and w aited.

I t  was past four. Belvidera did  no t long lie sobbing. She 
lifted  her eyes, saw th e  room em pty, and began to  pace. ‘ Am I  
such an i d i o t — b orn  like t h a t ? '  she said. ‘ Can I  do n o th in g ? ’ 
Suddenly she was a swift roe in th e  room. She had noticed on a 
chair B ellini’s discarded red robe, his four-cornered cap. She 
leap t to  the  table, found a scissors, and w ith it  clipped th e  fringe

A  N IG H T  IN  V E N IC E .
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from  an  antim acassar. H er m ask and m an tilla  she cast away. A t 
a  m irror, around her h a ir  she ranged w ith adm irable swift a r t  th e  
w hite  fringe under th e  cap. She draped herself in  th e  robe, 
touched a bell, and re tired  to  th e  rem otest shades. Some one 
entered . W ith  ha lf-tu rned  head she said carelessly, in  th e  very 
voice of B e ll in i :

* T he signorina has re tired  to  m y c h a m b e r; you m ay now 
unfasten  th e  doors, Dandolo.*

In  a m in u te  she was flying th ro u g h  th e  palace tow ard th e  
W atergate; in a m in u te  Bellini, re tu rn in g  ready, had  discovered 
h e r ru se , and w ith a  stam p of rage  bid five m en follow h im . As 
th e  pinnacles of Venice chim ed ou t th e  q u arte r-p ast four, th e  
th ree  gondolas, Belvidera first in  her h ired  bark , he r seven next, 
B ellini in  u rg en t w rath  behind, w ent sk im m ing  and ch u rn in g  in  
w ildest chase over th e  w hiten ing  Canalazzo.

B rand, crouching in  th e  obscurity , heard  a footstep w ithout. 
W as i t  B ellin i ? H is te e th  w ent ch a tte rin g . T he massive lock 
tu rn ed  ; some one entered , lurched, staggered  on th e  edge of th e  
abyss, and  fell. S p u tte rin g  oaths, he  rescued him self, c ling ing  
to  th e  o ther side. H e stood up , s ta ring  in  stup id  w onderm ent a t  
th e  hole. ‘ W h at’s all t h i s ? ’ he growled. B rand saw a  huge 
curly  head, a  black face': th e  M oor re tu rned  to  bed from  th e  
w ine-shop, d runk . H e  stood, a  squa t bulk , sw aying on his bow­
legs, w ith  eyes s tra in ing  to  be open.

Soon he  noticed th e  coffin w ith  its  draw n lid  on th e  bed.
* H ullo  ! ’ he  grum bled, * are y o u  m y cursed father, th en  ? 

T h a t’s a ll r i g h t ! ’
T hen, after sage reflection, w ith po in ted  finger : ‘ B u t y o u  are 

n o t m y cursed f a th e r ! Do th ey  grow so pale th en  ?— w ith long 
hair. . .’

H e cam e nearer, and looked. H is arm s w ent a-kim bo, and he 
began to  shake w ith  m errim en t.

* 0 ,  ho, ho !— he’s w h ite ! Poor boy’s gone w hite ! Is  th a t  
th e  way th ey  do, th en . . .*

Suddenly he  was serious, th en  gradually  angry.
* Now, look you,’ he said to  Brescia, ‘ I  w ant no fathers h e r e ;

besides, y o u  are  n o t m y  cursed fa th e r-------’
And now, h is under-jaw  g rin n in g  m urderously  against his 

upper l i p :
‘ H e re ! g e t o u t of th is , you-------’ he cried ; ‘ w here do you

th in k  I  am  to  sleep, hey  ? ’ and  w ith  a  dive he  had th e  shell clasped
22— 5
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in  h is arm s. ‘ O ut, I  tell yon-------’ S taggering , he reached th e
window, and his burden  went crashing  th ro u g h  th e  glass.

W ith  i t  w ent B rand’s last hope.
A t th e  same m om ent Belvidera rushed in , looking wildly round . 

She sigh ted  B rand, pounced upon him , dragged h im  forth .
‘ Q u ic k !— ah, so w ea k  ? H e  will be here  in stan tly , m ean ing  

no th ing  b u t d e a th ------ --
O ut in  th e  corridors th e re  were noises— echoes of shoutings, o f 

h u rry in g  feet about th e  house.
‘ T hey  are a fte r u s— you h ea r? — oh, for H eaven’s sa k e ------’
As fast as he could he  ran  by her side, ragged and bloody, still 

arm less, th ro u g h  a large num ber o f dark  halls, down stairw ays, 
breathless, on a  devious way determ ined  by her. She seem ed to  
know th e  place m inu te ly . B u t in  a  passage th ey  heard  a  tram p­
ing  of feet r ig h t in  th e ir  course. She stopped, baffled ; tu rn ed  
b a c k ; in  her hu n ted  dism ay ran  down a  side-corridor, another, 
ano ther, and lost he r way. T he feet seemed to  follow. * Q u ick ! 
in  here, t h e n ! ’ she gasped. T hey slid th rough  an open door 
in to  a  room. She did n o t know it, b u t i t  was th e  chief room  of 
th e  m ansion, contain ing  a  draped bed, on w hich Doges of Venice 
had  slept. T he fee t approached, approached. She sprang to  th e  
d o o r ; felt for th e  touch  of m e ta l ; bolted it. T he feet approached, 
approached— th ey  stopped w ithout th e  door. ‘ Oh, I  will d ie  
w ith  y o u ! * she whispered. T hey on th e  outside tried  th e  handle 
— there  seemed to  be a ta lk  and consultation— and several shoulders 
w ent u rg ing  a t  th e  door. T he woodwork stra ined , ripped, flew 
in w a rd ; th e  room was flooded w ith lam p-ligh t borne by  several 
hands. B rand and Belvidera stood a t  bay in  th e  cen tre .

B u t th e  crowd of m en only glanced a t  them , w ithou t fu rth er 
notice. T heir faces were very grave.

* L ay  h im  on th e  bed,’ said Ronaldo ; ‘ i t  is th e  only decent one 
in  th e  place.’

T hree of th em  shuffled toward th e  bed, bearing  a body. The 
face and head was a m ere crush and unsightliness. I t  was th e  
old m an, M auro B ellini, b ro u g h t to  th is  by Brescia and h e r coffin, 
which, as h e  passed in  chase beneath  th e  palace window, had 
crashed th rough  h is cabin upon him .

B elvidera’s face lay h idden upon th e  bosom of B rand. L ater, 
as th ey  glided to g e th er from  th e  R ed Palace, lo, m orning  was in  
heaven, and  on th e  waters.

M. P . S hiel .
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WHAT HAPPENED BEHIND THE LOCKED DOOR.?
One of M. P. Shiel’s m ost Weird R om ances.

J  ady Rowena Howard of Iste had been ten 
months married when —again—she was 

thrown across the path of Lord Seacombe.
It was at the PalJi Opera House, where 

her opera-glass, in moving along the opposite 
row of “ nobil:ty-boxr s,” came upon that livid 
face and square brow of Seacombe, to find his 
glass, too, directed upon her ; and the mutual 
gaze of the glasses remained fixed, till she, 
suddenly paling, bowed slightly.

Presently, as she passed out, a man cos­
tumed like a Polar bear (Seacombe’s secretary) 
dropped into her parasol a card which bore 
the words, “ May we meet ?—at the Meta 
Sudans.”

It was now near 8 p.m., at which hour the 
Lenten bell would sound the closing of the 
theatres, open since 10 a.m. If was the 
Tuesday, the lait—the maddest—day of Car­
nival, the day of the barberi and the mocco- 
letti. The cry of the Carnival now reached to 
heaven, the air dark with missiles. In two 
minutes Rowena was covered with powder 
whirled from eggs, with confetti, with flowers. 
The city had become one vast vertigo. Into 
the Corso from every by-street wended car­
riages filled with dominos, pierrots, marquises, 
contadini—a chaos of flying arms, screams, 
contests, and colours. Rowena among her 
cushions took no part in this war. She was 
a woman of large and languorous build, with 
th'ck, scarlet lips and dead-white skin, the 
globe of black hair at her nape, and the long 
curve of her throat, giving her a resemblance 
to those strange women of Rossetti’s dreams. 
It had been remarked that Seacombe, stand­
ing by her side, was the shorter by at least 
half a finger.

Her carriage rolled along the Via Urbana 
to the Colosseum. Lord Seacombe stepped 
from the shadow of the trysting place, saying 
“ Ah ! we meet again.”

“ It is a strange chance,” she murmured.
They walked to the mouth of a vomito- 

rium, and before them lay the ruin in gloom : 
for now it was night.

“ You are still everywhere at once, then ? ” 
she said, smiling.

“ 1 travel continually,” he replied. “ We 
are souls that have sinned elsewhere, and the 
earth is our prison ; happily we may pace in ir.”

“ Ah, that old black mood ! Yet you pro­
mised to be happy, Henry.” “ Are you?” 
“ I am lately married to an old man—who 
talks of mines and stocks. Still, there 
are consolations, I suppose.” “ W hat?” 
“ Wealth, the fact of living, the sun, the 
Carnival.” “ After the Carnival, Lent,” he 
said. “ But before Lent, the Carnival ! ” 
“ Really ! you, at. least, have changed.” 
“ Maybe.” “ Forgive me. 1 know that you 
cannot be other than yourself.”

“ But I may not be all that you have per­
sisted in thinking me, Henry. One is not 
necessarily the equal of one’s face. The most 
ethereal beauty whom I have seen is a 
Sevillian cigarctte-makcr, who is weak in the 
head.”

“ But I have never judged you by your 
face, but by myself. You are my double—or 
you used to be.”

“ Is it quite true ? ” she asked, with lifted 
eyebrows. “ You produce upon the world 
the impression more of some Olympian being 
than of common man ; as for me, I declare 
that I am a woman and not a goddess.”

“ The 1 Olympian beings5 arc surely 
exempt from diseases of the skin,” he said 
smiling.

(Five years previous’y, after a return from 
Iceland,-that hotbed of leprosy, and just before 
his projected marriage with Rowena, two of 
the hideous nodules had appeared on the brow 
of Seacombe, making him a social pariah.)

“ But you are not better?” she asked. 
“ My disease is quite incurable.” “ Alas ! and 
mine, Henry.” “ I am here to cure you, 
and myself also.”

She looked doubtfully at him. The moon 
had risen, seeming to double the proportions 
of the ruins. Its shining infected Rowena 
with a certain romantic mournfulness. From 
afar the noise of the Carnival reached 
them.

“ And the cure is—the old remedy ? ” she 
asked smiling. “ The rendezvous in Eternity.” 
“ Ah ! you persist, then, in taking me for a 
goddess?” “ You are what I am.” “ And 
you believe, still, Henry, in the soul, the 
Hereafter?” “ There is the soul, the Here­
after. Don’t you believe r ” “ I believe, if
you tell me.” “ 1 tell you so. I have known 
it for nearly ten years. And there is cure.” 
“ Tempter, tempter.”

He all the time was fingering in a pocket 
two little vials which never left his person.

“ You consent ? ” he said.
“ No. I have ties. I love life. I—fear 

death.” “ It may be that you no longer— 
love.” “ Ah ! ” “ Then you consent ?—to­
morrow at daybreak.” “ I—cannot. At least 
give one—time 1 ” “ How m uch?” “ A 
month.” “ W here?” “ At Naples.” He 
bowed. “ A month, then—at Naples.” “ At 
least I will answer you then.” “ You will 
consent.” “ Probably.”

He bowed. Her fingers rested on his 
arm. They traversed the vomitorium, and at 
the Meta Sudans patted.

By now the moccoletti fete was in full reel, 
and a hundred thousand rushing tapers, 
lighting up facts on fourth stories, turned the 
streets into a flamc-sca, everyone seeking to 
preserve his own and to put out his neigh­
bour’s moccolctto with bellows, extinguisher?, 
monstrous fans. Suddenly the Lenten bell 
extinguished every light; but it was not till 
long afterwards that Rowena’s coachman, 
picking his way through the home-wending 
carriages, reached her palazzo, where a rather 
cold note from her husband informed her that 
he had set out alone to the great function 
which was to close the social carnival—the 
bal mnsqud at the Rondola Palace.

The Duke of Rondola, the naturalist, who 
had converted his park into the famous 
“ Rondola Zoo,” was that year the chief of 
Roman entertainers. On this last night his 
halls were thronged.

At midnight Rowena was dancing ; but 
soon afterwards, to escape the press, she 
descended into the cool air of the Rondola 
gardens. Her search for solitude was not, 
however, at once successful : for all among 
the fairily-lit avenues and buwers sat or 
strolled a multitude of couples. She pene­
trated ever further into the depths, and had 
reached a very shadowed part of the wood, 
when she saw coming toward her a masked 
man of medium height in Moorish costume, 
with crimson calpac and cashmere girdle, in 
which stuck a jewelled toy cangiar. At sight

of his dainty black moustache and gleaming 
teeth Rowena started.

“ You ? ” she said, as they met, “ I had no 
idea that you were here ! ”

“ Nor I that you were,” said Seacombe.
She looked almost reverently at him, this 

second meeting producing upon her the same 
impression as though it had been brought 
about by his absolute power of contrivance, 
and Will to influence events.

“ Certainly our meeting now is singular,” 
she said. “ 1 came out seeking for solitude,
and find—you!” “ If I intrude----- ” “ Ah,
no. So Saul went out to seek his father’s 
asses, and found, Henry—a kingdom.” “ 11 is 
discovery, however, was a tragedy.” “ Oh, 
man of the black mood ! But better to die 
a king than live a peasant.” She sa:d it 
with a smile of cajolery and head held 
sideward.

“ Or to die a goddess than live a woman,” 
he answered. “ Tempter, tempter.” “ True; 
but that is not an answer.” “ I have already 
answered. ‘ At Naples—in a month.’ ”

Had she looked well into herself she might 
have discovered that her answer in a month 
would not much differ from her answer that 
night; but the place and time were full of 
charm ; a consciousness of the moonlight as it 
were filled all the deep romantic wood ; and 
she returned always with secret guilt to the 
subject, playing with such edged tools with a 
mysticism and a melancholy, half childish 
and wholly feminine.

“ Yet we met t. always—we meet ! ” she 
said. “ I do not understand.”

“ In physics,” he replied, “ there are atoms 
that find each other—they cannot be kept 
apart. So in the region of spirit.”

“ We are, then, altogether the creatures of 
Law ? ”

“ Yes, only atoms obey affinities ; spirits 
yield to the promptings of Fate.”

“ So that our meeting now, for instance

“ S tay! ” he said with slightly raised 
voice and pointed forefinger, “ there may be 
the reason of it ! ”

They were in a very long and narrow avenue 
of serried lime-trunks, lined by high bramble 
hedge, and rising in a gentle hill. Down this 
Seacombe, in saying “ ihere,” pointed, the 
object indicated being a good distance off near 
the bottom, where two Moorish lanterns made 
it visible. It was some spotted animal which, 
with gambols of pure grace, was moving up 
the avenue-—toward them.

Rowena’s dilating eyes fastened upon this 
apparition.

“ It i s ----- ” she whispered.
“ A Nubian panther.” “ Escaped?” 

“ Undoubtedly. These woods, you know, are 
full of caged specimens.” “ But—it is 
approaching 11s ! ” “ You are not alarmed ?” 
“ Henry ! ” “ Here is our remedy : here is
cure.”

'Phe sleek beast, adorned in sinister beauty, 
drew nearer.

“ But not in t/mf wav, surely ! ’’ she 
whispered in disgust—“ surely, surely, not in 
that way ! ”

“ But the avenue closes behind us. vou see 
—impenetrably, I fear. There appears to be 
no outlet from the hedge. We are entrapped.”

“ Yet save me from tins—pray ! ” she said, 
frowning irritably.
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“ You insist ? ” “ Yes ! ” “ But how ? ”
“ Have you no weapon?” “ No—I have 
this, indeed.”

He drew from his girdle the curved blade 
of the tiny cangiar.

“ But that----- ” she whispered.
“ Could merely wound,” he said, “ not k ill; 

and a wound would only have the effect of 
maddening the creature, at present in excellent 
temper at his escape.”

“ Henry ! how near it is ! it is coming— 
see, it has stopped, it is looking at us ! ” 
“ Calm yourself.” “ Save me, pray ! ” “ Let 
us die ! ” “ How hideous ! save me—pray, 
p ra y !” “ You do insist, th en ?” “ I have 
told you yes ! ” “ 1 can save you ; but, as far 
as I can see, only in one way—by mutilating 
myself. How long shall I have to wait for 
you—after ? ” “ I don’t know—whenever you 
like. Only save me from this : it is loath­
some ! ” “ To-morrow ? ” “ See—it is mov­
ing again ! Yes—at any time—to-morrow.” 
“ At sunrise ? ”

The beast was not now three hundred feet 
away.

“ Yes ! ” “ You consent, then ? ” “ Have 
I not told you ! Look ! ” “ You promise ? ” 
“ Yes! Y e s !”

Seacombe, without a moment’s delay, now 
lifted the cangiar, and with three intensely 
rapid slashes ripped the left sleeve of his 
tunic at the shoulder; a slight tug, and the 
sleeve fell to the ground, leaving his left arm 
naked. The earl was not only a cosmopolitan 
sportsman and naturalist, intimate with the 
local dispositions of animals, but also one of 
the most learned anatomists of his time. In 
a  moment he had the blade buried in the 
flesh of his own bare shoulder, at the point 
where the humerus meets the shoulder-blade 
in a ball-and-socket joint. With absolute 
swift art, and the remorselessness of an 
operator, he dissected the intervening vessels, 
muscles, and periosteum ; then, with a shrewd 
twist, inserted the point between the carti­
lages of ihe joint. So wildly rapid, yet exact, 
was his work, that it was all but ended before 
Rowena, all wan with amazement, realised 
what was being done. Only when she ob­
served the cascade of blood running down the 
white arm, and his fixed white jaw like hewn 
granite, did she understand and utter a cry. 
The panther, crouching with sniffing nostrils 
hardly sixty feet away, scented the blood, and 
sent out a sickening whine.

Seacombe dropped the cangiar, grasped his 
left wrist with his right hand, and by a brisk 
jerk severed the arm from the shoulder. He 
was, perhaps, not an instant too soon : the 
beast’s eyes were already glairy with the hues 
of hungry lu s t; but even as it crawled low 
on the belly with a prowling stealthiness to 
spring, Seacombe was swinging the discon­
nected arm like a club held at the smaller 
end, and the next moment away went the 
limb through the air, to drop precisely before 
the nose of the beast.

The panther sprang instantly upon the 
morsel with a gurgle of glee.

Seacombe waited a minute, till the brute 
was well engaged in munching with sideward 
head and half-shut eyes ; then he advanced 
threateningly upon it, stamping ; the panther, 
hating interruption, caught up the arm with 
miserly trepidation, and slunk, growling, 
further down the avenue ; then stopped, and 
recommenced its meal. Again Seacombe 
advanced, and again it slunk away, bearing 
oft its windfall. In this way they reached 
the end of the avenue, where the panther 
ran down a side path further into the wood.

Rowena had stood rivetted"; but when

she saw Seacombe returning she moved down 
the hill to meet him. He now held the 
cashmere girdle in a heap against the gory 
shoulder. He was intensely livid, but she, 
if possible, was more bloodless still at the 
deep consciousness that he had bought her 
with h;s blood.

“ I must, you see, leave you,” he said, smil­
ing faintly, glancing to the left, “ I—am sorry.”

“ Yes, run ! O Henry, pray ! to a 
doctor.”

“ It is unnecessary,” he said carelessly. 
“ I am at the Hotel d’Espagne, which is not 
far. 1 returned to say you an—an revoir

“ Ah, Henry ! ”
She placed her palm on his right shoulder. 

He gazed fondly at her, saving, “ So, then, 
you give yourself to me at last ? ”

A dying “ yes ” sighed from her lips.
• “ Well, that is heavenly kind,” he said.
She had brought her lips extremely near 

to his, perhaps intentionally. But no caress 
escaped his stern will. She was another’s — 
“ till death after death—his. Meantime, 
he was a man of honour, of inflexible 
integrity.

“ At sunrise, then ?” he said.
“ When is -sunrise ? ” she asked, suddenly 

dismayed.
“ At half-past six precisely.” “ To­

morrow ? ” “ Why, yes.” “ At half-past six !
To be cut off . . . Well, but say seven, or 
rather—eight.” “ At eight, then. Take this.”

He let fall the cashmere from the spouting 
circle of red, took from a pocket two vials, 
and handed one to her.

“ The whole of this ? ” she asked.
“ One drop,” he replied.
“ At eight ? ” “ At eight. A u  revoir A
“ Henry . .* . in God's name . . . ! ” 

she hissed.
But he was gone down the incline, while 

she, standing there like marble, watched his 
wild, swaying g a it: for already he was dying 
from shock, yet drunk with hilarity at his 
victory. As for her. her heart, which beat 
like the stick of a drum, was divided within 
her : she meant to die—but thought of life.

Rowena slept soundly from two till after 
seven a.m.

The instant she opened her eyes she was 
conscious of a cold horror of oppression at 
her heart, and shuddered. But, just as on 
other days, she at once rang for her maid, 
and then in a dressing gown of primrose 
brocade went to lie at full length on the 
couch in her boudoir. She breathed the word, 
“ Chocolate.”

When she had sipped a small cup of 
soup-like Spanish chocolate, she enjoyed for 
some time with closed eyes and head propped 
on her forearm the luxurious sliding of a 
comb through her hair. Then she dismissed 
the inaid. By this time it was twenty minutes 
before the appointed hour —Eight.

The morning was bright and warm. She 
put out her arm, took the tiny vial given her 
by Seacombe, and looked at it, turning it, 
turning it, in her fingers for some minutes. 
Her lips had a movement of impatience. 
For morning brings counsel; Night is another 
world and state of being, the region of 
dream and nightmare; upon it and its 
actions we look back, by the light of the sun, 
with a kind of astonishment and recovered 
sanity. She rose, therefore, and went to a 
window and dropped the vial into a court­
yard and listened intently to hear the flimsy 
clash of its fracture. Now, however, she was 
not less pale than death itself.

But to bear his contempt—she alive, he
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alive! The thought was horrible to her. 
She stood there, waiting guiltily, letting the 
precious moments pass, her left hand pressing 
down her galloping heart. At eight he would 
die, and it now wanted seven minutes to eight. 
Should she not have sent to stop him before ? 
Ought she to have- waited quite so long ? 
Her heart smote her. He was at the H6tel 
d’Espagne—so he had said : but whereabouts 
that was she did not know. The time had 
somehow slipped away. Was she guilty—of 
murder ?—and of his?  She had dallied, she 
had foully dallied, and her heart smote her 
bitterly, though the thought of his contempt— 
he alive, she alive—was bitter too. She rang 
the bell.

“ Where is the Hotel d’Espagne ? ” she 
asked with angry, thick articulation.

“ Not far, madame,” answered the maid.
“ How fa r? ”
“ A quarter of a mile perhaps.”
“ Then—quickly—fly with this note—a 

mounted messenger—quickly.”
She frantically scribbled and handed to the 

maid the feeble words, “ Pray, do nothing rash.”
The instant she was left alone she locked 

all her doors upon herself in the instinct to 
hide away from sight the strong palsy that 
shook her frame. She threw herself upon the 
couch with tight-closed eyes.

Two minutes afterwards the'shrill gong of 
a little clock near her head thrilled her 
through and through with the first of eight 
soft clashes ; two, three—each like a stroke 
of the hammer of doom ; four, five—they 
seemed to beat with physical torture upon her 
brain ; the shuddering sigh which burst at 
the fatal eighth from her bosom was in reality 
—a sigh of relief.

Farewell ! She felt and knew that he was 
dead ; and at that moment bitterly hated him.

But foolish mortal ! unconscious how all 
about the visible is the invisible, and stronger 
than the temporary show of things the eternal 
Spiritual that underlies them !

Not till ten minutes after eight did her 
mounted messenger reach the Hotel d’Espagne, 
only to find the establishment in a state of 
wildest distraction. He hurried back with the 
tidings that the death of Seacombe had just 
been discovered.

But his astonishment was boundless when, 
on his return, he found the palace of his 
master in a state of distraction precisely re­
sembling that of the Hotel d’Espagne. He 
was informed by his scared fellow servants 
that through and through the whole of that 
wing containing the Lady Rowena’s apart­
ments there had rung at precisely one minute 
past eight a cry so appalling, unhuman, and 
monstrous as chilled the blood of those who 
heard, a cry at the same time shrill and 
guttural, at once wild and muffled. But on 
hurrying to Rowena’s boudoir the servants 
had been confronted only by locked doors.

And toward afternoon all Rome was 
thrown into excitement by rumours of two 
simultaneous tragedies, an excitement heigh­
tened by an element of darkest mystery which 
complicated the gloom of the affair. For in 
the case of Lord Seacombe the cause of death 
was soon discovered to be a terrible Tartar 
poison ; but in the case of the Lady Rowena 
every mind stood baffled. The interior of her 
throat, indeed, gave certain indications, 
according to the doctors, of strangulation ; 
but this was accompanied by the incredible 
announcement that the fingers of the strangler 
(if there was a strangler) were of such sort as 
to leave not the faintest mark or impression on 
the snow of the lady’s throat.



THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO.
. A Comedy adapted from
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th e  N orw egian of Kielland.

BY M . P . SH IE L .

AN S was feeling far 
from happy : for he 
was not in love. 
A ll the long year 
since he had been 
a student in Christi­
ania, he had been 
on the momently 
look-out for the 
rapture to fall upon 
him, but nothing 
had com e. He 
watched his heart 

minutely, and held his breath every time he 
saw a fresh young lady, hoping for that pecu­
liar swooning feeling described in the latest 
neurotic romances as inseparable from the 
genuine love. Rut since nothing had hap­
pened, he was already growing weary, when 
one hot da}’ he took a stroll to the Citadel, 
and sat on one of the benches there.

“ Good-bye, then— an revoir ” he heard a 
sweet voice say behind him.

“ Good-bye, my child ! ” answered a deep 
man’s voice.

Hans looked round and saw a military 
man in a black, buttoned-up coat, with an 
“ order ” on the left side ; a stock, carefully 
brushed hat, and bright-coloured trousers. 
He was nodding to a young girl who was 
going away toward the town ; and Hans, who 
followed her with his eyes, noticed that she 
was particularly petite  and daintily fashioned.

Suddenly the girl turned round to give a 
last nod to the old officer; and by chance 
her eyes met those of Hans.

And now happened what he had so long 
awaited in vain : there was a twitch ! His 
blood began to gather at his heart, just as it 
ought to do, he breathed quicker, his hands 
grew moist— in short, all the right symptoms 
appealed.

There was no time to lose. He seized his 
gloves, stick, and student’s-cap from the bench 
where they lay, and hurried after her ; and 
she, soon perceiving the storm she had raised, 
experienced a sensation of half-pleasurable 
anxiety at the position of affairs.

W ith regard to his being now at last in 
love, Hans had no doubt ; he was caught in 
the net— and was glad of it ; so glad that he 
took with an apologetic smile all the little 
bumps, and pushes, and muttered insults which 
fall to the lot of onewhohurriesthrougha lively 
street, staring at a single point before him.

No— of his love there could be no doubt. 
The only thing doubtful was the earthly 
environment of the heavenly being. And 
even that was not difficult to guess : she had 
gone to walk with her old lather, had then 
suddenly discovered that it was past twelve ; 
had said a hurried ati revoir, and was going 
home to see after the mid-day meal : for with­
out a doubt she was housewifely. W h ere she 
lived, he would soon know ; who she was, he 
would quickly find out by inquiry ; and as 
to making her acquaintanq^, why, there were 
always some difficulties in the course o f true 
love.

Just as the chase was at its height, the 
game vanished behind a house-door ; and 
not a moment too soon, for Hans was getting 
very tired. Over the door he read the 
number, “ 34,” and a few steps further leaned 
against a lamp-post to get his breath.

He could not but smile at himself as he 
stood there, drying his hot face, and touching 
his collar, which, on the sunny side, had be­
come quite soft ; but it was a happy smile, 
and half-aloud he said : “  Love bears all, and 
is never weary.”

“ And is deuced heating ! ” said a little 
globular man, whose white vest suddenly 
came into view within Hans’ circle of obser­
vation.

“ A h 1— is it you, uncle ? ” Hans said a 
l i t t l e  c o o l l y .

“ It is,” answered Uncle Fredrik, “ and I 
have left the shady side only to save you from 
roasting. Come along this way."

“ Uncle, do you know who it is that lives 
in No. 34 ? ”

“ No, 1 don’t. Come, let us get into the 
shade.”

The two things which Uncle Fredrik 
could not stand were heat and laughing, on 
account of his corpulence and “ apoplectic 
tendencies.”

“ But stay,” said he on the other side,
“  now I come to think of it, I do know who 
lives in No. 34— surely it is old Captain 
Schrappe.”

“ Do you know him ? ”
“ Yes, a little— everybody does who lives 

near the Citadel, where he goes to walk every 
day.”

“ Yes, that is where I saw him. What an 
interesting old man to look a t ! I should 
like to know him."

“ W ell, then, all you have to do is to take
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up your stand somewhere near the Citadel, 
and draw some lines in the sand. Then he 
will come.'1

“ He will come ? ” asked Hans.
“ He will speak to you. But you must be 

carelu l: he is dangerous.”
“ W h — what ? ”
“  Yes, he will talk to you. But he once 

nearly cost me my life.”
“ Ah ? ” said Hans.
“ W ith h;s talking, I mean— you under­

stand.”
“ Oh ! ”
“ He has two narratives,” continued Uncle 

Fredrik : “ one lasts a 
good half-hour, and is 
about a military man­
oeuvre in Schoonen ; the 
other— the battle of 
W aterloo —  lasts from 
one and a half to two 
hours; this last I have 
heard three times,” and 
he heaved a sigh.

“ And are they very 
tiresome, these narra­
tives ? ” asked Hans.

“ Oh, at first they are 
so-so. But remember 
t h i s :  d u r i n g  t h e
Schoonen affair, all you 
have to do is to keep 
nodding your head ; 
once on the field of 
operations you are all 
right----- ”

“ The field of opera­
tions----- ? ”

“ Yes, he draws the 
whole manoeuvre in the 
sand, you know. Only 
at one point you must 
be careful.”

“ Does he get cross, 
then, if you don’t under­
stand ? ”

“  Oh, no. But if by 
any chance it appears 
that you do not follow 
him, he begins the whole 
thing over again. The 
most important point in 
the Schoonen manoeuvre 
is the movement which 

. the captain himself exe­
cuted against the orders of his general, and 
which proved alike embarrassing to friend and 
foe. It was this stroke of genius that got 
him his decoration, and his— discharge. So 
when you come to that point you must nod 
violently, and sav : ‘ Naturally : the only right 
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thing to do— the key of the position ’ ; don’t 
forget 1 the key.’ ”

“ The key,” repeated Hans.
“ But should y o u ”— and Uncle Fredrik 

regarded him with a look of sympathy in 
anticipation— “ should you get drawn into 
the Waterloo narrative, you must be either 
entirely silent, or veryr attentive. I once 
brought it upon myself a second time, because, 
in my eagerness to show how well I under­
stood, I spoke of Kellermann’s Dragoons 
instead of Milhaud’s cuirassiers.”

“ Milhaud's cuirassiers,” repeated Hans 
vaguely.
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“ You will understand how and why when 
you get into that endless business ; but ”—  
and Uncle Fredrik assumed a most solemn 
tone— “ beware— I warn you of this— beware 
o f B lucher ! ”

“ Blucher ? ”

" J U S T  A S  T H E  C H A S E  W A S  A T  I T S  H E I G H T .  T H E  G A M E  V A N 1 S H E U  

B E H I N D  A  H O U S E  D O O R . ’
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“ Yes— I say no more. But why all this?
W hat in the world----- ? ”

“  Does he go to walk every forenoon ? ”
“  From eleven to one, and every afternoon

from five to seven. But what interest----- ? ”
“ Has he many children ? ”
“  Only a daughter. But what the 

deuce— —  ? ”
“ Good-bye, Uncle, I must go home to my 

books."
“ W a it! Are you coming this evening 

with me to Aunt Maren’s ? I was to ask
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“ No, thanks— no time."
“ There will be a party— plenty of ladies—  

young ladies! " roared Uncle Fredrik alter 
him, not understanding what had come over 
his nephew.

But Hans shook his head, and vanished 
round a corner.

“ By Jericho!" thought Uncle Fredrik, 
“ the fellow is cracked, or in love. Wasn’t he 
muttering some nonsense about love when I 
iound him ?— and there, in front of No. 34—  
and his interest in old Schrappe ! Can he 
be in love with Miss Betty? Ah, n<>— un­
fortunately he hasn’t got so much sense."

11.

AT last it was five o'clock. Hans had 
taken his stand near the rampart, over­
looking the whole open space in front 

of the Citadel. And punctual to the minute 
appeared the black coat, the bright panta­
loons, and the well-brushed hat.

W ith beating heart Hans began to draw 
figures in the sand. The whole place was 
deserted. He heard the steady steps of the 
captain approaching, and then stop not far 
from him. He did not look up. The captain 
took a few more steps, and cleared his throat. 
Hans drew a long, meditative line with his 
stick. This was too much for the captain.

“ Well, young gentleman," he said, bowing, 
“ are you drawing a plan ol our fortress ? " 

Hans looked up like one startled out of 
deep thought, and answered :

“ No— it is only a habit I have.”
“ An excellent habit ! ”
“ It strengthens the memory."
“ Chute right, quite right, Air. Student ! ”
“ Especially in complicated situations---—”
“ Just what I was going to say ! " cried the 

captain in delight ; “ especially in the art of 
war."

“ Ah ! those are too deep waters for me.”
“ Not at all, sir, not at all ! With a good 

plan even a very involved battle may be 
made wonderfully clear. Look at the piece 
of ground before us, now ; it could be made to

give a very fair idea of, for instance, the 
Battle of Waterloo ! "

“  Ah !"  thought Hans, “ here we are in the 
long one------”

“ Just take your seat on the bench here." 
continued the captain, quite gay and brisk at 
finding so intelligent a listener. “  I will try 
in a few words to paint you this fateful and 
curious fight.”

“ Many thanks, captain. Nothing could 
interest me more. I'm afraid, though, that 
the trouble of explaining to a poor civilian 
like tne----- "

“ Not at all ! The whole is so simple, 
sir."

During all this time Hans could not but 
confess that Captain Schrappe, in spite of his 
sixty years, was still a fine man ; the ends ol 
his short, iron-grey moustache were curved 
with a certain youthful dash ; and, on the 
whole, he was very like Oscar the First on 
the old twelve-shilling bits.

The captain stood some steps from the 
bench, using his stick as a pointer. Hans 
followed the narrative attentively, taking all 
care to make himself agreeable to his future 
father-in-law.

“ Please imagine that I am now standing at 
the farm-house of Belle Alliance, which the 
Emperor lias made his headquarters, and 
towards the north— two miles from Waterloo 
—  we have Brussels, just there at the corner 
of the gymnasium. The footpath along the 
rampart is the road leading to Brussels, and 
here ”— the captain hurried over the plain of 
Waterloo— “ here in the grass, we have the 
Forest of Soignes. On the road to Brussels, 
and on the skirts of the forest, stand the 
English. On Wellington's left wing, towards 
the east— here in tile grass— we have the 
castle of Houguemont : that must be marked," 
and he looked about him.

The helpful Hans at once found a piece of 
wood, which was stuck in the ground at this 
important point.

“ Excellent ! ” shouted the captain, feeling 
that he had found ail audience with Hot it 
interest and imaginative power, “ from this 
side here we must look for the Prussians.”

Hans noticed that the captain took up a 
stone, and placed it with an air of mystery in 
the grass.

“ Here, near Houguemont, the battle began. 
It was Jerome who attacked. He captured 
the forest, but the castle was defended by 
Wellington's best troops. Meanwhile, Napo­
leon at Belle Alliance here was going to order 
Marshal K ey to attack W ellington's centre at 
once, when he spied masses of troops ad­
vancing from the east— under the bench 
there."
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Hans glanced round with a feeling of 
uneasiness. W as it Bliicher come already?

“ Blii— Blii—-— ” he said tentatively.
44 It was Bulow,” interposed the captain in 

the nick of time, “ Bulow with his 30,000 
Prussians. Napoleon made his dispositions 
with the utmost despatch to oppose these 
new foes, not doubting that Grouchy was 
following at their heels, for the day before he 
had detached Marshal Grouchy with his 
whole right wing against Billow ; but Grouchy 
— but all this you very likely know from 
your general reading.”

Hans nodded.
“ Ney, however, advanced to attack W el­

lington with his usual impetuosity. But the 
English cavalry threw themselves upon the 
French, broke their ranks, and drove them 
back with the loss of two eagles and several 
cannon. Milhaud, with his cuirassiers, has­
tened to their aid, and the Emperor himself, 
seeing the danger, puts spurs to horse, and 
flies down the decline of Belle Alliance.”

The captain ran hopping like a horse in a 
gallop, to show how the Emperor rode, 
restored order to Ney's men, and inspired 
them to a fresh attack.

Now, whether it was that Hans was some­
thing of a poet, or the captain’s description 
was so vivid, or that he was in love with his 
daughter— certain it is that Hans was quite 
carried away with interest.

He saw no more the odd old captain 
hopping about ; no, he saw through the 
smoke the Emperor himself on his white 
horse in headlong career over ditch and 
hedge, through field and garden, his suite 
unable to keep pace with him. Steadfast and 
cold he sits his saddle, with the half-open 
grey mantle, the white pantaloons, and the 
turned-up hat. On his face is neither fatigue 
nor anxiety ; smooth and pallid as marble 
it flits ; and that form in its simple uniform 
has a suggestion most ghostly ; and that pale 
horse he rides is— Death.

Onward he passes, the little bloody prodigy, 
who has just fought three battles in three 
days. A ll make way for him, flying peasants, 
advancing troops ; the wounded crawl aside, 
gazing at him with terror and adoration, as, 
like cold lightning, he flits past them.

Scarcely has he shown himself to the 
soldiers when order is restored, as if by m agic; 
and the indefatigable Ney can once more 
swing himself into a saddle and recommence 
the attack. And this time he drives the 
English back, and takes up a secure position 
at the farm of La Haie Sainte.

Napoleon returned to Belle Alliance.
“  Now comes Billow from the east— under 

this bench; the Emperor sends Mouton to

oppose him. A t half-past four (the battle 
began at one) W ellington makes the attempt 
to drive Ney out of La Haie Sainte. But 
Ney, understanding that everything depended 
on gaining possession of the piece of open 
country before the forest— here in the sand 
by the grass-plot ”— the captain threw his 
glove on the spot— “ Ney calls a brigade of 
reserves, with Milhaud’s cuirassiers, to his aid, 
and makes a furious onslaught on the enemy. 
His men are soon on the higher ground, and 
already around the Emperor the shout ot 
‘ Victoire 1 ’ goes up.

14 4 It comes an hour too late,’ remarks 
Napoleon.

“ Meanwhile, seeing that Ney in his new 
position is greatly exposed to the fire o f the 
enemy, he determines to dash to his relief, 
and at the same time to annihilate W elling­
ton. For this purpose he chooses Keller- 
mann’s famous dragoons and the heavy-armed 
gcude-cavallerie. And now comes one of the 
crises of the battle ; you must come here to 
the scene of action.”

Hans rose from the bench and took up the 
position indicated.

“ Now you are Wellington. You stand 
there on the plain with the greater part of 
the English infantry*. Here comes rushing 
like a hurricane the whole French cavalry. 
Milhaud has effected a junction with Keller- 
mann ; it is all a limitless medley of horses, 
helmets, and drawn swords. Surround your­
self with a carrc / ”

Hans stood a moment bewildered ; then he 
understood, and marked out a square round 
him in the sand.

44 R ig h t! ” cried the captain, gloriously 
beaming. 14 Now the French cut their way 
within it ; your lines are broken, but they 
close again. W ellington has to draw a new 
carrc round him every few minutes. The 
French horsemen fight like lions ; their proud 
memories of the Emperor’s campaigns give 
them that cat-o’-mountain fury which made 
his armies unconquerable ; they fight for the 
French eagle and for the little cold man 
whom they know is on the hill behind, seeing 
all, forgetting nothing, whose eye is following 
every man among them.”

But this day they have a foe worthy of 
their steel. They stand where they stand, 
those English, and if they yield a step, they 
recover it again. They have no eagle, no 
Emperor ; when they fight they think neither 
of military honours, nor of vengeance : but 
they think of England. And when they 
remember that the proud fleet which lies 
away yonder in the North awaiting them 
might refuse them the salute of honour, that 
“ old England ” might disown her sons— they
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grasp their weapons tighter, forgetting blood 
and massacre ; cool and earnest, with pressed 
lips, they stand firm, and like real men they 
die.

Twenty times were those carres broken 
and closed again ; and 12,000 gallant English­
men fell. Hans could well understand that

A r

“  H A N S  W A S  Q U I T E  
C A R R I E D  A W A Y  W I T H  

I N T E R E S T  ” (A 563).

Wellington wept as 
he said : “ The night, 
or Blucher ! ”

The captain had 
meanwhile left Belle Alliance, and was 
searching for something in the grass under 
the bench.

“ W ellington would now most certainly 
have been beaten,” he continued excitedly, 
“ when— when— there arrived— this / ”— and 
he slung the stone which he had picked up 
to the right spot on the battle-field.

“  Now or never," thought Hans, “ jB liicher!"  
he cried.

“  Correct 1 That stone is Bliicher, the old 
were-wolf, who conies marching with his 
Prussians on the field.”

But no Grouchy came ; Napoleon was thus

deprived of his whole right wing. W ith  his 
usual coolness he ordered a vast change of 
front.

But it was too late, and his inferiority in 
mere numbers too great.

Wellington, now in a position to use the 
reserve, ordered the advance of the whole 

army. But the Allies received one 
more check. Marshal Ney, the lion 
of the day, executed a frenzied 
attack.

“ Only picture him ! ”  cried the 
captain with flaming eyes.

And Hans pictured him, the ad­
venturous hero, duke of Elchingen, 
prince of Moscow, son of a cooper 
of Saarlouis, marshal and peer of 
France. He saw him flying before 
the columns— five horses shot from 

under him —  sword in 
hand, his uniform in tatters, 
without a hat, his face 
washed in blood— a gene­
ral till nothing was left for 
a general to do ; then he 
used his sword as a soldier 
— till all was over, and he 
was torn away in the wild 
flight that followed. For 
the French army— fled.

“ So, as far as the mere 
act ion was concerned, ended 
the battle of W aterloo,” 
said the captain, sitting on 
the bench and arranging 
his neckerchief.

Hans thought with in­
dignation of Uncle Fredrik 
for his tone of superiority 
with regard to Captain 

Schrappe. The captain, certainly, was a far 
more interesting personality than an old civil- 
service draught-horse like Uncle Fredrik!

As he went about picking up the gloves 
and other trifles, dropped by the generals on 
the battle-field in the heat of the action, 
he came upon old Blucher. He lifted and 
looked at it.

It was a piece of granite, rough like sugar- 
candy. W ith a deep bow he turned to the
captain.

“ Allow me, captain,”  he said, “ to keep 
this stone. Better than all else it will help 
to keep alive in me the memory of this 
interesting conversation ” ; and he dropped 
Blucher into his jacket-pocket.

The captain assured him that it had afforded 
him real pleasure to observe the interest with 
which his young friend had followed the 
battle. And it was only the truth ; he was 
delighted with Hans.
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“ But sit down now," he said ; “  we need 
some rest after our ten hours’ fight.”

Hans sat, feeling anxiously for his collar. 
Happily it was still stiff, and he could not but 
think of W ellington’s words : “ The night or 
Bliicher ! "— for much longer it could not last.

III.

“  A ND now you must come with me, and 
have some supper,” said the captain. 
“ My house is quiet, but I think that a 

young man of your character can have no 
objection to spend an evening in a quiet 
family.”

Hans' heart beat audibly ; he accepted the 
invitation in his modest way, and soon they 
were on the way to No. 34.

How lucky he w as! Not many hours ago 
h e  had seen her for the first time, and here 
h e was already going to spend an evening in 
her society, a special favourite of her father’s !

The nearer he came to No. 34, the clearer 
h e  saw before him the bewitching form of the 
captain’s daughter : that dainty figure, those 
blue, laughing eyes.

His heart beat so, that he could scarcely 
speak ; and as he mounted the steps, he had 
to  hold on to the banisters.

In the first room they found no one. The 
captain went out, and Hans heard him call 
“  Betty !"

W hen he re-entered, his daughter was with 
him. She shook Hans’ hand, and bade him 
welcome.

“ But,” she added, “ you must excuse me, 
for I am in the middle of an omelette, and 
that is no joke, I assure you ! ”

Then she vanished again. The meeting 
only lasted a few seconds, yet it seemed to 
Hans that during that time he had fallen 
many fathoms deep into an abyss. He held 
on with both hands to an old, high easy-chair.

That was not “ she ” ! The lady whom he 
had just seen, and who was therefore the real 
Miss Schrappe, had dark hair smoothly 
brushed down on her forehead ; no laughing 
blue eyes, but earnest dark brown ones—  
altogether as unlike the real enchantress as 
possible.

After the first feeling of mortification, Hans’ 
blood began to boil with rage against the 
captain, his daughter, Uncle Fredrik, and 
W ellington, and all the world. He felt like 
breaking the large mirror, and then rushing 
down the stairs out of the house, never to 
enter it again.

Little by little he got calmer, but a deep 
melancholy fell on him. He had experienced 
the pain of disillusion in his first love.

The captain had retired to change his coat,

and now returned in high spirits. He began 
to talk politics, and Hans had to make the 
greatest effort to return even the shortest 
answers; now, too, he remembered with 
terror that on the way from the citadel he 
had been promised the Schoonen manoeuvre 
during the evening.

“ Come to supper ! ” cried Betty, opening 
the dining-room door.

Hans had to eat, because he was very 
hungry ; but he hardly spoke.

“  W hy did you not invite Miss Bech for 
this evening," asked the captain, “ since she 
is to start on her journey to-morrow morning? 
Then you two could have played a duet for 
our guest.”

“ I asked her to remain when she was here 
this morning, but she had already been asked 
to an evening party by some other friends," 
answered Betty.

Hans pricked his ears.
“  Did I tell you that she came to me to 

the citadel to say good-bye ? ” continued the 
captain. “  Poor child, I am truly sorry for 
her.”

There could be no doubt now as to who 
was meant.

“  Excuse me,” said Hans, “ are you talking 
of a young lady with fair hair ? ”

“ Exactly ! ” answered the captain. “ Do 
you know Miss Bech ? ”

“ No— only I thought it might be the lady 
I met at about twelve o’clock to-day at the 
citadel."

“ The very same ! a charming creature, sir."
“ A  very pretty girl," answered Hans with 

conviction ; “ is she in any trouble ? I think 
you said----- ”

“ Yes, the failure of an uncle ; that is why 
she is going away for some time— to some 
relatives in Westerland.”

A t this point the captain rose, but only to 
seat himself at another table in the next 
room, eager to begin the story of the 
manoeuvre. Hans felt that there was no 
escape, and sat by him, while opposite them 
sat Betty with a book and some sewing. She 
presently asked him if he had read it, at a 
moment when he was bitterly thinking of 
that journey to Westerland the next morn­
ing ; and his answer that it was one of those 
modish, advanced German novels, which 
should not be read by young ladies, was 
positively rude. He saw how red she became, 
but he was in a fatal mood, and somehow this 
little prim, thoughtful woman increased his 
irritation ; and now, to fill up the measure of 
his sufferings, the captain began to sound the 
order for the advance of corps A , “ under 
cover of darkness."

Hans saw him moving match-boxes, pen­
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knives, etc., over the table, and nodded now 
and again, but did not hear a word, thinking 
only of Miss Bcch, whom perhaps he should 
never see again ; and then he would look at 
Betty, and regret his incivility towards her.

Suddenly he started. The captain clapped 
him on the shoulder, saying :

“  And now I am ordered to occupy this 
point ! What do you think of the situation ? ” 

Hans remembered all at once Uncle 
Fredrik’s counsel, and, on the spur of the 
moment, said :

“  Naturally— the only right thing to do—  
the key of the position ! ’’

T he captain drew back, looking h u rt; 
then, seeing Hans’ dumfoundered expression, 
said:

“ No— you are w ron g: but it is an error 
vou share with our highest military autho­
rities, and I excuse you. No— now I will 
show you the key of the position.”

He went on to show that the post which 
he was ordered to occupy was of no real 
strategic importance, and how the movement 
which he had taken it upon himself to effect 
played havoc with the enemy ; but when at 
last the manoeuvre came to an end, the 
captain found himself by no means as satisfied 
with his listener as in the morning.

It was now nine o’clock. But as Hans had 
taken it into his head that it would be polite 
to stay till at least half-past, he dragged 
through one of the longest half-hours he had 
ever spent. The captain became sleepy. 
B etty’s answers were short and cold ; Hans 
had to keep up the conversation— tired, 
angry, unhappy, and in love, as he was.

A t last he rose, saying that it was his habit
to go to bed early, because-----

“  W hat ! ” said the captain, “ do you call 
this going to bed early ? By nine o’clock 1 
am between the sheets every night.”

disillusion on disillusion i In great haste 
Hans said “ Good-night," and ran down the 
steps.

The captain followed him with the candle, 
and called out after h im : “ G ood-night! 
good-night! Come again soon.”

Hans’ hard fate rose before him in all its 
irony, and he felt a keen longing to confide 
his ill-hap to some friend who could under­
stand him.

Uncle Fredrik was in many things his 
confidant, and he set out to look for him.

Knowing that his uncle was at Aunt 
Maren’s that evening, he went to her house, 
and, meaning to meet him on his way home, 
chose one of the narrow walks on the right of 
Aunt Maren’s large garden, where he knew 
his uncle would pass; he sat on a bench to 
wait.

“ They must be having an unusually pleasant 
evening at Aunt Maren’s, if Uncle Fredrik 
endures it after ten,” he thought ; anti just 
as he was thinking this he saw a round white 
spot approaching, which turned out to be 
Uncle’s waistcoat.

Hans rose and said : “ Good-evening.”
“ Ah, it is only you, H a n s!” said Uncle 

Fredrik with relief, for he did not like 
meeting strange men in a dark walk ; “ and 
what are you doing here ? "

“ I was waiting for you.’’
“  For me ! Anything wrong ? ”
“  Don’t ask ! ”  replied Hans.
This would have been sufficient at another 

time to call forth a hail of questions from 
Uncle Fredrik ; but he had been so occupied 
with his own enjoyments this evening, that 
he had no interest to offer to the concerns 
of Hans.

“ It was so absurd of you,” he said, “ not to 
come with me to Aunt Maren’s. W e have 
had such an evening!— it was a kind of 
farewell function for a young lady who is 
going away to-morrow.”

A  dreadful presentiment passed through 
the mind of Hans.

“ W hat— what is her nam e?” he said, 
seizing Uncle Fredrik’s arm.

“ Her name ? Miss— Bech ! ”
Hans threw himself backwards on the 

bench ; but in one moment he had sprung up 
again with a cry, drawing at the same time 
from his pocket a little gnarled stone, which 
he flung down the walk with all his might.

“  W hy, what’s up with the fellow ? " cried 
Uncle Fredrik. “  What the deuce is that 
you have thrown away ? ”

“ T h a t— that is that infernal B liicher!” 
answered Hans venomously, with a lump in 
his throat.

“  Didn’t I tell you so?” cried Uncle Fredrik. 
“ Didn't I tell you to beware of Bliicher? ” 
And he broke into a highly dangerous roar of 
laughter, which shook him up and down 
all the way till he stood before his own 
door.



THE BRIDE
M. P. Shiel

The pattern o f eccentricity among Irish writers of horror fiction is 
continued in our next contributor, M. P. Shiel. He, too, wrote in a 
fin de siecle style for several years, published a number of influential 
works, but is still best remembered today for his bizarre life-style 
and claim to be the King of a small domain in the Leeward Islands! 
Shiel explained his origins and his claim to nobility in a typically 
colourful speech delivered in 1938. ‘My parents were Irish,’ he told 
his audience, ‘and my father had the foible (Irish!) of thinking 
highly of people “descended from kings”—ancient kings, tamed 
cavemen! He had, in truth, about him some species of kingship, 
aloofness, was called by all “the governor”, and on my fifteenth 
birthday had me crowned King of Redonda, a rock-island of 
scarcely nine square miles in the West Indies.’ Although the British 
authorities refused to recognise this claim, Shiel referred to himself 
as the ruler of Redonda throughout his life and eventually made his 
biographer, John Gawsworth, his successor. Some less admiring of 
the author claimed that he used his ‘kingship’ as a means of 
obtaining credit whenever he was hard up for money!

Matthew Phipps Shiel (1865-1947) was a multi-talented man. At 
college he learned to speak several languages but opted to study 
medicine at St Bartholomew’s Hospital in London. This, however, 
did not suit his aspirations and for a while he worked as a teacher 
of mathematics in Derbyshire, before finally abandoning this pro­
fession to become a writer. He initially worked as a translator and 
ghost-writer for others until success came his way with his novel 
about a detective recluse, written in the style of Poe, called Prince 
Zaleski (1895). This was followed by several collections of horror 
stories which he had been contributing to magazines and periodicals 
and then in 1901 by his classic novel, The Purple Cloud, about a



THE BRIDE 2 6 3

gas that nearly destroys the world. O f this, the French critic Jules 
Claretie declared, The Purple Cloud should live as long as The 
Odyssey.’ The book was later filmed by MGM in 1959 as The 
World, The Flesh and The Devil, starring Harry Belafonte, Mel 
Ferrer and Inger Stevens, and has been acknowledged by Stephen 
King as the inspiration for his early novel, The Stand (1978).

Mike Ashley, in his Who’s Who in Horror and Fantasy Fiction 
(1977) has called Shiel ‘one of the overlooked masters of the horror 
story’. Here, in an attempt to help remedy this situation, is an 
example of his talent, ‘The Bride’, written in 1911, which I feel sure 
will make the reader’s flesh creep with its echoes of an Irish wake— 
complete with a body laid out before the funeral—and what occurs 
during the night hours that follow . . .

*  *  *

They met at Krupp and Mason’s, musical-instrument-makers, of 
Little Britain, E.C, where Walter had been employed two years, 
and then came Annie to typewrite, and be serviceable. They began 
to ‘go out’ together after six o’clock; and when Mrs Evans, Annie’s 
mamma, lost her lodger, Annie mentioned it, and Walter went to 
live with them at No. 13 Culford Road, N.; by which time Annie 
and Walter might almost be said to have been engaged. His salary, 
however, was only thirty shillings a week.

He was the thorough Cockney, Walter; a well-set-up person of 
thirty, strong-shouldered, with a square brow, a moustache, and 
black acne-specks in his nose and pale face.

It was on the night of his arrival at No. 13 that he for the first 
time saw Rachel, Annie’s younger sister. Both girls, in fact, were 
named ‘Rachel’— after a much-mourned mother of Mrs Evans’; 
but Annie Rachel was called ‘Annie’, and Mary Rachel was called 
‘Rachel’. Rachel helped Walter at the handle of his box to the 
top-back room, and here, in the lamplight he was able to see that 
she was a tallish girl, with hair almost black, and with a sprinkling 
of freckles on her very white, thin nose, on the tip of which stood 
collected, usually, some little sweats. She was thin-faced, and 
her top teeth projected a little so that her lips only closed with 
effort, she not so pretty as pink-and-white little Annie, though 
one could guess, at a glance, that she was a person more to be 
respected.
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‘What do you think of him?’ said Annie, meeting Rachel as she 
came down.

‘He seems a nice fellow,’ Rachel said: ‘rather goodlooking. And 
strong in the back, you bet.’

Walter spent that evening with them in the area front room, 
smoking a foul bulldog pipe, which slushed and gurgled to his 
suction; and at once Mrs Evans, a dark old lady without waist, 
all sighs and lack of breath, decided that he was ‘a gentle­
manly, decent fellow’. When bed-time came he made the pro­
posal to lead them in prayer; and to this they submitted, 
Annie having forewarned them that he was ‘a Christian’. As he 
climbed to his room, the devoted girl found an excuse to slip 
out after him, and in the passage of the first floor there was a 
little kiss.

‘Only one,’ she said, with an uplifted finger.
‘And what about his little brother, then?’ he chuckled— a 

chuckle with which all his jokes were accompanied: a kind of 
guttural chuckle, which seemed to descend or stick straining in 
the throat, instead of rising to the lips.

‘You go on,’ she said playfully, tapped his cheek, and ran down. 
So Walter slept for the first night at Mrs Evans’.

On the whole, as time passed, he had a good deal of the society 
of the women: for the theatre was a thing abominable to him, and 
in the evenings he stayed in the underground parlour, sharing the 
bread-and-cheese supper, and growing familiar with the sighs of 
Mrs Evans over her once estate in the world. Rachel, the silent, 
sewed; Annie, whose relation with Walter was still unannounced, 
though perhaps guessed, could play hymn-tunes on the old piano, 
and she played. Last of all, Walter laid down the inveterate wet 
pipe, led them in prayer, and went to bed. Most mornings he and 
Annie set out together for Little Britain.

There came a day when he confided to her his intention to ask 
for a rise of ‘screw’, and when this was actually promised by His 
Terror, the Boss, there was joy in heaven, and radiance in futurity, 
and secret talks of rings, a wedding, ‘a Home’. Annie felt herself 
not far from the kingdom of Hymen, and rejoiced. But nothing, 
as yet, was said at No. 13: for to Mrs Evans’ past grandeurs thirty 
shillings a week was felt to be inappropriate.

The next Sunday, however, soon after dinner, this strangeness 
occurred: Rachel, the silent, disappeared. Mrs Evans called for
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her, Annie called, but it was found that she was not in the house, 
though the putting away of the dinner-things, her usual task, was 
only half accomplished. Not till tea-time did Rachel return. She 
was then cold, and somewhat sullen, and somewhat pale, her lips 
closing firmly over her projecting teeth. When timidly ques­
tioned—for her resentment was greatly feared—she replied that 
she had just been looking in upon Alice Soulsby, a few squares 
away, for a little chat: and this was the truth.

It was not, however, the whole truth; she had also looked in at 
the Church Lane Sunday School on her way: and this fact she 
guiltily concealed. For half an hour she had sat darkly at the end 
of the building in a corner, listening to the ‘address’. This address 
was delivered by Walter. To this school every Sunday, after 
dinner, he put down the beloved pipe to go. He was, in fact, its 
‘superintendent’.

After this, the tone and temper of the little household rapidly 
changed, and a true element of hell was introduced into its plati­
tude. It became, first of all, a question whether or not Rachel 
could be ‘experiencing religion’, a thing which her mother and 
Annie had never dreamt of expecting of her. Praying people, and 
the Salvationist, had always been the contempt of her strong and 
callous mind. But on Sunday nights she was now observed to go 
out alone, and ‘chapel’ was the explanation which she coolly gave. 
Which chapel she did not specify: but in reality it was the Newton 
Street Hall, at which Walter frequently exhorted and ‘prayed’. In 
the Church Lane schoolroom there was prayer-meeting on Thurs­
day evenings; and twice within one month Rachel sallied forth on 
Thursday evening—soon after Walter. The secret disease which 
preyed upon the poor girl could hardly now be concealed. At first 
she suffered bitter, solitary shame; sobbed in a hundred parox­
ysms; hoped to draw a veil over her infirmity. But her gash was 
too glaring. In the long Sabbath evenings of summer he preached 
at street corners, and sometimes secretly, sometimes openly, 
Rachel would attend these meetings, singing meekly with the rest 
the undivine hymns of the modern evangelist. In his presence, in 
the parlour, on other nights, she quietly sewed, hardly speaking. 
When, at 7 p.m., she heard his key in the front door her heart 
darted towards its master; when in the morning he flew away to 
business her universe was cinders.

‘It’s a wonder to me what’s coming to our Rachel lately,’ said
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Annie in the train, coming home; ‘you’re doing her soul good, or 
something, aren’t you?’

He chuckled, with slushy suction-sounds about the back of the 
tongue and molars.

‘Oh, that be jiggered for a tale!’ he said: 'she's all right.’
‘I know her better than you, you see. She’s quite changed— 

since you’ve come. Looks to me as if she’s having a touch of the 
blues, or something.’

‘Poor thing! She wants looking after, don’t she?’
Annie laughed, too: but less brutally, more uneasily.
Walter said: ‘But she oughtn't to have the blues, if she’s giving 

her heart to the Lord! People seem to think a Christian must be 
this and that. A Christian, if it comes to that, ought to be the 
joiliest fellow going!’

This was on a Thursday, the night of the Church Lane prayer- 
meeting, and Walter had only time to rush in at No. 13, wash his 
face, snatch his Bible, and be off. Rachel, for her part, must verily 
now have been badly bitten with the rabies of love, or she would 
have felt that to follow tonight, for the third time lately, could not 
fail to incur remark. But this consideration never even entered a 
mind now completely blinded and entranced by the personality of 
Walter. Through the day her work about the house had been 
rushed forward with this very object, and at the moment when he 
banged the door after him she was before her glass, dressing in 
blanched, intense and trembling flurry, and casting as she bent to 
give the last touches to her fringe, a look of bitterest hate at the 
projection of her lip above the teeth.

This night, for the first time, she waited in the chapel till the 
end of the service, and walked slowly homeward on the way which 
she knew that Walter would take; and he came striding presently, 
that morocco Bible in his hand, nearly every passage in which was 
neatly under-ruled in black and red inks.

‘What, is that you?’ he said, taking into his a hand cold with 
sweat.

‘It is,’ she answered, in a hard, formal tone.
‘You don’t mean to say you’ve been to the meeting?’
‘I do.’
‘Why, where were my eyes? I didn’t see you.’
‘It isn’t likely that you would want to, Mr Teeger.’
‘Go on— drop that! What do you take me for? I’m only too
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glad! And I tell you what it is, Miss Rachel, I say to you as the 
Lord Jesus said to the young man: “Thou art not far from the 
kingdom of heaven.” ’

She was in it!—near him, alone, in a darkling square, yet suffer­
ing, too, in the flames of a passion such as perhaps consumes only 
the strongest natures.

She caught for support at his unoffered arm; and when he bent 
his steps straight homeward, she said trembling violently: ‘I don’t 
wish to go home as yet. I wish to have a little walk. Do you mind, 
Mr Teeger?’

‘Mind, no. Come along, then,’ and they went walking among 
an intricacy of streets and squares, he talking of ‘the Work’, and 
of common subjects. After half an hour, she was saying: ‘I often 
wish I was a man. A man can say and do what he likes; but with 
a girl it’s different. There’s you, now, Mr Teeger, always out and 
about, having people listening to you, and that. I often wish I was 
only a man.’

‘Oh, well, it all depends how you look at it,’ he said. ‘And, look 
here, you may as well call me Walter and be done.’

‘Oh, I shouldn’t think of that,’ she replied. ‘Not till— ’
Her hand trembled on his arm.
‘Well, out with it, why don’t you?’
‘Till— till we know something more definite about you—and 

Annie.’
He chuckled slushily, she now leading him fleetly round and 

round a square.
‘Ah, you girls again!’ he cried, ‘been blabbing again like all the 

girls! It takes a bright man to hide much from them, don’t it?’ 
‘But there isn’t much to hide in this case, as far as I can see— 

is there?’
Always Walter laughed, straining deep in the throat. He said: 

‘Oh, come—that would be telling, wouldn’t it?’
After a minute’s stillness, this treacherous phrase came from 

Rachel: ‘Annie doesn’t care for anyone, Mr Teeger.’
‘Oh, come—that’s rather a tall order, any one. She’s all right.’ 
‘But she doesn’t. Of course, most girls are silly, and that, and 

like to get married— ’
‘Well, that’s only nature, ain’t it?’
This was a joke; and downward the laugh strained in his throat, 

like struggling phlegm.



2 6 8  TO MAKE THE FLESH CREEP

‘Yes, but they don’t understand what love is,’ said Rachel. ‘They 
haven’t an idea. They like to be married women, and have a 
husband, and that. But they don’t know what love is— believe me! 
The men don’t either.’

How she trembled!— her body, her dying voice—she pressing 
heavily upon him, while the moon triumphed now through cloud 
glaring a moment white on the lunacy of her ghostly face.

‘Well, I don’t know— I think /  understand, lass, what it is,’ he 
said.

‘You don’t, Mr Teeger!’
‘How’s that, then?’
‘Because, when it takes you, it makes you— ’
‘Well, let’s have it. You seem to know all about it.’
Now Rachel commenced to tell him what ‘it’ was— in frenzied 

definitions, and a power of expression strange for her. It was a 
lunacy, its name was Legion, it was possession by the furies; it 
was a spasm in the throat, and a sickness of the limbs, and a 
yearning of the eye-whites, and a fire in the marrow; it was cata­
lepsy, trance, apocalypse; it was high as the galaxy, it was addicted 
to the gutter; it was Vesuvius, borealis, the sunset; it was the 
rainbow in a cesspool, St John plus Heliogabalus, Beatrice plus 
Messalina; it was a transfiguration, and a leprosy, and a metempsy­
chosis, and a neurosis; it was the dance of the maenads, and the 
bite of the tarantula, and baptism in a sun: out poured the wild 
definition in simple words, but with the strife of one fighting for 
life. And she had not half done when he understood her fully; 
and he had no sooner understood her, than he was subdued, and 
succumbed.

‘You don’t mean to say— ’ he faltered.
‘Ah, Mr Teeger,’ she answered, ‘there’s none so blind as those 

who will not see.’
His arm stole round her shuddering body.
Everyone is said to have his failing; and this man, Walter, in 

no respect a man of strong mind, was certainly on his amatory 
side, most sudden, promiscuous, and infirm. And this tendency 
was, if anything, heightened by the quite sincere strain of his mind 
in the direction of ‘spiritual things’: for, under sudden temptation, 
back rushed his being, with the greater rigour, into its natural 
channel. On the whole, had he not been a Puritan, he would have 
been a Don Juan.
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In an instant Rachel’s weight was hanging upon his neck, he 
kissing her with passion.

After this she said to him: ‘But you are only doing this out of 
pity, Walter. Tell the truth, you are in love with Annie?’

He, like Peter, tumbled at once into a fib. ‘That’s what you 
say!’

‘You are,’ she insisted, filled with the bliss of the fib.
‘Bah! I’m not. Never was. You are the girl for me.’
When they went home, they entered the house at different 

times, she first, he waiting twenty minutes in the street.
The house was small, so the sisters slept together in the second- 

floor front room; Walter in the second-floor back; Mrs Evans in 
the first-floor back, the first-floor front being ‘the drawing-room’. 
The girls, therefore, generally went to bed together: and that 
night, as they undressed, there was a row.

First, a long silence. Then Rachel, to say something, pointed to 
some new gloves of Annie’s, asking: ‘How much did you give for 
those?’

‘Money and kind words,’ replied Annie.
This was the beginning.
‘Well, there’s no need to be rude about it,’ said Rachel. She 

was happy, in paradise, despised Annie that night.
‘Still,’ said Annie, after a silence of ten minutes before the glass, 

1 still, I should never run after a man like that. I’d die first.’
‘I haven’t the least idea what you’re talking about,’ replied 

Rachel.
‘You have. I should be ashamed of myself, if I were you.’
‘Talk away. You’re a little fool.’
‘It’s you. Throwing yourself at the head of a man who doesn’t 

care for you. What can you call yourself?’
Rachel laughed— happily, yet dangerously.
‘Don’t bother yourself, my girl,’ she said.
‘Think of going out every night to meet a man in that way: look 

here, it’s too disgusting of you, girl!’
‘Is it?’
‘You can’t deny that you were with Mr Teeger tonight?’
‘That I wasn’t.’
‘It’s false! Anyone can see it by the joy in your face.’
‘Well, suppose I was, what about it?’
‘But a woman should be decent, I think; a woman should be
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able to command her feelings, and not expose herself like that. 
Believe me, it gives me the creeps all over to think of.’

‘Never mind, don’t be jealous, my girl.’
The gentle Annie flamed!
‘Jealous! of youV
‘There isn’t any need, you know— not yet.’
‘But I’m not\ There never will be need! Do you take Mr Teeger 

for a raving lunatic? I should go and have some false teeth put in 
first if I were you!’

Thus did Annie drop to the rock-bed of vulgarity; but she knew 
it to be necessary in order to touch Rachel, as with a white-hot 
wire, on her very nerve of anguish, and, in fact, at these words 
Rachel’s face resembled white iron, while she cried out, ‘Never 
mind my teeth! It isn’t the teeth a man looks at! A man knows a 
finely built woman when he sees her—not like a little dumpy 
podge!’

‘Thank you. You are very polite,’ replied Annie, browbeaten 
by an intensity fiercer than her own. ‘But still, it’s nonsense, 
Rachel, to talk of my being jealous of you. I knew Mr Teeger six 
months before you. And you won’t know him much longer either, 
for I don’t want to have mother disgraced here, and this is 
no fit place for him to lodge in. I can easily make him leave it 
soon— ’

At this thing Rachel flew, with minatory palm over Annie’s 
cheek, ready to strike. ‘You dare do anything to make him go 
away! I’ll tear your little— ’

Annie winked, flinched, uttered a sob, no more fight left in her.
So for two weeks the situation lasted. Only, after that night, so 

intense grew the bitterness between the sisters, that Annie moved 
down to the first-floor back, sleeping now with Mrs Evans who 
dimly wondered. As for Walter, meanwhile, his heart was divided 
within him. He loved Annie; he was fascinated and mesmerised 
by Rachel. In another age and country he would have married 
both. Every day he came to a different resolve, not knowing what 
to do. One thing was evident— a wedding ring would be necessary, 
and he purchased one, uncertain for which of the girls.

‘Look here, lass,’ he said to Annie in the train, coming home, 
‘let us put a stop to this. The boss doesn’t seem to be in a hurry 
about that rise of screw, so suppose we get spliced, and be done?’

‘Privately?’
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‘Rather. Your ma and sister mustn’t know—not just yet a 
while.’

‘And you will still keep on living at the house?’
‘Well, of course, for the time being.’
She looked up into his face and smiled. It was settled.
But two nights afterwards he met Rachel on his way home from 

prayer-meeting; at first was honest and distant; but then committed 
the incredible weakness of going with her for a walk among the 
squares, and ended by winning from her an easily granted promise 
of marriage, on the same terms as those arranged with Annie.

When, the next day at lunch-time, he put his foot on the 
threshold of the Registrar’s office to give notice, he was still in a 
state of agonised indecision as to the name which he should couple 
with his own.

When the official said, ‘Now the name of the other party?’ 
Walter hesitated, shuffled with his feet, then answered:

‘Rachel Evans.’
Not till he was again in the street did he remember that Rachel 

was the name of both the girls, and that liberty of choice between 
them still remained to him.

Now, from the day of ‘notice’ to the day of wedlock, an interval 
of twenty-one clear days must, by law, elapse, and Walter, though 
weak enough to inform both the sisters of the step he had taken, 
was careful to give them only a vague idea of the date fixed. His 
once clear conscience, meanwhile, was grievously troubled, his 
feet in a net; he feared to speak to God; and went drifting like 
flotsam on the river of chance.

And chance alone it was which at last cast him upon the land. 
The fifth day before the marriage was a Bank Holiday, and he 
had arranged with Rachel to go out with her that day to Hyde 
Park, she to wait for him at an arranged spot at two o’clock. At 
two, then, at a street-corner, stood Rachel waiting, twirling her 
parasol, walking a little, returning. Walter, however, did not 
appear, and what could have happened was beyond her divination. 
Had he misunderstood or missed her? Though incredible, it was 
the only thing to think. To Hyde Park, at any rate, she went alone, 
feeling desolate and ennuyee, in the vague hope of there meeting 
him.

What had happened was this: Walter had been halfway towards 
the rendezvous with Rachel, when he was met in the street by
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Annie, who had gone to spend the day with a married friend at 
Stroud Green, but had returned, owing to the husband’s illness. 
Seeing Walter, her face lit up with smiles.

‘Harry’s down with the influenza,’ she said, ‘so I couldn’t stay 
and bore poor Ethel. Where are you going?’

For the first time since his ‘conversion’ twelve years before, 
Walter, with a high flush, now consciously lied.

‘Only to the schoolroom,’ he said, ‘to hunt for something.’
‘Well, I am open to be taken out, if any kind friend will be so 

kind,’ she said fondly.
Now he had that morning vowed to himself to wed Rachel; and 

by this vow he now again vowed to be bound. All the more reason 
why, for the last time, he should ‘take out’ Annie.

‘Come along, then, old girl,’ he gaily said: ‘where shall we go?’
‘Let us go to Hyde Park,’ said Annie. And to Hyde Park they 

went, Walter, ever and anon, stabbed by the bitter memory of 
waiting Rachel.

At five o’clock the two were walking along the north bank of 
the Serpentine westward towards a two-arched bridge, which is 
also pierced by a third narrow arch over the bank: to this narrow 
arch, since it was drizzling, they were making for shelter, when 
Rachel, a person of the keenest vision, sighted them from the 
south bank. She was frantic at once. Annie, who was supposed to 
be at Stroud Green! What treachery! This, then, was why . . . 
She ran panting along the bank, towards the bridge, then over it, 
northward, and now heard the two under the arch, who stood 
there talking— of the wedding. Unfortunately, just here is a block 
of masonry, which prevented Rachel from leaning directly over 
the arch to listen. Yet the necessity to hear was absolute: so she 
ran back clear of the masonry, and bent far over the parapet, 
outwards and sideways towards the arch, straining neck, body, 
ears, and anyone looking into those staring eyes then would have 
comprehended the doctrine of the Ferine Soul. But she was at a 
disadvantage, heard only murmurs, and— was that a kiss? Further 
and further forth she strained. And now suddenly, with a cry, she 
is in the water, where it is shallow near the bank. In the fall her 
head struck upon a stone in the mud.

For three days she screamed continuously the name of Walter, 
filling the street with it, calling him hers only. On the third night, 
in the midst of a frightful crisis of cries, she suddenly died.
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‘Oh, Rachel, don’t say you are dead!’ cried Annie over her.
The death occurred two days before the marriage-day, and on 

the next, Walter, well wounded, said to Annie: ‘This knocks our 
little affair on the head, of course.’

Annie was silent. Then, with a pout, she said: ‘I don’t see why. 
After all, it was her own fault, entirely. Why should we suffer?’

For the feud between the sisters had become cruel as death; 
and it outlasted death: Annie, on the subject of Rachel and 
Walter, being no longer a gentle girl, but marble, without respect 
or pity.

And so, in spite of the trepidations and hesitancy of Walter, the 
marriage took place, even while Rachel lay stretched on the bed 
in the second-floor front of No. 13.

The ceremony did not, however transpire without hitch and 
omen. It was necessary, first of all, for Walter to forewarn Annie 
that he had given notice of her to the Registrar by her second 
name of ‘Rachel’— a mad-looking proceeding that was almost the 
cause of a rupture which nothing but Walter’s most ardent plead­
ings could steer him clear of. At any rate it was to ‘Rachel’, and 
not to ‘Annie’ that he was, as a matter of fact, after all married.

After the ceremony, performed in their lunch-time, they re­
turned to business together in Little Britain.

At ten-o’clock the same night, as he was going up to bed, she 
ran after him, and in the passage there was a long, furtive kiss—  
their last on earth.

‘Twelve o’clock?’ he whispered intensely.
She held up her forefinger. ‘One!’
‘Oh, say twelve!’
She did not answer, but drew her palm playfully across his 

cheek, meaning consent, for Mrs Evans was an inveterately heavy 
sleeper. He went up. And, careful to leave his door a little ajar, 
he extinguished his candle, and went to bed. In the apartment 
nearby lay stark in the dark—with learned, eternal eyelids and 
drowsy brow—the dead.

Walter could not but think of this presence close at hand. ‘Well, 
poor girl!’ he sighed. ‘Poor Rachel! Well, well. His way is in the 
sea, after all, and His path in the Great Deep, and His footsteps 
are not known.’ Then he thought of Annie—the little wife! But 
instead of Annie, there was Rachel. The two women fought vehe­
mently for his thought— and ever the dead was stronger than the
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living . . . Instead of Annie there was Rachel— and again Rachel.
At last he could hear twelve strike from a steeple, and sat up 

in bed, listening eagerly for the door to open, or a footfall on the 
floor.

A little American clock ticked in the room; and in the flue of 
the chimney was a sough and chant just audible.

Suddenly she was intensely with him, Ailing the chamber—from 
nowhere. He had heard no footstep, no opening of the door: yet 
certainly, she was with him now, all suddenly, close to him, over 
him, talking breathlessly to him.

His first sensation was a shuddering which strongly shook him 
from head to foot, like the shuddering of Russian cold. She held 
him down by the shoulders; was stretched at length on the bed, 
over him; and the room seemed full of a rustling and rushing, very 
strange, like starched muslins rushing out in stormy agitation. She 
was speaking, too, to him in breathless haste, whimpering a secret 
gibberish which whimpered like a pup for passion— about love 
and its deflnition, and about the soul, and the worm, and Eternity, 
and the passion of death, and the nuptials of the tomb, and the lust 
and hollowness of the void. And he, too, was speaking, whispering 
through his pattering teeth, saying: ‘Sh-h-h, Rachel— Annie, I 
mean— sh-h-h, my girl— your ma will hear! Rachel, don’t—sh- 
h-h, now!’ But even while he kept up this ‘sh-h-h, dear— sh-h-h, 
now,’ he was conscious of the invasion of a strange rage, of such 
a strength as if energy was being vehemently pumped into him 
from some behemoth omnipotence. The form above him he could 
hardly discern, the room was so dark, but he felt that her garment 
was flowing forth from her neck in a continuous flutter, with the 
rustling of the starch of a thousand shrouds, like the outflow of a 
pennant in wind; and the quivering gauze seemed now to swell 
and All the chamber, and now to sink again to the size of woman. 
And ever the rhapsody of love and death went on, mixed with 
the chattered ‘Sh-h-h, Rachel—Annie, I mean,’ of Walter; till, 
suddenly, he was involved in an embrace so horrible, felt himself 
encompassed by a might so intolerable, that his soul fainted within 
him. He sank back; thought span and failed in darkness beneath 
the spell of that lullaby; he muttered, ‘Receive my spirit . . .’

After two days Walter, still unconscious, died. His disAgured 
body they placed in a grave not far from Rachel’s.
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I llu s tra te d  b y  B ay a rd  Jones

FIRST heard the name of 
Margaret Higgs one gloomy 
afternoon, when passing over 
the Chase by Tydenham, with 
Severn (they don’t say “the” 
Severn there) trailing itself 
away through a vale of haze 
far down on my right. The 

aged clergyman I was making the journey 
with showed me the mass of rags and gray 
locks, where the woman sat alone on a rock 
on the Chase, saying to me:

“ Mark that woman, a remarkable being I 
assure you, a woman who during sixteen 
years has plumbed even the deeps of human 
woe; for I say that if ever the arm of the 
Almighty bared itself to be known openly in 
the affairs of men, it was in that life. There, 
like a pine blighted by the lightning’s wrath, 
sits Margaret now, a living pledge of that 
Power which governs the world.”

He spoke with no little solemnity, though 
I must say that when he went on to tell me 
the facts, he left me utterly unconvinced of 
this “ arm of the Almighty” ; and I hope that 
by this time he, too, has nobler thoughts with 
regard to Margaret Higgs.

“ I remember her when she had no resem­
blance to the object you see there,” he told 
me, “ a shapely wench with a tripping run on 
her toes, soft-spoken and most soft-eyed, dark

blue eyes and black hair, a gay gossip—-* news- 
hunter’ they say here, with a prayer-book in 
her hand in the lanes on Sunday, and a name 
for ‘knocking around’ with the young men; 
one of those earth-born souls of this part, un­
conscious of a world beyond Severn—save of 
Gloucester, because the magistrates say to the 
naughty ones: ‘ Go to Gloucester for a
month.’

“ She came of good farmer-folk in a small 
way, who died almost together, upon which 
Margaret chose to marry beneath her a 
quarry-man from the Wyebanks near, a thick­
set, rather taciturn and nervous person, 
named Higgs, a widower some fifteen years 
Margaret’s senior. He had a son of twelve 
or so called Fred Higgs; and I think I have 
heard it said that as a girl Margaret had had 
the nursing of this boy, and that it was her 
fondness for the boy which caused the heiress 
to make choice of the father.

“ Well, Margaret and Higgs got on very 
well for several years. I have observed them 
driving toward St. Bride’s of a week-end to 
market, frequently have called in to visit 
them, and they ap[>eared happy. However, 
one summer there came to lodge with them 
a stranger — a sailor they say he was, though, 
as the house stands well out of the way in a 
bower, and as the stranger never at all showed 
his nose abroad, not much is known of him;
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one or two, however, of the Woolaston vil­
lagers lower down the mountain—a group of 
people known as the most ‘news-hunting’ in 
the country—gave it out that the stranger was 
a good-looking chap, and that Margaret had 
lest i'/x heart to him; a tale which was con­
firmed when he was one afternoon loudly or­
dered out of the house by Higgs, and was 
observed to pass out of the house and away 
over the mountains.

“ Well, some time after nine that night, 
when the boy Fred Higgs went to bed, Mar­
garet, from motives of revenge, probably, 
destroyed her husband: for from that night 
Higgs has never been seen, and a daft fellow 
called Felix, who would frequently roam the 
countryside all night, reported that near three 
that morning he had seen Mrs. Higgs strug­
gling in a storm across the fields toward Sev­
ern beneath the burden of a body.

“ This was all the evidence to begin with, 
except the queer fact that Margaret breathed 
not a syllable to anyone with regard to her 
husband’s disappearance; but other signs and 
evidences soon followed, as I have told you, 
from Heaven itself.

“ Owing, may be, to the fact that this wit­
ness, Felix, was not a man able to appreciate 
the nature of an oath, the police took no open 
action in the matter; and at this apparent 
sluggishness of the law, you never saw such 
a gush of fury, every boatman for miles up 
the two rivers becoming an eye to search the 
waters for a body; and both where the banks 
are all mud, and where there are reaches of 
beach, parties of diggers, organized by the 
villagers, were searching for a buried body.

“ Well, no body was ever discovered: but 
by society, I can tell you, a way was discov­
ered to avenge itself, and the woman was 
punished. The baker’s cart ceased to wait 
at Woodside farm, the butcher declined to 
deal; even so far oil as St. Bride’s, and the 
Forest of Dean, Margaret Higgs could neither 
sell her starved calf, nor get meal for her pig, 
nor find a human smile.

“ T ier’s done away wi’n right enough,’ was 
the word everywhere; ‘hanging be too good 
for she, and shame ought to cover the face of 
the police/

“ Passing by the farm one morning, I 
walked up the garden-path, and saw Mar­
garet. The round of industry there was sus­
pended now, her step-son appeared to be 
aiming shots at imaginary rabbits, and the 
young woman, swinging her knee between 
her hands, was seated on the door-sill of her

snowy low home. She sprang up to offer me 
a chair, and I said then sorrowfully to her: 
‘ Well, Mrs. Higgs, things are not so well with 
you as they have been,’ at which she at once 
became visibly inflamed, and cried out, ‘the 
gossiping, news-hunting lot, ignorant as 
wagon-horses! 1 do have nothing off they, 
Mr. Somerset! They don't keep me! Why 
should I trouble about what they have to 
sav ?’

“ ‘But how, Mrs. Higgs, do you propose 
to live, to manage the farm ?’ I asked.

“ ‘I did live and find bread for the boy be­
fore, and I ’ll do it again, sir,’ she answered.

“ ‘But for one to defy many is up-hill work, 
and you without a protector now,’ I said. . . . 
‘Tell me the truth, Margaret,’ I added, ‘is 
Higgs dead ? ’

“ She stood against the wall, eyeing the 
ground, and after a silence said with a shrug 
of her shoulders: ‘ Er be dead, I suppose— 
God knows; I don’t.’

“ Well, I was angry at this callous shrug­
ging, and left her at once.

“ The next Sunday she dared to come to 
church, and as I surmised that this would be 
resented, esjxtciaUy as she walked up the aisle 
with so haughty a toss of the head, I uttered 
in my sermon a few words as to the beauty of 
Christian forbearance. But it had no effect, 
and all up the back lane that leads steeply to 
Woodside, though it was a stormy afternoon, 
Margaret was’followed by the congregation— 
most of them her cousins, and cousins of one 
another. They did not at first molest her, 
but uttered coughs, whistles, cat-calls; all 
which she endured without looking around, 
till by becks and signs they managed to induce 
her boy to leave her side and join the enemy, 
and thenceforth the walk became a cross-fire 
of abuse yelled from side to side, the woman 
hastening on in front afraid, with a gray face, 
but her defiant eyes on fire, the throng eagerly 
speeding upon her heels with no peaceable 
meaning.

“ ‘Go on!’ she shouted to them, laughing 
with a rather ghastly grin of the mouth—‘you 
gossiping, news-hunting lot! Shame ought 
to cover your face!’

“ ‘Where’s Higgs?’ they all roared at her.
“ ‘Go on, you! ignorant as wagon-horses, 

with your silly, foolhardy questions!’
“ And so till they came to her house, where 

the crowd surrounded her; and now, finding 
herself at bay, her defiance suddenly failing, 
the woman broke into tears, and falling to 
her knees, called out upon the Almighty in
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passionate tones of reproach, saying ‘ What 
have I done, my good God? If I have done 
any wrong, send that my house may be burnt 
to the ground, may every evil befall me, may 
I be struck paralyzed from my crown to my
foot----- 1 a vow so apparently hearty, and so
awful to the villagers that they went away 
and left her.

“ But that night her house was burned to 
the ground.

“ When the crowd had left her, she had 
flung herself upon a couch in the house, where 
she had remained in the grip of an ague till 
nine in the night; and getting up then to go 
to bed her still trembling hand had dropped 
the lamp. . .

“ The news of that thing flew that night like 
loosened effluvia, and in a few minutes Wool- 
aston was at Woodside. They found the boy,

Fred Higgs, confined in the house by the fire, 
for in the first panic Margaret had run out, 
calling out to him, but he had been asleep, 
and now was screaming at his window, which 
was too little for him to squeeze through to 
leap to the ground. Seeing this, some of the 
crowd darted off to look for the orchard- 
ladder, when Margaret herself to the awe of 
all, dived back into the fire, and presently ap­
peared tearing at the framework of the boy’s 
window, half of which was a fixture, and half 
a sideward slide. Well, as she was ever a 
person of great strength, the woodwork gave 
way to her tuggings, leaving space for the 
leap to the ground, and they came down 
safely.

“ Fred Higgs was taken home by Price, the 
grocer; and Margaret, now all bald and 
baked on one side of the face, found a shelter
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in her stable with the b<xty of her starved 
* horse, which had died that day.

“ But the woman’s spirit was not yet 
broken. When, the next morning, Morgan, 
the policeman, called to invite her, things 
being as they were, to make a clean breast of 
what had hapjxmed to Higgs, she still sat 
dumb, rocking her body to and fro. She 
seems to have entertained still the crazy hope 
of carrying on the farm on which she was 
bom, but that same day Mr. Millings, Lore- 
bum ’s land-steward, called to tell her that, 
of course, she must go now, offering, however, 
to give her a price for her implements, etc., 
which no one else would buy of her. These 
terms she had to accept: but she showed then 
as ever a fierce determination not to leave the 
place of her birth, and like a spider whose 
web has been torn, at once the woman set 
mutely to work to build up her life anew.

“ On the third day after the fire she came 
with her face in bandages to my daughter, 
Nina, who owned a cottage high up there near 
the Chase; and though I felt bound to warn 
my daughter of the danger of letting, she 
chose to do so. On this the woman went 
away to Newport, bought there some new 
things, took her sow and fowls to her new 
abode, and was about once more to commence 
housekeeping. But it was not to be: for 
when all was ready, and she went down to 
Price, the grocer, who had taken in her boy, 
the boy roundly refused to go with her, saying 
to her: ‘ No, mother, I don’t want to see thee 
face never again.’

“ These words seemed to strike the woman 
quite silly; and turning toward the crowd for 
pity, with a wry mouth that tried to smile, she 
let slip the words: ‘ Why, it was for him 
chiefly I did it!’

‘“ Did it! You hear her? Did what?’ 
cried some, while the rest of the boors booed 
and hissed her.

‘“ Come with your mother, hearty,’ wooed 
the woman to the boy, ‘ don’t be hard.’

“ ‘ Thee go away,’ said the boy, emboldened 
by the mob, ‘ thee bisn’t my own mother, nor 
1 never did despise anybody so much as 1 do 
despise thee, never in all my life, and shame 
ought to cover thee face.’

“ Margaret looked awe-struck at this last 
di saster. She said nothing more, but throw­
ing her arm languidly at him, was gone with 
lagging steps, as if broken down now, given 
over, cowed, and done for; nor from that day, 
I think, did she ever show any resistance to 
whatever was done to her, except once, when

she threw a stone at a throng of boys who 
were pursuing her.

“ Morgan, the policeman, however, and I 
also, thought that with regard to the boy, to 
whom from his youth the woman had ever 
been a good mother, a hardship had been done 
her; especially as without his help her new 
nook of land would be of little use to her. So 
after three weeks of talk the grocer formally 
agreed to give up the boy; and the same 
morning Morgan, happening to be passing 
up there, called to Margaret across her gate 
that her boy would be coming back to her 
at once. Upon this she seems to have run to 
stand under an ash tree at the end of the lane 
to see him coming up the hill; several persons, 
hurrying past in the rain, saw her standing 
there that day with her dress thrown over her 
head; and though the boy did not come for 
some hours, there she stood patiently on the 
look out, until the afternoon had become late 
and dark with storm. At last the boy came. 
But it was to find her lying helpless on her 
right side, apparently struck by lightning—  
the ash, at any rate, had been shivered, and 
she was found paralyzed right down one side. 
Babbling with her blighted tongue, she begged 
the boy to give her a hand, to try to get her 
home without uttering a word to anyone, but 
he, as if out of his wits, flew down the hill, 
howling out the news to the four winds.

“ Well, however deep the woman’s sin, what 
followed for her that evening is really shock­
ing to recount, for a legion of fiends seem to 
have taken possession of the people to make 
a scene out of pandemonium on the mountain 
that evening. The word arose, ‘ drum her 
out’— for, of course, whatever doubt may 
have lingered in any mind with regard to 
Margaret’s guilt was gone now, since all that 
her vow had called down upon herself was 

• now fallen upon her; nor did the rain and 
darkness make any difference; with one ac­
cord the crowd started up the mountain. 
Happily, she guessed their approach, and in 
her terror, gathering whatever forces remained 
to her, she tied before them, managing to drag 
her frame into some bush before they reached 
the tree: while they, going on to her cottage 
to find her. and not finding her, threw all her 
new goods into a hurlv-burlv, and by accident 
or design burned to the ground my daughter’s 
house. It was not till the next morning that 
Margaret was discovered hang in the field 
called the Morplepiece, and was then carried 
away by the police, to be put into the St. 
Bride’" infirmary.
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“ There pressure was afresh brought to bear 
upon the woman to make some sort of con­
fession, but she remained as dumb as ever; 
and after some months was sent out with that 
maimed drag in her gait and speech, which 
even now marks her. She dared again, 
though now penniless and hopeless of gaining 
a living here, to face the load of pain that 
awaited her in her native place; and here­
abouts, Heaven knows how, has continued to 
exist. My daughter Nina, whose heart has 
always deeply grieved for her, sometimes of 
an angry night will say to me: ‘ That poor 
Margaret Higgs, papa; perhaps out on the 
Chase in it all.’ Aye, and I have known her 
to go out with a groom and a lantern to look 
for the woman, and on discovering her under 
one of those two-arched kilns which are com­
mon in this part, has wooed the poor soul 'to 
come home with her. Margaret when 
dragged has come, but always before morning 
was gone again. Indeed, she had soon be­
come much of a wild woman, imbued with the 
mood of storm-winds and dark nights, as shy 
and gloomy-eyed as those shaggy nags on the 
Chase, her only mates, whose manes and great 
tails the gales up there ever ruffle; so that be­
lated yokels on their way home have often 
paused to hearken to some moan or laugh of 
hers in the dark. Once she was sent to prison, 
when, ever unlucky, on happening to throw 
a  stone at a throng of boys, the stone cut one 
of them, and the magistrates gave her their 
* go to Gloucester for a month.’ One of these 
magistrates, by the way, was none other than 
her step-son, Fred Higgs, who had been taken 
up by some mysterious businessman— in 
Glasgow they say it was— had graduated at 
Oxford, and is now, you may say, one of our 
magnates. The man has simply ignored his 
step-mother’s existence.

“ However, the new proprietor of Glanna 
has given orders that the woman be housed, 
and provided with the means of a livelihood 
— has let it be understood, too, that whoever 
injures her will incur his displeasure. In 
fact, during the few weeks that this Mr. 
Ogden has been in residence, his goodness to 
the poor has become the talk, though he 
seems something of a queer sort, and almost 
a hermit. At any rate, through him, the con­
dition of Margaret may shortly be expected to 
undergo a change, though it is not easy to 
rescue her— she resists, appears to be sus­
picious, can’t now believe perhaps that any­
one really wishes her well— and whether she 
is capable of being reclaimed from her halt-

savage state it is hard to say; for the years 
alter us all, sir, the years leave the marks of 
their passing upon us.”

So much Mr. Somerset, the aged clergy­
man, was able to give me of the story of Mar­
garet Higgs, and that morose star of hers; 
and two days later I learned in further detail 
that every effort was being made to tame and 
help’ her.

But the bad destiny that seemed to have the 
woman in hand was not even yet done with 
her. Her new abode was actually ready for 
her, and she had agreed to go into it, glad, I 
suppose, poor soul, of a bed at last, when 
some men, digging for a foundation down by 
Severn, found the remains of a man.

It was near the spot where the daft Felix 
over fifteen years before had seen Margaret 
Higgs with a body on her back one dark 
morning, and the cry arose, “ the body of 
Higgs at last.”

Again, then, was Margaret taken to prison; 
and I, hearing of all the to-do, took train to 
St. Bride’s to witness her trial in the petty 
sessions there.

O f the two justices one was her own step­
son, Fred Higgs, a good-looking man of not 
much more than thirty, and the other, the 
new lord of the Manor of Glanna.

As to the woman herself, she sat through it 
all— she was too woefully weak to stand— in a 
spiritless attitude, as unmoving as a statue. 
It was understood that, on being pressed in 
prison, she had admitted that the body dis­
covered was that of her husband, buried by 
her; to which admission one Inspector Jonas 
deposed, and spoke as to the enforcing of the 
Coroner’s warrant, and the whole story of the 
horror.

But what struck me from the first was the 
nervousness of one of the justices, the lord 
of Glanna— a short-built and broad-faced 
man, with cropped hair, and squat fingers, 
with which he kept tapping on his chin, tap­
ping on his chair, tapping ever on everything 
near him.

And presently his keenness to procure the 
release of the accused became quite clear, till 
it was painful. One never saw a judge so 
jumpy in his chair, so agitated, so impatient 
of opposition. When his brother justice once 
leaned toward him, perhaps to whisper some 
remonstrance, Mr. Ogden cried out loudly: 
“ You be sure to shut your mouth!”  and I 
then noticed that the very slight rocking of 
Margaret Higgs’ body which was going on as 
regularly as a pendulum’s swing suddenly



THE MASS OF KAOS IN THE DOCK SPRANG STRAI GHT WITH A CRAZY STARE

ceased, and the woman seemed to start and 
hearken.

Evidence, however, is evidence, and no 
magistrate could have saved the woman from 
the County assizes, had it not been that at the 
last, when the prosecution was summing up, 
saying, “ there can be no doubt therefore that 
the remains now found are actually those of

Barnaby Higgs----- ” Mr. Ogden at those
words leaped from his chair, calling out: 
“ But how can all that be so certain to you, 
sir, when here’s Barnaby Higgs himself, a 
living man, talking to y e ? ”

The hands which the old man spread be­
fore us shivered with strong emotion, while 
tears blinded his eyes. I heard Mr. Somer­
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set, seated near me on the bench, twice breath 
to himself: “  my God." The mass of rags in 
the dock sprang straight with a crazy stare. 
Throughout the crowded room, hardly a 
sound was heard till Mr. Higgs, stepping to 
the rail, spoke— with a most painful agitation 
at the beginning, but presently more calmly, 
and then again with wrathful agitation when, 
turning upon Fred Higgs, he scourged his son 
with invective. And ever afresh at the object 
of sorrow and rags arraigned before him he 
stretched his forefinger, with red-veined eyes, 
and a moan of love in his choked throat, 
calling her blessed, calling her saint. .

It was the same Barnaby Higgs, he told 
the court— was rather surprised that some of 
them hadn’t recognized him— only sixteen 
years older now, and a big-wig, in a frock- 
coat, and without a beard: but the same.

One summer there had come to the farm a 
man named John Cheyne— a sailor-man he 
was— a cousin, who had got into trouble for 
abducting a girl; and Higgs had hidden him.

But the chap had not been three days on 
the place when Higgs began to be jealous.

“ Though she told me that there was noth­
ing in it, I didn’t believe her, nor I don’t now 
believe her, for I distinctly saw John Cheyne 
kissing, or trying to kiss, her behind the sty; 
and that same day, between three-thirty and 
four by the clock, I turned the fellow off the 
place.”

The sailor took his departure, but by ten 
in the night was back at the farm, craving to 
l>e again taken in; this Higgs refused. Cheyne 
pushed himself in, hot words arose, then 
fisticuffs, during which Cheyne, who must 
have had heart-disease, “ dropped down dead 
before a right-handed cross-counter in the left 
ribs, after a lead-off with the left by himself.” 
Some moments afterwards, Margaret, who 
had been out “ at fair,”  walked in and saw 
what that was which Higgs was crouched 
over on the floor.

Higgs, in the crowd of his terrors, knowing 
that his row with the sailor was known, could 
foresee nothing but the gallows; but Mar­
garet, after sitting like a stone a long time, 
proposed flight, she to bury the body down by 
Severn, and in three nights’ time to meet 
Higgs secretly on the Chase, to let him know 
whether he might safely return home.

This was agreed. Higgs ran, Margaret 
buried the sailor— no one suspected that he 
was dead, but as to the rendezvous on the 
Chase on the third day, Higgs, ever nervous, 
had shirked it. Terrified by the tidings heard

in his hiding that Margaret had been seen 
carrying a body on her back, he had not dared 
to return into the region of danger, but, hav­
ing reached Liverpool, took ship.

“ Yes,”  he said from the bench, “ I aban­
doned her, little thinking that she’d be seri­
ously charged with killing me, who knew my­
self to be alive and hearty, and all the time I 
was in South Africa I was that shy and sick 
of my cowardice, I couldn’t write to her; I 
preferred she should think me dead and gone. 
But I didn’t know, I made sure she’d be going 
on all right in the old style. . . . Hadn’t
I left one to protect her, friends? Didn’t I 
get a business friend in Glasgow to adopt him ? 
He did nothing for her. My own son— this 
man— he did nothing for her. Ah! the 
squalls that caught her and the frosts that 
froze her bones were never a bit so hard on 
her as this bitter heart. It was for him she 
did it, friends, just think! She said to me 
that night, for she was cross wi’ me, ‘ it’s not 
to screen thee, I do it,’ she said, ‘ so I tell thee 
straight; but what kind of a life will it be for 
Fred with everybody having it to say he be 
a murderer’s son ? ’ And she kept the truth 
dark from him and from all— how long ? For 
two months? For ten ? While he was a duti­
ful boy to her ? No: sixteen solid years down 
to this hour, though he was a beast to her. 
Why, sirs, talking of Christianity, there stands 
a Christian for you, I think ? And you— you, 
couldn’t you do some little something for her 
who did so much for you? Were you really 
bound to send her to Gloucester? And when 
you saw that her own husband had coward­
like abandoned her, and all the crowd of them 
was hounding her, and the Almighty God on 
high Himself— that ought to have been her 
Father— was all dead agon her, and she stood 
dumb and astonished, was that the moment 
for you, too, Fred, hard heart? For if only 
from this confession .die a as made that she 
did kill me, I can pretty well judge what she’s 
been through; she has confessed because, 
when she’d once tasted her prison cell that’s 
proved a palace of rest to her after her kilns, 
and her brackens, and her barns, and her 
storms, she was afraid of being set free, may 
be, if she didn’t confess; or may be she was 
too aweary to trouble to say no to aught they 
asked her. Oh, well, poor wounded woman! 
Y o u ’ve had it to do, haven’t you, poor mute 
ewe, with all your wounds and bruises on you. 
But a bosom is here at last to guard you, Mar­
garet Higgs; like the morning to a murky 
night, and the turning to a long lane, aye,
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a bosom is here to guard you. . . . The
prisoner is discharged! Officer, I give my­
self in charge for the manslaughter of one 
John Chcyne.”

It was now that the woman, babbling some­
thing, put out both her hands one moment

2 g o

toward her husband, but in the very act failed 
and fell. She was raised and taken out, and 
I, rushing out with the rest just behind her 
hu.-band, witnessed everything that was done 
in vain to revive her, and heard the raver’s 
frenzied vain prayers to his dead.

OUR CASTLES IN THE AIR
B Y

WILLIAM J. LAMPTON

I builded my castle in the air,
A vast and magnificent pile,

As the wonderful temples of Karnak were,
By the thirsty shores of the Nile.

Its glittering towers emblazoned the blue,
Its walls were of burnished gold,

Its base from the caverns of ocean grew 
Where pearls lay asleep in the cold.

Its windows were jewels that glint and gleam 
In the sun, or the moon, or the stars,

Like the eyes of a god in a Brahmin’s dream 
Of the land of the deodars.

It stood like the work of a builder, alone,
Whose measureless genius played

The music of Heaven in mortar and stone 
With the tools of his carthlv trade.

I builded my castle in the air,
From its base to its turret crown;

I stretched forth my hand to touch it there—  
And the whole damn thing fell down.



T he Bell of St. S6pulcre

M. P. Shiel

It w a s  d u r in g  m y  t r a m p  t h r o u g h  P r o v e n c e  t h r e e  s u m m e r s  a g o  t h a t  I c a m e  o n e  

evening to Leburn-les-Bruyeres, a hamlet near the bottom of the Bezons valley. Here I 
found the inn so poor, that I resolved to tramp on to  Cargnac, four miles off.

“But,” said an old vigneron, whom I asked to put me on the path through the for­
est, “you should go round about by the road.”

“Why?” I asked him— “that means another kilometre?”
“We of these parts hardly use the path now,” was his answer: “don’t you go that 

way”—with a certain earnestness and admonition . . .
“What, wolves about here?” I asked him.
He lowered his voice to say: “You may see someone named La Mere Gouvion”— 

as if to say “you may see Beelzebub.”
I supposed that he meant a ghost, and, as I knew something of Southern super­

stitiousness, and was in a hurry, I handed him a franc, and went on by the forest-path.
I found it in some parts choked with bush—myrtle, kermes-oak—which I had 

to part before me; and by the moonshine above the bush I saw in that short distance 
two of those mounds named barrows, placed there by “the fairies”; then, when I had 
tramped three kilometres through a rather intolerable solitude, the shock came: three 
metres to my left within a sort of clearing I saw the woman . . .

She was seated on a fragment of one of those rocks that they call “menhirs.”
I had the impression in the hazy moonshine that she was moving her shoulders 

slowly from side to side, her hand supporting her jaw, some grace in the fall of her rags 
suggesting a statue set on a pedestal. Her stature, I could see, was gigantic—her great 
arms like clubs, her great bosom and spread of shoulder, her mouth open in a cavern of 
darkness that looked oblong, her hair black-and-grey, a tangle of snakes; and, as I walked 
past, her eyes followed me with that kind of gaze with which an ox stops cropping to gaze 
after a passer.

The image of this woman filled my mind until I got to Cargnac, near nine; and that 
same night, while sitting in an inn-garden with swings, nine-pins, arbours, I was told 
by my host the story of “La Mere Gouvion.”
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“She came,” he told me, “of a well-to-do family who owned land on the far side of 
Lebruri-les-Bruyeres, her father being a mighty big man, known as a hard bargainer as 
far as Avignon and Orange, and in Lebrun everybody feared him, even the cure, for it 
was said that he did not believe in the good God, he drank half a litre of cognac every 
night, so that one could hear him marching up and down his verandah to a late hour, 
quarrelling with nobody, and carrying on; terrible he was when the drink had him, like 
a man mad with sun-stroke.

“And one summer, when the phylloxera had rotted his vine-leaves, and things 
were looking bad for harvest, on an awful night long remembered he raised his hand, 
defied the heavens to do their worst, and challenged the bell of St. Sepulcre to ring in 
his hearing—for the bell was said to be a little audible from his yard.

“His wife ran to hide under a bed, dreading the bell-toll, his daughter Maude 
herself trembled. Some had it to say that the bell did ring in his hearing; however that 
was, he perished shortly afterwards in convulsions, and was buried without the bless­
ing of the Church.

“Soon after him his good woman also passed away: and Maude Gouvion was left 
mistress of all.

“And now things began to look alive indeed. If the patch of yellowish moss appeared 
on all the vine leaves of the parish, Maude Gouvion’s trellises were still green.”

Maude’s spray and pruning-scissors should, no doubt, have accounted for this 
prosperity, but there were those who thought of black magic when the mulberry-dis­
ease and the failure of the madder-crop, which were the cry all round, seemed to keep 
clear of her fields.

“The truth was that her man roiled for her with the consciousness of her hard 
eyes behind them, for she was more masterful than any man; and, moreover, she cov­
ered her land with a new-fangled sort of sandy stuff from Marseilles, so that, the next 
vintage, sixty barrels of light wine rolled off in her cart to Avignon, as against le pere 
Gouvion’s maximum of fifty-three.

“Meanwhile, no one could stand the sight of her passions, if anything went wrong, 
as when she threw big Huguenin, the blacksmith, down some stairs for laming a mule 
in shoeing. In Lebrun-les-Bruyeres the cure called ‘Silence!’ at anyone who mentioned 
her name. She had not once been inside the church door since her father’s death.”

But one Sunday morning, she being then thirty-five, Maude, to everyone’s aston­
ishment, turned up in the little church in the valley. “Never,” said my landlord, “was 
seen such finery, rings and ribbons, though Maude was ordinarily slatternly in dress;
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and she carried her head high, as though the church was not good enough for her feet, 
while the cure stammered and changed color.

“And why do you think she did this? It was as a preliminary to coming out as a 
married woman, for she was about to marry the little Tombarel, the shoemaker, as 
was soon known. And there was a great whispering and excitement then, for everyone 
knew that no one would have wished to marry Maude, rich as she was, a woman whose 
own father, as report said, had heard the bell: so that Maude must have fixed upon the 
little Tombarel for her own reasons, and done her own wooing.”

“But which bell is it,” I asked, “that you keep speaking of?”
He looked astonished. “Well, I should have thought that even a stranger. . .  I mean— 

do I not?—the bell of St. Sepulcre.”
“What does this bell do?” I asked him.
“It is a sound which one should not hear,” he answered, with a frown. “It is 

believed to bring—well, I could not tell you—evil upon chose who hear it.”
He was silent. Then: “But talking of this poor little Tombarel, everyone pitied 

him. It is said that, on his taking a pair of sabots to the presbytere, the priest admon­
ished him to trust to the saints for protection from the Evil One; and, in saying this, he 
was supposed to throw a scone at Maude Gouvion. A week before the civil marriage 
Tombarel ran away to Cazales, but Maude followed him, and, it was said, knocked him 
down with a box; so they came back together, and were married.

“Soon afterwards Maude gave birth to her son Pierre. As for the poor Tombarel, 
he did not survive his marriage three months.

“This Pierre grew up a sickly, pale lad; but the uglier everybody thought him, the 
prouder his mother was of him. He was everything to her—she went foolish with love 
only to look at him.

“He was a cripple, with disease of the hip-joint, and three times a week for years 
his mother took him over to La Risolette to be seen to. When the doctor told her that 
the child could not possibly live, she only laughed, and said the man was a fool who 
did not know his business. And live it did.

“But Pierre had a mental disease as well—his crazy craving for blood: for to sling 
a pebble from a catapult into the eye of a pig was his delight. At thirteen he was the 
death of a little girl, and later on was discovered with a cut that he had made in his 
own neck. His mother slung him to her shoulder that day, with that square opening of 
the mouth which was her way in her agitations, and ran to La Risolette with the dead 
weight, not waiting for a cart. It was the feat of a horse.”
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Such, then, was Pierre. The children shrank from contact with him, and it got 
to be a prophecy in the village that the day would come when the bell of St. Sepulcre 
would sound upon the ears of Maude Gouvion’s son.

“But,” said mine host, in a patois whose quaintness I despair of quite conveying, 
“whatever he did, if he stuck a calf, or half killed a child, or lay down all day fuddled 
by the roadside, his mother still laughed and petted him: this only made her love him 
the more proudly and the more loudly. She was foolish with her love.”

“Pierre,” he went on, “was sweet on Rosalie Tissot, granddaughter of Tissot, the 
schoolmaster, the prettiest goldenhaired fairy that ever was, engaged to be married to 
Martin Dejoie, who was a carpenter at La Risolette. Pierre lay in wait for her every­
where, with a patience which was strange for him; but she laughed at his shrunken 
form, with a derision in which there was ever more terror than laughter, knowing how 
cruelly he loved her, hardly knowing perhaps what a peril lay in her laughter.

“When the date of her marriage with Martin Dejoie came near, Pierre went and 
threw himself at his mother’s knees in a room where she sat shelling peas, saying to 
her: ‘Mother, I hall go and kill myself, for I am the laughing-stock of the place because 
I am not like others, and, if I do not have Rosalie, they will laugh at me the more.’ 
Now, his mother’s heart was like a harp to him, he knew that to tell her of the folks’ 
laughing was to lash her into a scratching cat, and, ‘Wait, Pierre,’ says she now over 
her pease, quite quietly: ‘wait, my son; you shall marry this girl.’

“That same night when the village was asleep Mother Gouvion wrapped her head 
up, and came down upon Tissot’s cottage near the church, Tissot nearly dropping 
dead with fright when he hobbled from bed in his red-wool nightcap and saw her 
standing there, so big that she had to bend her body to get in. Well, she offered every­
thing for Rosalie—eight thousand francs in the Credit at Avignon, the olives, the two 
presses, the stock and plant—all should be Pierre’s and Rosalie’s: and meantime the 
old Tissot sat shivering, hands on knees, not knowing what to say.

“At last he stammers that Rosalie would not consent, since her marriage with 
Martin Dejoie was a marriage of love. ‘Rosalie is only a child,’ says la Mere Gouvion; 
‘leave her to me.’ ‘Well, well,’ says Tissot.

“So Mother Gouvion returned home satisfied. If only matters had rested there! 
But she had hardly gone when Tissot woke up his grandson, and sent him with a note 
to tell Martin Dejoie to be sure to come over to Lebrun the next morning. So Martin 
Dejoie came; but, on coming, he put his head in at the school-door, the children saw 
him, and two hours later Mother Gouvion knew all about that meeting. The two men
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had a confabulation together, Tissot declaring that the only way was for Martin to 
carry off Rosalie secretly to Avignon the night before the ten days’ notice was up, and 
marry her there. But it was no secret in the village that three of the days were already 
gone, and the silly old man did not stop to consider that Mother Gouvion would surely 
know when the ten days would expire. As a matter of fact, she had no sooner heard of 
that interview between Tissot and Dejoie than she knew perfectly well what bad been 
settled. It is said in Lebrun-les-Bruyeres that she sent a message that same evening to 
Dejoie, asking him to come and talk the matter over with her, but that Dejoie would 
not even receive the message. If this is true, it was the last attempt made by la Mere 
Gouvion to change Dejoie’s mind in his scheme to outwit her.”

At eleven, then, in the night preceding that tenth day of notice, Martin Dejoie, a 
tall active chap, was crossing the moor between La Risolette and Lebrun-les-Bruyeres, 
the moor on which stands St. Sepulcre. He was coming to meet Rosalie, who, with 
Tissot’s old gouvernante, was waiting for him in a cart behind the presbytere-wood, to 
be off with him to Avignon; and he was taking the shortest road to her, though people 
coming from La Risolette to Lebrun usually make a detour to avoid the moor, so deso­
late is its barren expanse, on which grows only vine-stumps and some lavender-shrubs, 
with here or there a miasmatic “clair” (pool), or a cypress standing out blighted against 
the sky, or a gang of those black rocks, having hollows, that the Provencals call “cag- 
nards.” Over all north-west winds draw along volumes of a white dust, wide-winged, 
there being often mistral over the moor when the valleys lie tranquil.

At one part of this Dead Sea Border of Provence stands, where it has stood since 
the time of the Franks, the ruins of St. Sepulcre, choked now with brambles, hiding 
behind a strange rankness of vegetation. But the belfry remains broken, and, they say, 
the bell-rope, and the bell.

I will not delay to tell you the ancient tale of bale which gave to this bell its awe­
someness among all those glens: but for the poor wretch who hears its tone life is 
practically over heart fails and brain—this throughout a district of skeptical France 
extending from beyond Lebrun-les-Bruyeres quite on I believe, to Hudin: the hearer 
of the bell is accursed; what he sets about shall fail, and shall rebound with tribulation 
upon his head; if he be not instantly struck down, his life will still be poisoned; the air 
will hurt him; water will burn him; his blessedness will be in death.

On the night when Martin Dejoie started out for Rosalie from La Risolette the 
mist on the moor was luminous with moonlight, and only a little wind moved: so 
that Mother Gouvion could see some distance from the church-step, where she stood
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hidden within the mass of sarsaparilla and kermesoaks that choked the church-portal. 
“For many years no foot had ventured so near St. Sepulcre as hers this night, and 
she drank brandy from a vial to keep her defiance bright in her brain— all that I am 
telling you now being only what la Mere Gouvion herself revealed long afterwards, 
and every word’s true. She had groped to see if the bell-rope was still there, intend­
ing, if not, to drag herself up like a cat to get at the bell; but the rope was there, still 
pretty strong, though rotted—she could see a little by the rays of moonlight that 
came through the ruins; and now she stood peering between the bushes at the foot­
path over the moor, waiting for Martin Dejoie to appear: for she understood that, 
with such a business in hand, he would not make a detour round St. Pierre, but would 
come over the moor.

“At last, near eleven, a sound of someone whistling reached her, for Martin did 
not like to be passing so near the bell, so was whistling to himself for company; and at 
once Mother Gouvion set to work, first plugging up her ears with cotton-wool, and 
over this a bandage, her plan being to make the bell clang, yet not hear it herself. Her 
only trouble was the doubt whether the man coming was Martin. Suppose it was Pierre 
himself? Pierre sometimes crossed the moor at night; Pierre whistled. But it was all 
right—it was Martin—she saw that, when he had got opposite. He stopped his whis­
tling then, bent his head, crossed his breast—in the vigour of his life—a young man 
just going to be married—suddenly dang, dang, clang for him . . .

“On her face she lay watching him where he had dropped against one of the 
cagnards; then she stole away home, elated, thinking in herself, ‘I didn’t hear the bell- 
sound! I didn’t hear it!’

“Well, Rosalie and Tissot waited in vain for Martin Dejoie that night; it was not 
till five days later that his body was found at the bottom of that ravine north of the 
moor that is called £Le De du Diablo.’ Whether he rumbled down there in his distrac­
tion, or dashed himself down in his despair, is not known, but he was believed to have 
heard the bell; and it was years before anyone supposed that his death was not owing 
to an act of God.

“And so la Mere Gouvion kept her word; and Rosalie in a few months was mar­
ried to Pierre.

“But,” said my host, in his Doric patois, “it was never a good thing for la Mere 
Gouvion that she did what she had done. Rosalie was the worst wife that Pierre 
could have had, for she was so winning and sweet, and he loved her so much, that for 
months at a time he was a changed lad: and the result was this, that there would ensue
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reactions, during which the white face of that little lame man became a fright in the 
valley, he going about like a dog with the hydrophobia his eyes alight. Once he stabbed 
his mother in the arm, and sometimes had to be watched lest he should stab himself. 
And so it went on near five years.

“And they had misfortunes in the vineyard, too. There came three bad years, 
when even L’Hermitage and La Nerte and the big vintages of Provence came to noth­
ing; and the fourth year la Mere Gouvion’s madder-yield was a gone hope before May; 
and she had to sign a paper with the agent at Cargnac which almost compromised the 
shelter over her head. So she was not very happy in her mischief-doing, after all.

“But she adored her ‘petit,’ her ‘little one,’ never less, gloried in secret over the 
deed she had done for him; and when he made himself a terror she hugged herself, 
preferring terror to laughing-stock. ‘They won’t grin with their ugly gums at my petit, 
my little one, now,’ she’d say.

“And one bitter winter’s night all came to an end . . .
“Pierre had broken loose again; screams reached even to the village from the 

Gouvion vineyard; and presently a girl came running down to the presbytere, saying 
that Rosalie would be killed. Heaven knows what really happened, for Rosalie was 
never seen again, so it is supposed that Pierre must have killed her, and that la Mere 
Gouvion did away with her body somehow; but no body was ever discovered, so that 
all that part of the business remains a mystery. Mother Gouvion, who raved out a great 
deal of what I am saying now during her brief imprisonment afterwards, never said 
anything about this matter.

“However, when the cure hears this, he begins to pray, than saddles his mule, and 
gallops off through the gale for Avignon. Before midnight a body of sergents arrive 
at the vineyard; they search for Pierre; Pierre cannot be found. La Mere Gouvion, 
sewing, with her mouth opened square, tells them that she does not know where he 
has gone to.”

A wild night—I have seen three such in Provence—lightnings that terrify, a very 
deluge of water, tempest from the north calling to whirlwind from the west: a Southern 
storm . . . Mother Gouvion dashed out into it the moment she found herself free of 
the sergents—forgot her uncovered head, but remembered to take every sou she pos­
sessed. She had arranged to meet Pierre out on the moor, the only safe meeting-place, 
intending, it seems, to take, or send, him to the coast, to get him aboard a ship—noth­
ing would be impossible to her. The officers, it was true, were scouring the valley on 
horseback with lanterns; but they were nothing; she would outwit them . . .
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But when, on reaching the moor, she ran to the agreed cagnard, Pierre was not in 
it; to the next—Pierre not there; and with distracted runs she dashed from cagnard to 
cagnard. Her heart misgave her now, her glance questioned the heavens—they were 
black enough; and, stumbling about within a tempest of hair, a pillar of seaweed that 
stumbles, she lifted her voice: “PierreV’—wayward boy of her heart: where, then, 
was he?

And another terror struck her—the bell . . .  it was believed to bleat some mid­
nights when storms were abroad on the moor.. .  “But not to-night!”—and, as she said 
this, a vaster tantrum of the tempest terrorized her. She stumbled and was down in the 
mud; a prayer broke from her.

A night of climaxes of wind: and in the midst of each the woman beseeching, 
coaxing: “Any other night, not to-night; it would not be right; would be hard on a poor 
mother’s heart”—for hours, till the gale began to abate, and the danger ended.

It was only toward morning, when, though the darkness was as black as ever, the 
storm had lulled and her dreads of the bell were at rest, it was then that, all at once— 
she heard it. Not a clamorous clang, clang, this time, as when she had rung it for 
Martin Dejoie, but one toll only, floating out doleful on the breast of the trembling air.

It was over, then? No hope? Suddenly the woman threw up her head, gnashed, 
shook her fist, as her father before her had done, at the bell, at the heavens. “Blast away 
bell.. .!” Bells were nothing: she would discover her little one as soon as there was a 
little light—would tear him from the clutch of the sergents: it would be all right yet. . .

“On setting out once more to search, she found herself just in front of the church, 
and, as some sheet-lightning was playing then, she chanced to observe the mark of a 
man’s foot before the church-portal. At this she started, chilled to the marrow by a 
sense of the supernatural: for it was not to be believed that any living being would have 
come so near the bell on a night so wild. Under her breath she uttered ‘Martin Dejoie?’ 
. . .  for what power had rung the bell in her hearing? it had not been the wind!

“Just then a tramp of horses’ hoofs reached her ears— the sergents still ransack­
ing the countryside for Pierre; and she ran into the bush at the church-door, lest they 
might spy her in the play of the lightning. Five years before she had stood just there— 
and done a thing. And now her flesh shivered to see the sarsaparilla freshly trampled, 
the branches parted: someone had entered St. Sepulcre that night! and at the thought 
of the vengeance of the murdered dead her heart turned faint.”

But some fascination led her steps over the threshold, and she stood in the still 
thicker gloom within, hearing the rasping of her own throat, hearing the gallop of
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a heart thumping out the whole gamut of fright, pride, desperation; till, all at once, 
a blaze of lightning searched the church, and by it was revealed to her the reason 
why the bell had rung: it was because someone had tied the bell-rope round his throat, 
kicked away a stone, and hanged himself there. He hung still now: and eye to eye they 
looked—mother and son.

They found her the next morning wandering on the moor, harmless and listless, 
with a slanting smile; and they took her to the asylum at Avignon where, after many 
weeks, something resembling reason returned to her. When they had gathered her 
story from her mutterings, they let her out again; but she would not go home, took 
up her abode in woods, etc., sleeping in cagnards, living on olives, nuts, fruits. Her 
favourite haunt (if she still lives) is the “menhir” by the abandoned path between 
Lebrun-les-Bruyeres and Cargnac.
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"A big thing of a pig."— Aristophanes.

YESTERDAY again I stood and looked at Hargen Hall from the lake; and it is this 
that has brought me to write of my life in it. Wintry winds were whistling through 
the withered bracken and the branches, whirling withered birch-leaves about the 
south quadrangle; and no birds sang.

When I first entered it I was a girl, one might say— gay enough; but now I have 
known what one never forgets; and the days and the hairs grow grey together.

Five titled names among my friends gained me an entrance to Hargen in the fall of 
the year '08. I arrived on the evening of 10 th November; and shall never forget the 
strangeness of the impression made on my mind that night: for even ere I rounded 
into sight of the house, the sound of the waters far off filled me with a feeling of 
the eerily dreary— the house being almost surrounded with mountain and cliff, 
down which a series of cascades shower; and that night I had some difficulty in 
catching quite everything that was said to me, though in two or three days, maybe, 
my ear became used to the tumult.

It was four days before I met Sir Philip Lister himself— Davenport, the old butler, 
told me that his master was "indisposed"— but Sir Philip sent me a polite missive 
inviting me to take things carelessly a little: so I spent the first days in learning my 
pupil's moods, and in roaming over the place, from "Queen Elizabeth's Room"—  
behind the bed still hung a velvet shield broidered with the royal arms in white



wire— to the apes and the cascades. A sense of forlornness pervaded it all, for 
scarcely ten of us were in all the desert of that place, with an occasional glimpse of 
two or three gardeners, or a groom. The kitchen was now a panelled hall like a 
chapel, with windows of painted glass containing the six coats-of-arms of the Lister 
Lynns, a hall in whose vastness the cook and her assistant looked awfully forlorn 
and small; and hardly even a housemaid ever now entered all that part of the east 
wing which had been singed by a fire fifty-five years since.

It was on the fourth forenoon, a day of "the Indian summer," that my pupil took me 
to see the apes. There were three of them— two chimpanzees, one gibbon— in three 
rooms of wire-netting close to the east line of cliffs, i.e., about six hundred yards 
from the house. There, chuckling and chattering in the shadow of chestnuts, they 
lived their lives, anon speculating like philosophers upon their knots, or 
hearkening to the waters which chanted near in their ears. And there was a fourth 
room of netting in the row, but empty; as to which my pupil said to me:

"The one that used to be in this fourth room was huge, Miss Newnes, and had a 
pale face. He died some time before I came to Hargen: but his ghost walks when 
the moon is at the full."

"Now Esme," I muttered. (Her name was Esme Martagon, daughter of the Marquis 
de Martagon and of Margaret Lister, Sir Philip's sister; the child being at this time 
twelve years of age, and an orphan— a rather pretty elf with ebon curls, but as 
changeable as the shapes of mercury, now bursting with alacrity, and now cursed 
with black turns of sadness.)

"But if I have seen it?" she gravely replied, gazing up at me with her great eyes.

"The ghost of an ape, Esme," I muttered.

For answer, flying off into vivacity, she cried to me:

"Come, you shall hear it!"— and she led the way northward through the park, until 
we walked down a dark path tremulous with spray, where one of the smaller 
waterfalls came down. By stepping on the tops of rocks in its froth, one could get, 
in the rear of the torrent, into a grot, where the greenery grew very vigorous and 
gay from the perpetual spray; and when I had followed Esme's career into this 
hollow in the rock, she hollaed into my ear in opposition to the tons of thunder 
sounding down: "Now, listen a little: this one is named 'The Ape.'"

For some minutes— three to six— I heard nothing but the burden of the cascade's 
murmur, and was now about to say something sceptical, when there sounded what 
I am bound to say affected me in a rather startling way— a sound very sharp and 
energetic— the chuckle, chuckle of a monkey— most pressing, most imperative, in



its summons to the attention. It was over in a moment; but presently came again: 
and in the course of half an hour's listening it came altogether five times, not quite 
at regular intervals, but still with a kind of periodicity: and I concluded that some 
small cause, perhaps only a condition of the wind, acted ever and anon to modify 
the cataract's tract, and produce this curious cackling.

My pupil hollaed to me: "And if you kept on waiting to hear, and listening to it, do 
you know what would happen to you, Miss Newnes?"— and when I asked what, she 
called:

"You would go stark mad!"

"Not I," I said.

One of the shadows darkened the 
should, I know."

"Three of the ladies of the Listers, 
mother's mother.

"It is in the blood, I think."

I started!— for I now suddenly believed her. Indeed, to my consciousness, there was 
something ironic in the torrent's chuckle, and at once, taking the child's hand, I 
said: "Come."

Late in the day when we were together in what is called "the Great Hall," Esme, ever 
sage beyond her age, again spoke of the chuckling cascade, begging me not to 
mention or show it to her Cousin Huggins when he came: for a young man of this 
name, who had hardly been at Hargen since he was six, was coming from India in 
some months, and was expected to spend a month with us.

It was that night that, for the first time, I saw Sir Philip Lister: for he dined with 
Esme and Mrs.

Wiseman and me in the main building dining-room, the old Davenport waiting 
upon us in state with his silent footsteps, we five making a pretty insignificant 
group in that great room, whose array of windows have a south aspect upon the 
south quadrangle.

It has (or had) tapestry all round, and rows of Jacobean carving-tables, which give 
the room an air of very gloomy state; and a wood-fire bickered on the iron-work 
fire-back, under whose oak over-mantel Sir Philip sat with Esme and me ten 
minutes, then took himself away into his own sequestered nook of the house.

Two days after this he again had dinner with us, and again the day after that; but 
that third time the child, in one of her chatterbox fits, chanced to observe that

child's face; and presently she remarked: "I 

and one of the Lynns, have— among them my



"Uncle Philip is lending his presence since Miss Newnes has come"— and, like a 
bird that shies, Sir Philip showed himself no more to us for many days.

I regretted this, for his presence interested me, his manners were in such a high 
degree grave, dignified, and gracious. He was big, and, if not handsome, 
interesting to the eye— quaint, one might say— his face smooth like an actor's, his 
hair longer than usual, with great owl-eyes, whose glowering underlook was 
thronged, to my thinking, with mysteries of sorrow— something shifting, though, 
uncandidly shy, in them. His age I guessed to be about forty-five.

He was engaged in the writing of what I heard was "a great work," six volumes long, 
on "The Old Kingdom" (fourth of sixth dynasty of Egyptian Kings), and lived a life 
of such privacy, that it was three weeks ere I met him afresh. Meantime, Esme and 
I entered upon the course of our adventurous studies— "adventurous," for never for 
two hours together was my pupil the same girl. Esme had fits of headache; and she 
had fits of reading, when she feasted upon volumes with a hungry vulture's greed; 
and she had fits of indolence, dormouse torpors, fits of crying, dark-minded 
lamentations, fits of flightiness, of crazy dissipation, of craving for— wine. As for 
her knowledge, it was astonishing in such a child, and she anon plied me with 
queries to which I could find no reply.

On a forenoon in the fourth week, when she was feeling out of sorts, we were 
sauntering in the park, when, for once, I saw Sir Philip out of doors. We came upon 
him with his face against the ape-house netting, gazing in at the gibbon— so 
eagerly, that we were near him ere he seemed to hear us. When he suddenly saw us, 
he stood struck into a posture as of suspense, but presently was very affable in his 
reserved manner, and conversed with me some minutes about the apes and their 
various traits. They had the names of Egyptian kings, the chimpanzees being Pepy 
II, and Khety, and the gibbon Sety I; and at the gibbon Sir Philip shook his finger, 
saying with a playful solemnity: "That fellow! That fellow!"— I had no idea what he 
meant.

Suddenly, in the midst of our talk, he— with a certain awkwardness of his lids—  
proposed a picnic-luncheon out of doors to which Esme and I readily assented. But 
three minutes afterwards he started, furtively murmuring the words: "I must be 
getting back to work," and was gone— to my astonishment!

After this he again made himself very scarce for three weeks. Esme and I, 
meantime, got into the habit of spending our hours of labour in the great hall, 
sitting on a day-bed that lay in the solar-room gallery there— the gallery from 
which of old one gazed down upon the retainers at table below; and those days of 
my life, that I whiled away in that place, are to me at present days touched with



much strangeness and a tone of Utopia. But the great place was quite plain and 
empty— a plain ceiling, plain white walls, oak-panelled half-way up: only, as it was 
lighted by fourteen great windows with shields of painted glass, when the sun 
glowed through them, it transfigured that old room into glory-land. . . . But it is 
gone from me now like a dream, and I shall not see it again.

It was on the Thursday afternoon of my thirteenth week at Hargan that I received 
from Sir Philip Lister a singular missive: he had injured his thumb, he said, and 
wished to know if I would "kindly write from his dictation." But what, then, I asked 
myself, was to become of Esme meantime? I did not wish to leave the child! 
However, I could not say no: and so entered that day the sacred den. He, with his 
fingers in a sling, instantly jumped up with a gush of apologies, showering upon 
me a thousand thanks that were at once gushing and shy, till the shyness 
triumphed, and he was suddenly silent and done. Then, I sitting at an old abbey- 
table, he on an old farm-house settle, he dictated to me with his eyes closed, in a 
low tone, all about Khufu, and Khafra, and the things of "the Pyramid Age," until I 
had the impression that he was himself something Egyptian and most ancient, and 
I with him, and in which age of the world we were I was not at some moments 
certain. In the midst of the dictating he all at once pressed his left palm upon his 
forehead, as if tired or muddled, his eyes tight shut; and, jumping up, he muttered 
to me, "thank you! thank you!" offering me his hand. Some of his actions had a 
wonderful swiftness and suddenness; and that hand of his which I touched was as 
chill as snow: so that I made haste from him.

That night I retired, as usual, soon after eleven to my room, which was in a rather 
remote and lonely region of the house; and was soon asleep. Two hours later I 
awoke terrified— I could not quite tell why— but so terrified, that I found myself 
sitting up in bed— with a singular sound, or the memory or dream of a singular 
sound, lingering about my ears: and I was trembling, my brow was wet with sweat. 
Through my two windows, which stood open, shone the full moon's light, lying 
over the floor, lighting the stamp-work tapestry on my right; and I could hear the 
night-breeze breathing drearily through the leaves of the cedar, some of whose 
branches, held up with chains, brushed my panes. For some minutes I sat so, 
hearing my heart beating in my ears, the breezes shivering through the tree, the 
streams showering, the soundlessness of the house and hour, and as conscious of 
some living spirit hovering round me as though I saw it. If it had lasted long, I 
must have lost consciousness, or else cast off the oppression of it with a shriek: but 
presently something reached my ear— a chuckle, a little giggle of glee, just distinct 
enough to convince me that it was due to no lunacy of my ear: and immediately, 
with a creeping in my hair, but a species of rage and desperation elevating me, I



was out of bed, and at one of the windows: for just after the chuckle a sharp rush 
through the leafage of the cedar seemed to reach me, and I rushed to see.

What I saw made me faint— whether instantly or after some seconds I cannot say: I 
know that when I came to my senses I was seated on the floor with my forehead 
leaning on my old oak chair, and the tower-clock was now sounding the hour of 
three. But however soon I may have swooned after seeing it, it was not so instantly 
that I could have the slightest doubt as to the actualness of what my eyes saw. For 
though the moonlight left the interior regions of the tree's leafage in some 
obscurity, I was sure that some brute of the ape species with a pale face was 
hanging there in the cedar— hanging head-downward among the network of 
chains and branches in such a way as to see into my chamber; and I have an 
impression of hearing— either before I fell, or through my swoon afterwards— a 
succession of chucklings; and then a voice somewhere remonstrating, pleading, 
commanding, in a secret species of shout; and then a strangled outcry of horror, of 
anguish, somewhere, all mingled with a dream of the chuckle of the chuckling 
stream.

But the strongest of my impressions was undoubtedly that drowning outcry of 
horror— an impression so strong, that I could hardly believe it to be a dream, or all 
a dream. This cry was somehow connected in my mind from the first with old 
Davenport; and this feeling was confirmed in me when Davenport was nowhere to 
be seen the next day, nor for four days after.

Mrs. Wiseman, the housekeeper, who for days was pale, and occasionally fell into a 
vacant staring, told me that Davenport was "suffering." She asked me no questions 
as to the night, but I twice caught her eye piercingly bent upon me with a meaning 
of inquiry, of anxiety, in it; and the same thing was true of Sir Philip when, three 
days later, he appeared towards evening: for he took my hand with a tender 
solicitude, and a lingering look of question in his gaze. As for Davenport, when I 
next saw him it was under a tree in the park, where he sat like a convalescent, in his 
flesh that pathetic pallor of the flesh of aged people who have passed through an 
illness; and the wrappings round his neck could not wholly hide from my eyes that 
his throat had been most brutally bruised.

During those days it was as if a blow had fallen upon Hargen. Esme no longer 
laughed, and a lower tone of talk overtook us all. It was obvious that each held the 
consciousness of a secret which none dared breathe to another; and in vain I 
consumed days of musing in seeking to see into the meaning of these things. For 
my part, I was ailing, nor could quite hide it. I had the thought of moving out of 
my room, which I now shrank from entering even in the day-time, but did not care 
to show so openly that I was afraid. Through the nights I burned a light, but slept



with my nerves awake. Not that I was ever of a very nervous temperament, I think: 
but terror infected me like a sickness in those days; the stare of eyes of affright in 
the night was ever present in my imagination; and Hargen soon grew to be to my 
haunted heart the very home of gloom. Then one day, on a sudden, all this trouble 
of mind rushed away from me like a shadow; and my being galloped into a mood 
of gladness in which gloom was abolished, and I forgot to be appalled in the dark.

I will tell of it very briefly. It happened that one afternoon when Esme and I were 
sitting listlessly in that solar-room gallery, an open grammar lying idle between us, 
suddenly behind us, there rose out of the floor, as it seemed, a young man who 
clapped his fingers over Esme's eyes, smiling with me the while. "Cousin Huggins!" 
the child cried out— much surprised, for Huggins Lister was not expected at 
Hargen for some days yet. He caught her up in his big arms, and bussed her like a 
gun, for he was a being made all of ardours and horse-play: and then he looked 
into my eyes, and I looked into his eyes.

It was as if I had always known him— long before I was born; and what hurried me 
more into the sort of maelstrom in which I was now caught was the circumstance, 
that on the day after that first day Esme took a chill, remained in bed, and I was all 
alone with Huggins Lister in that wilderness of Hargen. The young man was, or 
pretended to be, interested in old things, and would have me show him all the 
cassone and old needlework, the Spanish glasses giving their glints of gold, the old 
girandoles with their amorini. He dined with me, we two alone, and Mrs.
Wiseman: for Sir Philip more than ever kept himself to himself.

Only, on the fourth evening when Huggins Lister and I were walking in the park,
Sir Philip suddenly appeared before us, walking with precipitate steps the other 
way; did not pause, nor utter a sound, as he passed by us with a bowed brow, his 
hat raised; but when he had gone some way beyond us, he stopped, and— shook 
his finger at us! was going, too, I am sure, to venture to say something, but failed; 
and suddenly was gone on his way again. I remember being very offended at the 
moment: but a moment more, God forgive me, had forgotten that Sir Philip Lister 
lived.

I showed the young man the apes, and the Queen's Room, and the cascades, save 
one, and the ivory inlay of the two Spanish chests, and the Tudor fireplaces, and 
what was in "the long gallery"; and still he wished to see things. And just under the 
window that lights the great staircase, there stands on the landing a sedan-chair 
painted with glaring variegations, the window-glass casting the gauds of the six 
coats-of-arms of the Lister-Lynns upon the already gaudy chair: in which chair he 
got me to sit— it was high noon, on the open stair, but we were as solitary there as if 
night veiled us in a monastery; and, indeed, all that waste of Hargen seemed but



made to beguile and mislead our feet to our fate— he got me to sit in it, I say, and 
then, having me well in his bondage in the sedan-chair, began to sob to me with 
passion; and when I hid away my face for pity of him there in his passion on his 
knees, and dashed one wild tear from my eyes, the young man ravished my lips 
with his lips, there in the chair on the stair that day. I could not help it, for in 
respect of me Huggins Lister came, and saw, and conquered! and I was as one 
drugged with honey-dew, and dancing drugged, in Huggins Lister's hands.

Also, the young man persuaded like a hurricane! and hurried me as madly into 
marriage as those sand-forms of the sand-storm which madly waltz into oneness. 
Within six months, he said, he would arrange everything so as to proclaim the 
marriage; but meantime it must be secret, and must be immediate! Against this 
tyranny I made a feint of resistance; but half-heartedly; and it availed me nothing: 
indeed, he was dear to me, and near, and had me all in the hollow of his hand and 
heart. And so one forenoon I stole out of Hargen gates, and met him at a house in 
St. Arvens townlet, the place of our marriage; but, as we were passing out, married, 
from the door of the house, my heart bounded into my mouth to see Sir Philip 
Lister walking hardly ten yards away. Yes, he who never left home was there before 
my eyes in the broad light in St. Arvens street with his oak-stick— walking away 
from us, indeed, seeming unaware of our presence: yet I have an impression, too, of 
his head half-turned toward us a moment, of a face ashen with agitation: and my 
heart, for all its warmth, shivered as with a mortal chill in me.

My reeling feet led me back to Hargen in a kind of dream, a wedded wife, as wild 
with thoughts as with wine that day, for I was my beloved's, and he was mine: and 
in what way I spent that day I could not say, since I was new in heaven, and can but 
remember my fruitless efforts to hide from Esme's eyes the state of my mind: for 
she had lately risen from her ailment, and I made a pretence of study with her, and 
I was severe with my dear, denying him my presence until the evening; and even 
then retired betimes, leaving him sighing.

My chamber-door I barricaded with a chair— a bridal childishness, since, to secure 
the room, I should have locked it. And I lay awake for a long hour, looking at the 
luminosity of the full moon, until, wearied out by the reel of my day's dream, I fell 
into a brief sleep.

From this a roar awoke me: and may a sound like that sound never more come to 
me to summon me with its trump. I understood that some soul was in extremis, 
and out of the deeps of grief and horror was horridly appealing to his God; and, 
finding myself on the ground, I knelt one wild second, crying aloud: "Almighty 
God, guard my love from harm in this house of horror." A moment more I had 
thrown a gown round me, and was gone out of the door.



As I ran along the corridor, trying to strike a light to the candle that I carried, there 
seemed to reach my ear from somewhere a chuckle very hushed and low, like the 
jackal chattering over its carrion; and my fingers were so shaken by this thing, that 
they failed to bring the match into relation with the candle's wick. When the heat 
reached my hand I dashed down the match. Still running, I lit another— or half lit 
it: for in the instant when the match fused at the scratch, saw— or in some manner 
knew— that some mad and monstrous animal was with me; at the same moment 
the match went out, or was puffed out; and a thing most chilly cold touched my 
skin. I felt pain then, the pain of the awe of the darkness; and I stood palsied. But 
within some seconds, I think, I was rushing afresh toward the corridor-end, 
without the candlestick now, which had dropped from me; so that I could not see 
that the portal at the end, which I expected to be open as usual, was shut; and I 
rushed with a shock upon it. It was not only shut, but locked!— finding which, I, 
standing there, piled the passion of my whole soul into cry on cry, crying "Huggins! 
Sir Philip! Davenport! Huggins!" then I stood, hearing the streams murmuring as 
through eternity in the silence of the night, and the strong knocking of my heart 
against my side— but no reply to my calls.

This was not very astonishing, as my room was in such a solitary part of the 
mansion: and I stood imprisoned, suffering, expecting every second the coming 
upon me of that which would strike me dead with fright. The stillness lasted half a 
minute, perhaps, and then I became aware of a sound outside the door, a bumping 
going down the stairs in a regular way, like something massive being dragged 
down, with bump, bump, bump: and such was the solemnity and mystery of this 
thing to me in my solitude there in that gruesome gloom, that to linger any longer 
there in my pain soon grew to be impossible to me; and before I knew what I was 
doing I was out of a window, moving along a ledge fifty feet aloft toward the next 
window. The ledge was scarcely more than a foot wide, I think, and how I dared it, 
and why I did not fall, I can't now say. With my nose close to the wall— conscious 
all the time of drizzle tossed by high winds, conscious of the night full of a wild 
light, though the moon was quite hidden— I stepped flutteringly along over thin 
snow in dizzy suspense, keeping my sob until I should reach the next window: and 
there, as I leapt, I gave it vent, and fainted at my safety. I did not cease to hear, 
though, the bumping sound going down; and when it got to the bottom, 
something in me gave me the dauntlessness of heart to go after it.

Down I crept, haltingly, crouching, stair by stair. Halfway down I seemed to hear 
something being dragged over the floor below. I went on down. The sound had 
now gone out through a doorway, and I knew which doorway; but as I followed that 
way, my bare toes struck upon something cold, and I dropped upon my hands over



it. I moaned then for pity of myself, because it was dark, and because I did so 
suffer. But I was conscious, as I dropped, of a rattle of matches, for I still had the 
match-box in my hand, without knowing that I had it: and the desire took me to 
strike a light. It was some time, though, before I would, or could, and when I 
eventually ventured, I saw the sight of the body of the old butler in his night-attire 
lying wildly before me on the floor: and I knew by a look that was in his eyes that 
they were for ever sightless.

At the same moment I was aware of the slamming of a door some way off; and 
again I knew which door— the little side-portal by the kitchen-entrance, leading 
out northward into the park— and again something gave vigour to my knees, and 
lifted my feet, to go to see. I made my way to the little portal; opened it slowly; my 
soles were out on the snow. And before me on the short gravel-path going north 
into the park I distinctly saw the pale ape, bearing a body against his breast. A 
moment later he laid down his heavy load, and bent over it; and when I saw him 
horribly muttering over it, something in me stooped, took up a stone, and threw it 
at the brute.

It went straight to his head.

After some seconds the creature raised himself slowly, and raced with reeling feet 
into the darkness of the park.

I staggered then to the body, and saw that it was Huggins Lister strangled; and on 
the body of my beloved my senses left me.

It was ten in the day before I knew anything more; and then I lay on a bed, on one 
side of it Esme, on the other side Mrs. Wiseman.

The latter had a fixed stare; and from the manner in which Esme was smiling, with 
her face held sideward, while she persistently counted on her fingers, I could make 
out that the child was now insane.

I lay still, I said nothing; little I cared.

Presently a girl named Bertha entered to murmur the words: "He isn't found yet"; 
and from some words murmured in reply by Mrs. Wiseman, I gathered that Sir 
Philip Lister had disappeared.

Little I cared, I lay still and sullen, with closed lids.

Near noon again came the news that the men seeking for Sir Philip Lister could 
even yet discover no trace of him; but at about live in the evening he was found 
dying in the hollow of the rock that lies behind the cascade that they call "The 
Ape," and was brought to the Hall.



Very soon afterwards Mrs. Wiseman, who had then left my side, flew in again to 
me with crying eyes, imploring me to try and go for a moment to the dying man, 
who was hungering to have one sight of me; and I let her throw some clothes over 
me, and was led by her to the death-bed.

By this time I knew— for Mrs. Wiseman during the day had revealed it to me in a 
flood of tears— that Sir Philip Lister's mother had too much listened to the 
chuckling cascade, and so had borne him the being he was— a being capable at any 
agitation of shedding his human nature to resume the nature of the brute, and 
hurling away human raiment with his human nature in the murderous turbulence 
of his nocturnal revels— he who in my eyes had been so perfect in gentleness, so 
shy, so staid! But none the less I shuddered to the soul when he touched my hand 
to pant at me through the death-ruckle rolling in his throat: "I have loved you 
well"— a shudder which perhaps saved me from death or from madness, for I had 
lapsed that day into a mad apathy. It was nearly night then, and the light in there 
was very dreary; but I could still see that the hair which overgrew the ogre's frame 
was considerably more than an inch deep— greenish, and gross as the gorilla's. It 
clasped him round the throat and round the wrists in lines perfectly defined, like a 
perfect coat of fur that he wore; and it did not thin, but continued no less thick 
where it abruptly ended than everywhere else.

But he had "loved me well," and I him now— for if he had been perniciously 
jealous, it was for love of me that he had been jealous; and in dying he looked into 
my eyes with human eyes, kindly, mildly, looking "I have loved you well"; and when 
with his last strength he pointed to where the pebble I had flung had sunk into his 
skull, then I lifted my voice and wept to God because of him, and myself, and 
Hargen Hall and all, not caring any longer if my face was buried in the horror of his 
hairy breast. And so he died, and Huggins Lister, and I was left alive.

THE END



M. P. SHIEL

Dark Lot of One Saul

Matthew Phipps Shiel (186 5 -1947) was a complex man who produced nine science 
fiction novels and many short stories, primarily in a burst o f writing activity before World 
War I. His work was always interesting and exciting, but it was marred by a pervasive 
racism and religious bigotry— indeed, he was one o f the worst o f the “Yellow Peril” insti­
gators in literature, especially in his The Yellow Danger (189 8 , one o f his first novels). The 
Lord of the Sea (1901) has him expelling the Jews o f Europe to Palestine, making Shiel a 
Zionist o f sorts. He was also representative o f those writers who used science fiction as 
advocacy, including the replacement o f religion by science. “Dark Lot o f One Saul” is 
typically Shielian in the audacity o f its concept and in the soaring richness o f its resonant 
style.

WHAT I relate is from a document found in a Cowling Library chest of 
records, written in a very odd hand on fifteen strips of a material resem­
bling papyrus, yet hardly papyrus, and on two squares of parchment, 

which Professor Stannistreet recognizes as “trunkfish” skin; the seventeen pages 
being gummed together at top by a material like tar or pitch. A Note at the end in 
a different hand and ink, signed “E.G.,” says that the document was got out of a 
Portugal (a large variety of cask) by the Spanish galleass Capitana between the 
Bermudas and the island of St. Thomas; and our knowledge that at this point a 
valley in the sea-bottom goes down to a depth of four thousand fathoms affords, 
as will be noticed, a rather startling confirmation of the statements made in the 
document. The narrator, one Saul, was bom sixteen to twenty years before the 
accession of Queen Elizabeth, and wrote about 1601, at the age of sixty, or so; 
and the correspondence of his statements with our modem knowledge is the more 
arresting, since, of course, a sailor of that period would only know anything of 
submarine facts by actual experience. I modify a few of his archaic expressions 
(guessing at some words where his ink ran):

This pressing paucity of air hath brought me to the writing of that which befel, 
to the end that I may send forth the writing from the cave in the portugal for the 
eye of who may find it, my pen being a splinter broken from the elephant’s bones,
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mine ink pitch from the lake, and my paper the bulrush pith. Beginning therefore 
with my birth, I say that my name in the world was James Dowdy Saul, I being 
the third child of Percy Dowdy Saul, and of Martha his wife, bom at Upland Mead, 
a farm in the freehold of my father, near the borough of Bideford, in Devon: in 
what year bom I know not, knowing only this, that I was a well-grown stripling 
upon the coming of Her Grace to the throne.

I was early sent to be schooled by Dominie John Fisher in the borough, and had 
made good progress in the Latin Grammar (for my father would have me to be a 
clerk), when, at the age of fifteen, as I conjecture, I ran away, upon a fight with 
Martin Lutter, that was my eldest brother, to the end that I might adopt the sea as 
my calling. Thereupon for two years I was with the shipmaster, Edwin Occhines, 
in the balinger, Dane, trading with Channel ports; and at his demise took ship at 
Penzance with the notorious Master Thomas Stukely, who, like many another Devon 
gentleman, went a-pirating ’twixt Scilly and the Irish creeks. He set up a powerful 
intimacy with the Ulster gallant, Master Shan O’Neil, who many a time has patted 
me upon my back; but, after getting at loggerheads with Her Grace, he turned 
Papist, and set out with Don Sebastian of Portugal upon an African expedition, 
from the which I felt constrained to withdraw myself.

Thereupon for a year, perhaps two, I was plying lawful traffic in the hoy Harry 
Mondroit, ’twixt the Thames’ mouth and Antwerp; till, on a day, I fell in at “The 
Bell” in Greenwich with Master Francis Drake, a youth of twenty-five years, who 
was then gathering together mariners to go on his brigantine, the Judith, his purpose 
being to take part in Master John Hawkins’ third expedition to the settlements in 
Espaniola.

Master Hawkins sailed from Plymouth in the Jesus, with four consorts, in October 
of the year 1567. After being mauled by an equinox storm in Biscay Bay, we 
refitted at the Canaries, and, having taken four hundred blacks on the Guinea coast, 
sailed for the West Indies, where we gained no little gold by our business. We then 
proceeded to Carthagena and Rio de la Hacha; but it should now be very well 
known how the Jesus lost her rudder, how, the ships’ bottoms being fouled, we 
had perforce-to run for San Juan de Ulloa in the Gulf of Mexico; and how, thirteen 
Spanish galleons and frigates having surprised us there, the Admiral de Bag an made 
with us a treaty, the which he treacherously broke at high noon-day, putting upon 
us the loss of three ships and our treasure, the Minion and the Judith alone escaping: 
this I need not particularly relate.

The Judith, being of fifty tons portage only, and the Minion of less than one 
hundred, both were now crowded, with but little water aboard, and the storechests 
empty. After lying three days outside the sand ridge, we set sail on Saturday, the 
25th September, having heard tell of a certain place on the east reaches of the Gulf 
where provisions might be got. This we reached on the 8th October, only to meet 
there little or nothing to our purpose; whereupon a council was called before Master 
Hawkins in the Minion, where one hundred of us proffered ourselves to land, to 
the intent that so the rest might make their way again to England on short rations.

The haps of us who landed I will not particularize, though they were various, 
God wot, remaining in my head as a grievous dream, but a vague one, blotted out, 
alas, by that great thing which Almighty God hath ordained for a poor man like
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me. We wandered within the forests, anon shot at by Indians, our food being roots 
and berries, and within three weeks reached a Spanish station, whence we were 
sent captives into Mexico. There we were Christianly behaved to, fed, clothed, 
and then distributed among the plantations— a thing amazing to us who were not 
ignorant of the pains put upon English sailors in Spain; but in those days no Holy 
Office was in Mexico, and on this count we were spared, some of us being bound 
over to be overseers, some to be handicraftsmen in the towns, etc. As for me, after 
an absence from it of seven months, I once more found myself in the township of 
San Juan de Ulloa, where, having ever a handy knack in carpentry, I had soon set 
myself up for a wright.

No one asked me aught as to my faith; I came and went as I thought good; nor 
was it long but I had got some knowledge of the Spanish tongue, stablished myself 
in the place, and taken to wife Lina, a wench of good liking, daughter of Senora 
Gomez of the confiteria, or sweetmeat-store; and out of her were bom unto me 
Morales and Salvadora, two of the goodliest babes that ever I have beheld.

I abode in San Juan de Ulloa two years and eleven months: and these be the 
two years of quietness and happiness that I have had in this my life.

On the 13th afternoon of the month of February in the year 1571 I was wending 
homeward over the prado that separated my carpentry from the confiteria of my 
mother-in-law, when I saw four men approaching me, as to whom I straightway 
understood that men of San Juan they were not: one was a Black Friar, so hooded 
and cowled, that of his countenance nothing was discovered, save the light of his 
eyes; another was bearded—of the Order of Jesus; another wore the broad chapeau 
of a notary, and the fourth had the aspect of an alguazil, grasping a baton in his 
hand. And, on seeing them, I seemed to give up heart and hope together: for a 
frigate hulk had cast anchor that morning beyond the sand-ridge, and I conjectured 
that these men were of her, were ministers of the Holy Office, and had heard of 
me while I was a work.

I have mentioned that no Inquisition was in Mexico afore 1571: but within the 
last months it had been bruited in San Juan that King Phillip, being timorous of 
English meddling in the gold-trade, and of the spread of English heresy, was 
pondering the setting up of the Holy Office over Espaniola. And so said, so done, 
in my case, at any rate, who, being the sole heretic in that place, was waylaid on 
the prado in the afternoon’s glooming, and heard from the alguazil that word of 
the familiars: “follow on”; to be then led down the little callejon that runneth down 
from the prado to the coast, where a cockboat lay in waiting.

To the moment when they pushed me into the boat, I had not so much as implored 
one more embrace of my poor mate and babes, so dumb was I at the sudden woe: 
but in the boat I tumbled prone, although too tongue-tied to utter prayer, whereupon 
an oarsman put paw upon me, with what I took to be a consoling movement: a 
gesture which set me belching forth into lamenting. But with no long dallying they 
put out, having me by my arms; and beyond the sand-ridge I was took up the poop’s 
ladder into the frigate, led away to the far end of the forecastle’s vault, and there 
left with a rosea loaf, four onions, and a stoup of water in the sprit room, a very 
strait place cumbered by the bulk of the bow-sprit’s end, and by the ends of a 
couple of culverins.



I know not yet whither it was the will of my captors to carry me, whether to 
Europe, or to some port of the Spanish Main; but this I know that the next noon 
when I was led apoop, no land was visible, and the sea had that hard aspect of the 
mid-sea.

Our ship, the which was called the San Matteo, was a hulk of some four hundred 
tons portage, high afore, and high stuck up apoop, her fore castle having two tiers, 
and her poop’s castle three, with culverins in their ports. Her topsides were so 
tumbled home, that her breadth at the water may have been double her breadth at 
her wales, and she had not the newfangled fore-and-abafts of Master Fletcher, such 
as the Judith wore to sail on a wind. But she was costly built, her square sails 
being every one of the seven of heavy florence, broidered in the belly, and her 
fifty guns of good brass fabric. She was at this time driving free afore the wind 
under full spread, but with a rolling so restless as to be jeopardous, I judged. In 
fact, I took her for a crank pot, with such a tophamper and mass of upper-works, 
that she could scarce fail to dip her tier of falcons, if the sea should lash.

I was brought up to the master’s room, the which was being used as an audience- 
chamber, and there at a table beheld five men in file. He in the centre, who proved 
to be both my accuser and judge, presently gave me to know that the evidence 
against me had been laid before the Qualifiers of the Office—which Qualifiers I 
understood to be none other than themselves there present—and been approved by 
the said Qualifiers; and when I had given replies to a catalogue of interrogatories 
as to my way of life in San Juan, I was then straightway put to the question. My 
breast, God wot, was rent with terrors, but my bearing, I trust, was distinguished 
by Christian courage. The interview was but brief: I demurred to kiss the cross; 
whereupon the President addressed me—he being the Dominic that I saw on the 
prado, a man whose mass of wrinkles, although he was yet young, and his wry 
smile within a nest of wrinkles, I carry still in my mind. My rudeness, he said, 
would prove to be but puny: for that during the day I should be put to a second 
audience in order to move me to a confession, and after to the screws.

For that second audience I waited, but it came not: for, huddled up in a comer 
’twixt the sprit’s end and a culverin’s end, I became more and more aware that the 
San Matteo was labouring in the sea, and by evening mine ears were crowded with 
the sound of winds, so that I could no more hear the little sounds of the cook’s 
house, the which was not in the hold, as with English vessels, but in a part of the 
fore castle abaft my cell. No food was brought me all that day, and I understood 
that all had enough to trouble them other than my unblest self.

I fell into a deep sleep, nor, I believe, awaked until near the next noon, though 
between noon and midnight was but little difference in my prison. I now anew 
knew, as before, of a tumult of winds, and understood by the ship's motion that 
she was now fleeing afore the gale, with a swinging downhill gait. Toward night, 
being anhungered, I got to thumping in desperate wise upon my prison, but no 
signal was given me that any heard me, and doubtless I was unheard in that turmoil 
of sounds.

And again I fell into forgetfulness, and again about midday, as I conjecture, 
bounded awake, being now roused by a shout of wind pouncing in upon me through 
the door, the which a stripling had just opened. He tumbled toward me with a bowl
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of tum-tum and pork, and, having shot it upon my lap, put mouth to mine ear with 
the shout: “Eat, Englishman! Thou art doomed for the ship!”

He then fell out, leaving me in a maze. But I think that I had not ended the 
meal when the meaning of his words was but little uncertain to me, who was versed 
in the manners of the sea, and of Spanish seamen in especial; and I said within 
myself “the San Matteo is now doubtless near her end; the sun hath gone out of 
the sky; the course peradventure lost: and I, the heretic, am condemned to be thrown 
away, as Jonah, to assuage the tempest.”

The rest of that day, therefore, I lay upon my face, recommending my spirit, 
my wife, and my children to my Creator until, toward night, three sailors came in, 
laid hands on me, and hauled me forth; and I was hardly hauled to the castle’s 
portal, when my old samite coif leapt off my head, and was swept away.

Surely never mortal wretch had bleaker last look at the scheme of being than I 
that night. There remained some sort of disastrous glimmering in the air, but it was 
a glimmer that was itself but a mood of gloom. A rust on the nigh horizon that 
was the sun was swinging on high above the working of the billows, then hurling 
itself below, with an alternate circular working, as it were a dissolute or sea-sick 
thing. The skies were, as it were, tinted with inks, and appeared to be no higher 
beyond the sea than the mizzen-top, where sea and sky were mixed. I saw that the 
poop’s mast was gone, and the San Matteo under two sails only, the mizzen-top 
sail and the spritsail: yet with these she was careering in desperate wise like a capon 
in a scare from the face of the tempest, taking in water with an alternate process 
over her port and starboard wales, and whirled to her top-castles in sprays: so that 
she was as much within the sea as on it. Our trip from my prison to the poop’s 
castle must have occupied, with halts, no less than twenty minutes of time, so 
swung were our feet between deep and high: and in that time a multitude of sounds 
the most drear and forlorn seemed borne from out the bowels of the darkness to 
mine ears, as screams of craziness, a ding-dong of sea-bells, or cadences of sirens 
crying, or one sole toll of a funeral-knell. I was as one adream with awe: for I 
understood that into all that war of waters I was about to go down, alone.

Lashed to the starboard turret of the poop’s castle by a cord within the ring at 
its paunch was a portugal, such as be employed to store pork on big voyages; and, 
sprawling on the deck, with his paws clutched within a window-sill of the turret, 
was the Jesuit, his robes all blown into disarray, with him being the ship’s master, 
having a hammer’s handle sticking out of his pouch, and four others, the particulars 
of whose persons mine eyes, as though 1 had scores of eyes that night, observed 
of their own act.

As I staggered near in the lax keeping of my guardians, the portugal was cast 
aslant in his lashing, and I could then descry within it one of those 30-inch masses 
of iron ballast, such as be named dradoes; by the which I understood that I should 
not be tossed forth coffinless, as Jonah, but in the portugal: inasmuch as the corpse 
of many a Jonah hath been known to “chase i’ the wake”, as mariners relate, to 
the disaster of them in the ship; and the coffining of such in ballasted casks has 
long been a plan of the Spanish in especial.

On my coming to the turret, he whom I took to be the master put hand upon
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me, uttering somewhat which the hurricane drowned in his mouth, though I guessed 
that he egged me to go into the portugal: and indeed I was speedily heeled up and 
hustled in. Resistance would have been but little difficult to me, had I willed, but 
could have resulted only in the rolling overboard of others with me: nor had I a 
spirit of resistance, nay, probably lost my consciousness upon entering, for nothing 
can I remember more, till the top was covered in, save only one segment of it, 
through which I on my face glimpsed three struggling shapes, and understood that 
the Jesuit, now upheld ’twixt two of the shipmen, was shouting over me some 
litany or committal. In the next moment I lay choked in blackness, and had in my 
consciousness a hammer’s banging.

Whether awake or adream, I seemed to recognize the moment when the Portugal’s 
mass splashed the ocean; I was aware of the drado’s bulk tumbling about the sides, 
and of double bump of the iron, the one upon my breast, the other upon my right 
thigh.

Now, this was hardly owing to the water’s roughness, for my last glance abroad 
before going into the portugal had shown me a singular condition of the sea: the 
ship appeared to have driven into a piece of water comparatively calm, and pallid, 
a basin perhaps half-a-mile in breadth, on a level rather below the rest of the ocean 
that darkly rolled round its edge; and the whole seemed to me to move with a slow 
wheeling: for I had noted it well, with that ten-eyed unwittingness wherewith I 
noted everything that night, as the mariners’ apparel, or the four-square cap of the 
Jesuit crushed over his nose, or the porky stench of the portugal...

Down, swiftly down, and still profounder down, I ripped toward the foundry of 
things, to where the mountains and downs of the mid-sea drowse. I had soon lost 
all sense of motion: still, I divined—I knew— with what a swiftness I slid, pro­
foundly drowned, mile on mile, and still down, from the home of life, and hope, 
and light, and time. I was standing on the drado, no less steadily than if on land, 
for the drado’s weight held the portugal straight on end, the Portugal’s top being 
perhaps one inch above my head— for my hands touched it, paddling for some 
moments as though I was actually adrown, like the paddling pattes of a hound in 
his drowning. But I stood with no gasping for a good span, the portugal was so 
roomy, and it proved as good-made as roomy, though soon enough some ominous 
creakings gave me to know that the sea’s weight was crushing upon his every square 
inch with a pressure of tons; moreover, both my palms being pressed forth against 
the Portugal’s side, all at once the right palm was pierced to the quick by some 
nail, driven inward by the squeezing of the sea’s weight; and quickly thereupon I 
felt a drop of water fall upon my top, and presently a drop, and a drop, bringing 
upon me a deliberate drip, drip: and I understood that the sea, having forced a 
crack, was oozing through atop.

No shock, no stir was there: yet all my heart was conscious of the hurry of my 
dropping from the world. I understood—I knew— when I had fared quite out of 
hue and shape, measure and relation, down among the dregs of creation, where no 
ray may roam, nor a hope grow up; and within my head were going on giddy 
divinations of my descent from depth to depth of deader nothingness, and dark 
after dark.
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Groan could I not, nor sigh, nor cry to my God, but stood petrified by the 
greatness of my perishing, for I felt myself banished from His hand and the scope 
of His compassion, and ranging every moment to a more strange remoteness from 
the territories of His reign.

Yet, as my sense was toward whirling unto death, certain words were on a 
sudden with me, that for many a month, I think, had never visited my head: for it 
was as if I was now aware of a chorus of sound quiring in some outermost remoteness 
of the heaven of heavens, whence the shout of ten thousand times ten thousand 
mouths reached to me as a dream of mine ear: and this was their shout and the 
passion of their chanting: “If I ascend up into Heaven, He is there; if I make my 
bed in Hell, behold, He is there; if I take the wings of the morning, and dwell in 
the uttermost parts of the sea, even there shall His hand lead me, His right hand 
shall hold me.”

But the lack of air, that in some minutes had become the main fact of my 
predicament, by this time was such, that I had come to be nothing but a skull and 
throat crowded with blood that would bound from me, but could not; yet I think 
that in the very crux of my death-struggle a curiosity as to the grave, and the nature 
of death—a curiosity as frivolous as the frolics of a trickster—delayed my failing; 
for I seemed to desire to see myself die.

Still upon my top, with a quickening drip, drip, dropped the leak, and this in 
my extremest smart I ceased not to mark.

But there came a moment when all my sentience was swallowed in an amazing 
consciousness of motion. First I was urgently jerked against the portugal, the which 
was tugged sidewards by some might: some moments more, and the portugal 
bumped upon something. By a happy instinct, I had stiffened myself, my feet on 
the drado, my head pressed against the top piece; and immediately I was aware of 
precipitous rage, haste the most rash, for a quick succession of shocks, upon rocks, 
as I imagine, quick as you may say one, two, three, knocked me breathless who 
was already breathless, racking the cask’s frame, and battering me back, so to say, 
out of my death into sense. And or ever I could lend half a thought to this mystery 
of motion-on-the-horizontal down by the ocean’s bottom, I was hounded on to a 
mystery still more astounding—a sound in the realm of muteness— a roar— that 
very soon grew to a most great and grave tumult. During which growth of tumult 
I got the consciousness of being rushed through some tunnel, for the concussions 
of the cask on every side came fast and more frightfully faster; and I now made 
out, how I cannot tell, that the direction of my race was half horizontal, and half 
downward, toward the source of that sounding. How long the trip lasted my spirit, 
spinning in that thundering dark, could hardly sum up: it might have been a minute 
or five, a mile or twenty: but there came a moment when I felt the portugal lifted 
up, and tossed; it was spinning through space; and it dropped upon rock with a 
crash which ravished me from my consciousness.

So intemperate was this mauling, that upon returning to myself after what may 
have been many hours, I had no doubt but that I was dead; and within myself I 
breathed the words, “The soul is an ear; and Eternity is a roar.”

For I appeared at present to be a creature created with but one single sense,
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since, on placing my fingers an inch afore my face, in vain I strained my vision 
to trace them; my body, in so far as I was any longer cognizant thereof, was, as 
it were, lost to me, and blotted out; so that I seemed to be naught but an ear, 
formed to hear unceasingly that tumult that seemed the universe: and anew and 
anew I mused indolently within me, “Well, the soul is an ear; and Eternity is a 
roar.”

Thus many minutes I lay, listing with interest to the tone of the roar, the which 
hath with it a shell’s echoing that calleth, making a chaunting vastly far in the void, 
like an angel’s voice far noising. What proved to me that I was disembodied was 
the apparent fact that I was no longer in the portugal, since I at present breathed 
free; nevertheless, upon becoming conscious in the course of time of a stench of 
sea-brine, and presently of the mingling therewith of the Portugal’s stink of pork, 
I straightway felt myself to be living flesh; and, on reaching out my fingers, felt 
the sufficient reason of my breathing, to wit, that the Portugal’s bottom had been 
breached in, and a hoop there started by his fall, for the staves’ ends at that part 
at present spread all asprawl. I was prostrate upon my back, and the drado and 
broken Portugal’s bottom lay over my legs, so that the portugal must have toppled 
over on his side after striking on his end.

The next circumstance that I now observed was a trembling of the ground on 
which I lay, the which trembled greatly, as with a very grave ague.

I set myself then to talk with myself, recalling, not without an effort of my 
memory, the certain facts of my predicament: to wit, firstly, that I had been cast 
in a cask from a bark called the San Matteo, not less than a century agone, I thought; 
I had then beyond doubt gone down toward the bottom of the sea; here some sea- 
river had undoubtedly seized and reeled me through some tunnel beneath the sea’s 
base: and the under-tow of this sea-river’s suction it was which must have occasioned 
that basin-like appearance of the sea’s surface with a circular working, observed 
by me some moments before my going in the portugal. This salt torrent, having 
caught my cask, must have hurtled me through the tunnel to a hollow hall or vault 
in the bowels of the earth at the tunnel’s mouth, and then hurled the portugal from 
the tunnel’s mouth down upon some rock in the grotto, and so broken the Portugal’s 
bottom. The cave must contain the air which it had shut in in the age of the convulsion 
of nature which had made it a cave, peradventure ere the sea was there, thus 
permitting me to breathe. And the roar that was roaring should be the thundering 
of the ocean tumbling down the walls of the hall from out the tunnel’s mouth, the 
preponderousness of which thundering’s dropping-down occasioned that ague of 
the ground which was shaking me.

So much I could well sum up; also, from that echo’s humming, whose vast 
psalmodying haunts the waterfall’s thunder, I judged that the hollowness of the hall 
must be large beyond thought. More than this I understood not; but, this being 
understood, I covered my face, and gave myself to lamenting: for, ever and again, 
together with the thunder and his echo, worked certain burstings and crashes of the 
cataract, brief belchings breaching on a sudden, troubling the echo with yet huger 
rumours, madding sad to hearken to; and my hand could I not descry, stared I 
never so crazily nigh; and the ague of the ground was, as it were, a shivering at
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the shout of God-Omnipotent’s mouth: so that sobs gobbled forth of my bosom, 
when I understood the pathos of this place.

On throwing my hands over my eyes to cry, I felt on them a slime crass with 
granules, perhaps splashed upon me through the open end of the portugal on his 
tumble, the which when I had brushed away, with much anguish I got my head 
round to where my feet had been. No doubt had I but I should of necessity perish 
of thirst and dearth of food; but that I might come to my doom at liberty, I crept 
forth of my prison, as a chick from the rupture of his shell.

A tinder-box was in my pouch, but, in the swound of my comprehension, I did 
not then remember it, but moved in darkness over a slime with my arms outstretched, 
drenched ever with a drizzle, the source of which I did not know. Slow I moved, 
for I discovered my right thigh to be crushed, and all my body much mauled; and, 
or ever I had moved ten steps, my shoe stepped into emptiness, and down with a 
shout I sped, spinning, to the depth.

My falling was stopped by a splash into a water that was warm, into which I 
sank far; and I rose through it bearing up with me some putrid brute that drew the 
rheum of his mucus over my face. I then struck out to swim back to the island 
from whose cliff I had tumbled: for I saw that the cavern’s bottom was occupied 
by a sea, or salt pond, and that upon some island in this sea the cask must have 
been cast. But my effort to get again to the island availed not, for a current which 
seized me carried me quick and still quicker, increasing at the last to such a careering 
that I could no more keep me up over the waves; whereupon an abandonment of 
myself came upon me, and I began now to drown, yet ever grasping out, as the 
drowning do; and afore I swooned I was thrown against a shore, where, having 
clutched something like a gracile trunk, I dragged my frame up on a shore covered 
over with that same grainy slush, and tumbled to a slumber which dured, I dare 
say, two days.

I started awake with those waters in mine ear whose immortal harmony, I question 
it not, I will for ever hear in my heart; and I sat still, listing, afeared to budge, lest 
I should afresh blunder into trouble, while mine eyeballs, bereft of light, braved 
the raylessness with their staring. My feet lay at a sea’s edge, for I could feel the 
upwashing of the waves, the which wash obliquely upon the shore, being driven 
by a current: but near as they were, I could hear ne’er a splash, nor anything could 
hear, except the cataract’s crashing, joined with the voice of his own echoing, 
whose music tuneth with the thundering a euphony like that of lute-strings with 
drum ahumming, and anon the racket of those added crashings, when masses more 
ponderous of the cataract drop; and I did ever find myself listing with mine ear 
reached sideward, drawn to the darksome chaunting, forgetting my hunger, and the 
coming of death: listing I wot not how long, perhaps hours, perhaps night-longs: 
for here in this hall is no Time, but all is blotted out but the siren’s sorrow that 
haunts it; and a hundred years is as one hour, and one hour as a hundred years.

I remarked, however, immediately, that the waves which washed my feet were 
not warm like that part of the water where I had fallen into the lake: so that I 
understood that the lake is a cauldron of different temperatures at different parts, 
the waters which roll in from the ocean being cold, but the lake warmed by flames
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beneath the cave: indeed, each region of the cave, so far as my feet ever reached 
in it, is always warm to the hand, and the atmosphere warm, though thick, and 
sick with stinks of the sea.

After a long while I found the tinder-box within my pouch, wherein also I found 
a chisel which I was bringing to my house to sharpen on the night of my capture, 
and also a small gar or gimlet. So I struck a flash that cut mine eyes like a gash, 
and I kindled a rag, the which glowed a rich gore-colour upon an agitated water 
rushing past the shore; and although only a small region of the dark was lit up, I 
could see sufficient of the shore’s sweep to understand that I was standing on a 
mainland made of granite, but not altogether without marl on the ground, nigh 
behind me being a grove of well-formed growths resembling elms, all gnarled and 
venerable, yet no taller than my belly, although some do come to my neck. Their 
leaves be milk-white, and even of a quite round shape, and they do for ever shake 
themselves with the ground that shakes, and produce a globose fruit, the which is 
blanched, too, and their boles pallid. I saw long afterwards another dwarf of just 
the same shape, only his fruit oozeth a juice like soap’s water, that maketh a lather. 
On the lake also I have lately seen by the torch’s light near the island a weed with 
leaves over two yards long, the which be caused to float on the water by small 
bladders attached to it; and also in the marshy spot by the promontory is the forest 
of bulrushes that show a tuft, or plume, at their summit, and they do shake them­
selves, their stem being about three feet high, and they shoot out a single root that 
groweth visible over the ground seven feet or more in his length; besides which, 
I observed none other shrubs, save a pale purple fungus, well-nigh white, growing 
on these rocks where I write, and in the corridor which is on this side of the pond 
of pitch.

But in that minute’s glimmering, while my rag’s light was dancing on the waves, 
I knew what superabundance of food lay for me in this place, to be had by only 
putting forth of my hand: for in that paltry area of the water I saw pale creatures 
like snakes seven or eight feet long, tangled together in a knot, and some more 
alone, and four globose white beings, so that I could see that the lake is alive with 
life; and they lay there quite unaware of the light that pried on their whiteness, so 
that I decided that they be wights deprived of eyes. A very long time later on, 
probably many years, I came upon the stream to the lake’s left, by the promontory, 
the which is thronged with oysters, with many sorts of pearl, and conch shells: but 
at the first I saw it not.

To have the creatures of the lake, I take stand to my knees in the water’s margin 
(for farther I may not enter for the strength of the current), lean forward with the 
torch, and abide the coming of the creature of my liking, the which resembles the 
creatures called a trunk-fish in the tropics, being of triangular form, with freckles. 
The species of the creatures of the lake be few, though their number great; and, as 
all the plants be very pigmy, so all the animals be of great bigness, save one thing 
resembling a lizard, a finger in his length, that I have seen on the reefs, and his 
tail is formed in the shape of a leaf, and engorgeth itself grossly, and it gazeth 
through great globose eyeballs that glare lidless, but they be blind eyeballs; and 
one only wight of the lake hath eyes, but they do hang by a twine out of his eye-



8 8  M .  P .  S h i e l

sockets, and dangle about his countenance, and be blind. As to their catching, this 
I managed at starting without so much as a torch, but by the touch alone; nor do 
their sluggish natures struggle against my grabbing, but by their motions I understand 
the wonder that they have what creature he might be who removeth them from their 
secret home. The flesh of one and all is soft and watery, yet cruel tough, and crude 
to the tongue. My repasts at starting were ate raw; but afterwards I made fires with 
the tree-trunks, the which being dry-timbered, I could chop down with the chisel 
and a rock for my hammer. Later on when I did find out the rock-hall, I laid my 
fire there: but almost all the rags of my garments, except my jerkin, had been 
burned up for tinder, before I unearthed the marsh of bulrushes, whose pith served 
me from thenceforth both for tinder and food, and at present also for parchment: 
for, boiled in the hot rivulet in the rock-hall, the pith and fish together giveth an 
excellent good food, when, being voided of moisture, and pounded, they become 
a powder or flour; so that when I had once come at the bulrushes, where, too, are 
the oysters, being put upon the plan of boiling, I no more roasted my food as 
before.

For what appeared a long period, as it were long weeks, I mollified my thirst 
by soaking my body on the shore’s verge, where the waves break; but thirst became 
a rage in my throat, like that lust of light in mine eyes, so that sometimes, pro­
nouncing a shout, I did desperately drench my bowels, drinking my fill of the 
bitterness, the which, I am convinced, is more bitterer than the bitterness of the 
outer sea. By this time I had roamed exploring far around that part of the shore on 
which I was cast up, and had found about me a boundless house of caves, chambers, 
corridors, with dwarf forests, and stretches of sponges of stone, boulders, and tracts 
of basalt columns, a fantastic mass to me of rock and darkness, all racked, and 
like the aspen dancing, to the farthest point of my wandering, all inhabited by the 
noise of the waters’ voice, and stinking of the sea with so raw a breath, that in 
several spots the nostrils scarce can bear it. There be shells of many shapes and 
dimensions upon the land, many enamelled with gems and pearl, sea-urchins also, 
star-fish, sea-cucumbers, and other sea-beasts with spines, mussels nigh to the 
promontory on the lake’s left, corals, and many kinds of sponges, many monstrous 
huge and having a putrid stench, some, as it were, sponges of stone, others soft, 
and others of lucid glass, painted gallant with hues of the rainbow, and very gracious 
shaped, as hand-baskets, or ropes of glass, but crude of odour. Till I had set up 
my hearth in the rock-hall, I rambled about without any torch, for the cause that I 
knew not yet well the inflammable mood of the wood, nor had yet tumbled upon 
the sulphur, nor the pitch, with which to lard the torches; and, walking dark, with 
just a flash anon, I did often count my footsteps, it might be to a thousand, or two, 
till tired out. But spite of my ramblings, my body had knobs like leprosy, and was 
lacerated with my scratching, and racked with the rushing through me of the salt 
draughts which I drank, afore ever I chanced upon fresh water. That day I descended 
by three great steps that are made as by men’s hands, and that lie peradventure 
half a mile from the lake, into a basalt hall, vastly capacious, so that forty chariots 
could race abreast therein; and the walls be as straight as the walls of masons, the 
roof low, only some twenty foot aloft, flat and smooth and black, and at the remote



Dark Lot O f One Saul 89

end of it a forest of basalt columns stand. There I marked that the air was even 
warmer than the warm air near the lake, and it was not long ere I had advanced 
into a hot steaming, with a sulphur stench, the which I had no sooner perceived 
than I fell upon my hands over a heap which proved, when I had struck a flash, 
to be slushy sulphur. I also saw a canal cut through the floor across the rock-hall’s 
breadth, as regular as if graved there, this being two feet deep, as I discovered, 
and two feet across, through which canal babbled a black brook, bubbling hot, the 
floor on each bank of the canal being heaped with sulphur. I had soon scooped up 
some of the fluid with the tinder-box, and upon his cooling somewhat, I discovered 
it to be fresh, though sulphurous, and also tarry, in his taste; and thenceforth I had 
it always cooling in rows of conch shells by the rock-hall’s left wall.

And during all the years of my tarrying in this tomb, the rock-hall hath become, 
in some manner, my home. There, in a comer nigh the three steps, I made up a 
fire; I put round it stones, and over the stones a slab, and plaiting my beard into 
my hair behind me, I there broiled my meat, until the time when I took to boiling 
the mixed trunkfish and bulrush in the canal’s boiling brook; and for a long while 
I kept the fire ever fed with wood from the tiny forests: for that I loved his light.

But, as to light, I have nineteen times beheld it in this dark from other causes 
than mine own fires, seventeen times the light being lightning: for lightning I must 
call it, the land lightning like the sky: and this I understand not at all. But I was 
standing by the water’s margin, bent upon catching my white blindlings, when the 
cavern became far and wide as it were an eye that wildly opened, winked five 
million to the minute, and as suddenly closed; and after a minute of thick darkness 
as afore, it opened once more, quick quivered, and closed. And there all ghast I 
stayed, in my heart’s heart the ghast thought: “Thou, God, Seest Me.” But though 
mine eyes staggered at the glare, I fancy that in fact it was but faint, and the ghost 
only of a glare, for of the cave’s secrets little was thereby revealed unto me: and 
sixteen times in like wise his wings have quivered, and the wildness of his eye 
hath stared at me like the visitations of an archangel: and twice, besides, I have 
beheld the cave lighted by the volcano.

But it was long before ever the volcano came that I fell in with the mescal: for 
it was no long time after that surprise of lightning that, in pacing once to the shore 
to take up some trunkfish which I had thrown in the slush there—I think eight or 
twelve years may have gone over me—I happened to bruise in my fingers one of 
the pigmy globose fruit, and there oozed out of it a milk that I put to my lips. It 
was bitter, but I did swallow some drops unawares, the result whereof was wondrous: 
for even ere I reached the beach, an apathy enwrapped my being; I let myself drop 
down by the breakers’ brim; my brow and body collapsed in a lassitude; and my 
lips let out the whisper: “pour on: but as for me, I will know rest.” 1 was thereupon 
lapped in trances the most halcyon and happy; the roaring rolled for me into such 
oratories as my mouth may not pronounce, though I appeared, so to speak, to see, 
more than to hear, that music; and in the mean time mine eyes, fast closed, had 
afore them a universe of hues in slow movement and communion, hues glowing, 
and hues ghostly and gnomelike, some of them new hues to me, so that I knew 
not at all how to call them, with cataracts of pomegranate grains pattering, waves
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of parrot green, wheels of raspberry reeling, dapplings of apple and pansy, pallid 
eyeballs of bile and daffodil, pellucid tulips, brooks of rubies, auroras, roses, all 
awork in a world eamester than Earth, that it were empty to attempt to tell of.

I had heard tell at San Juan of the shrub which they do name “the mescal button,” 
chewed by the Mexicans to produce upon them such revelations of hues; and I have 
concluded that this shrub of the cave must be of nature akin. But though the gift 
of it transfigured that stink-pit beneath the sea into a region of the genii for me, I 
was aware that to munch thereof was presumptuous, for the troubles that his rancour 
bringeth upon the body of men were quickly obvious upon me. But I made never 
an attempt to abandon his happiness, for it wheeleth through the brain to so sweet 
a strain, and talketh such gossip to the organs of the consciousness, as I do not 
suppose to be true of the very lotus, nor of that pleasant root that is known as 
nepenthe.

I have spent years on years, nay, as it seems to me, eras on eras, in one dreaming 
by the sea’s rim, while my soul, so to speak, passed into the cataract’s inmost roar, 
and became as one therewith. I lay there naked, for at first I had preserved my 
jerkin and shirt to serve for tinder, until I tumbled upon the discovery of the bulrush- 
pith, whereupon I employed the jerkin and shirt to contain the pith and fish for 
their boiling; so after the last of my trouser’s rags had shredded from around my 
legs, and my shoes, too, from my feet, through great periods of time I have lain 
there naked, though enveloped to my belly in my hair and beard, idly dreaming, 
finding it too dreary a trial to seethe my food, and often eating raw, having long 
agone let the fire in the rock-hall go out. In the end I have shirked even the burden 
of bending in the sea’s surf, or of journeying to the mussel stream, to get at my 
grub, and will spend considerable periods with never a bit other drink or meat than 
that bittersweet milk of the mescal.

From this life of sloth twice only have I been disturbed by fright, the first time 
when the volcano came, the second time when I observed the increasing dearth of 
air to breathe; and on each occasion I was spurred to take torch and search further 
afield than e’er before what the vault holds—in both searches meeting with what 
turned out serviceable to my needs: for in the first search I butted on the bulrush 
bush, which I believe I butted on years ere I observed this increasing dearth of air; 
and it was the increasing dearth of air which sent me peering further a second time, 
and then I saw the pond of pitch. This latter is beyond the forest of basalt columns 
at the far end of the rock-hall; and it was in passing to it through those columns 
that I saw the beast’s bones, that be bigger, I believe, than several elephants together, 
although the beast resembled an elephant, having straight tusks, exceeding long; 
and his jaw hath six huge teeth, very strange, every several tooth being made of 
littler ones, the which cling about it like nipples; and there among those pillars his 
ribs may have rested for many a century, some of them being now brittle and 
embrowned; and beyond the pillars is a passage, perfectly curved, having a purplish 
fungus growing upon his rock; and beyond the passage is a cavern than whose 
threshold I could no farther advance, for the bed thereof is a bitumen sea, which 
is half-warm and thick at the brink, but, I think, liquid hot in the middle; and all 
over his face broods a universe of rainbows, dingy and fat, which be from the fat 
vapours of the pitch bringing forth rainbows, not rainbows of heaven, but, so to
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say, fallen angels, grown gross and sluggish. But years ere this, I think, I had seen 
the bulrushes: for, soon after the volcano came, in roaming over the left shore of 
the cataract’s sea—the which left shore is flat and widespread, and hath no high 
walls like the right side—I walked upon a freshet of fresh warm water, and after 
following it upward, saw all round a marsh’s swamp, and the bush of bulrushes. 
This is where the oysters be so crass, and they be pearl oysters, for all that soil be 
crass with nacreous matter of every sort, with barrok pearls, mother-of-pearl, and 
in most of the oysters which I opened pearls, with a lot of conch shells that have 
within them pink pearls, and there be also the black pearl, such as they have in 
Mexico and the West Indies, with the yellow and likewise the white, which last 
be shaped like the pear, and large, and his pallor hath a blank brightness, very 
priceless, and, so to say, bridal. As to the bulrush, his trunk is triangular (like the 
trunk-fish), some five inches wide at the bottom, and giveth a white pith good for 
food. I came, moreover, upon the discovery after a long time that, since this pith 
lieth in layers, these, being steeped in water, and afterwards dried, do shrink to a 
parchment, quite white and soft, but tending to be yellow and brittle in time.

But for these two adventures, first to the bulrushes, and then to the pond or sea 
of pitch, I cannot remember that that long trance I had by the shore was broken 
by any excursion. But I had a rough enough rousing in that hour when, upon 
opening mine eyes, I beheld, not the old darkness, but all the hall disclosed in 
scarlet, and felt the cavern in movement, not with that proper trembling that I 
knew, due to the preponderousness of the cataract’s mass over the earth’s fabric, 
but racked with an earthquake’s racking: and when mine eyes, now shyer than the 
night-bird’s, recovered their courage, I observed the sea’s whole surface heaved 
up like sand-heaps, dandled up with the earthquake’s dancing. Now also for the 
first time I saw aloft to my right the tunnel’s monstrous mouth, out of which the 
cataract’s mass tumbleth down, the mouth’s top rim being rounded, like the top 
lip of a man’s mouth crying aloud. I saw also the cataract rolling hoary across his 
whole breast’s breadth, woolly with flocks and beards of froth, as it were Moses’ 
beard, except at the centre, where it gallops glassy smooth and more massy, for 
there the sea cometh out from the tunnel’s inwards to stretch itself out in that mouth 
that shouteth aloud. I saw also the roof like a rufous sky of rock, and right before 
mine eyes lay an island, long and narrow, upon the which I had been cast at the 
first, for there yet lay the portugal on the right end of the island, that right end 
lying quite nigh the cataract, and the island’s left end some twenty yards from the 
lake’s left end. And I saw the lake in his entirety by spying over the island’s centre, 
where the land lies low, the lake having an egg’s form, perhaps two miles in his 
length, I being at the egg’s small end. I saw also that the cave’s right side, where 
the wall rises sheer, is washed directly by the lake’s wheeling career; and since the 
cataract there crashes down, along that right side I cannot advance; nor along the 
cave’s left side can I advance so much as a mile, for there a headland juts out into 
the lake, dividing that side of the cave into great rooms. I saw also nigh the far 
shore of the lake four more small islands of rock, and I was shewn, from the lake’s 
ocean-like aspect, that his waters be vastly profound, his bottom being doubtless 
housed far down in the planet’s bowels. All was lit up. And some distance beyond 
the lake’s boundaries, I saw the mouth of some cave, through which came up a
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haze of radiance sparkling, and vaulting stones, and therewith some tongues of 
flame, which now shewed, and now withdrew their rouge.

I gathered that some volcanic action was going on under the cavern, and as I 
there stayed, agape at it, I saw arise out of the lake in the remote distance, and 
come toward me, a thing, with the which I so long had lived, and known it not. 
His body lay soft in curves on the billows nigh a furlong behind his uplifted head, 
and I could not fly, nor turn mine eyes from the pitifulness of his appearing in the 
light. His head and face be of the dimension of a cottage, having a shameful likeness 
to a death’s-head, being bony, shiny, and very tight-skinned, and of a mucky white 
colour, with freckles. It hath a forehead and nose-ridge, but, where eyes should 
be, stands blank skin only; and it drew nigh me with the toothless house of his 
mouth wide open in a scream of fear, distrusting Him that made it: for the air was 
waxing still hotter, and it may have had an instinct of calamity, peradventure from 
some experience of the volcano’s fierceness a century since. It travelled nigh under 
the island’s right end through the cataract’s foam, and then close under me, nor 
could see me look at his discovered nudity, nor could my rooted foot flee from it; 
and on it journeyed, circling the lake’s surface with the dirge of his lamentation. 
Immediately after I lost my reason through the fierceness of the heat, and reeled; 
and when I came back to myself the cave was as black as ever. And once again, 
long afterwards I saw flames flutter in the cave beyond the lake, a grey dust rained 
over the lake’s face, the great creature arose, and a grove of the trees at this end 
were sered with heat; but since then the event has never been seen.

But it was soon subsequent to this second convulsion that I made an observation: 
to wit, that unless I was well under the rule of the mescal fruit—when I do scarce 
seem to breathe—I became aware of an oppression of the chest. And this grew 
with me; so that I began to commune within me, saying: “Though the cavern be 
vast, the air that it containeth must be of limited volume, and I have inhaled it 
long: for whereas when I hither came I was a young thing, I am now old. My lungs 
have day by day consumed the wholesome air; and the day approacheth when I 
must surely perish.”

At the commencement it was only when I lay me to rest that the trouble oppressed 
me, but, sat I up, it passed; then after, if I sat, it oppressed me; but, stood I up it 
passed: so that I understood it to be so that a lake of noxious vapour lay at the 
bottom of the air of this place, a lake due to my breathing, that each year grew in 
depth and noxiousness, the longer I breathed: this vapour having a sleepy effect, 
not happy like the mescal’s, but highly unhappy, making me nightmares and aches 
of my body. In the beginning I got relief by going to live in other regions than in 
the rock-hall and on the beach: but in every direction my way hath now been 
blocked, for I have now inhabited in turn every cranny of the cavern whereto I am 
able to penetrate, and the vapour is in all, troubling also the shrubs of all sorts, 
the which let fall their heads, and shed their health. There remain some coigns 
among the rockeries, wherein, when I toil aloft to them, I may yet breathe with 
some freedom; but that my days are numbered I know. My God! my God! why 
hast Thou created me?

But soon after understanding the manner of my undoing, I began to argue in 
myself as regards the cavern and his architecture as never formerly, arguing that



Dark Lot Of One Saul 93

whereas so great volumes of water came in, and the vault was not filled, there 
must needs be some outlet for an equal volume to flow out. I was led to conjecture 
that the tunnel which admits the sea into the cavern is at some sea-mountain’s 
summit; that the cavern must be in the mountain’s bowels; and that the outflow out 
of the cavern must be down another much longer tunnel, leading down to the 
mountain’s bottom into the sea. I therefore conceived the notion that, if I could 
reach the portugal, get it repaired, and, in it, introduce myself into the tunnel of 
outflow (the which I knew to be beyond the headland on the lake’s left, where the 
lake’s two wheeling currents meet), then I should be carried down and out into the 
bottom of the sea, should thereupon rise to the sea’s surface— for the unweighted 
Portugal would certainly float with me— and there I might bore a hole or two in 
the Portugal’s upper belly for air, and be picked up by a ship before my stores were 
done, and before my death from hunger or suffocation, I being well drugged with 
the mescal, and so but little breathing or eating. As to introducing myself into the 
tunnel of outflow, nothing more was necessary than to get the portugal to the 
headland’s end, get myself into it, and roll myself in the portugal from the headland’s 
end into the lake: where the currents would not fail to bear me toward the place of 
outflow, and I should be sucked down into the tunnel.

I meditated that the stupendousness of the attempt in no fashion lessened my 
chance: for that laws will act exactly on the immense scale as on the small. The 
portugal I could get to by going into the lake at the egg’s-point of the lake, whence 
the current would carry me away along the left shore toward the island, the left 
end whereof I might catch by continually swimming strong to the right; and lest I 
should be dashed to fragments in my grand journey through the tunnel, I determined 
to pad the Portugal’s inside with the bulrush pith; and moreover I devised a sliding 
door in the Portugal’s side, the which when I should reach the sea’s surface would 
be furnishing me with breathing: in the making whereof I did not doubt but that 
my former craft in carpentry would help me out. That I might be struck blind by 
the moon’s brightness, and surely by the sun’s, upon opening mine eyes up there 
above I reflected: but I price eyes as of but paltry value to a man, and should 
estimate it no hardship to dispense with mine, such as they are. On the whole, I 
had no fear; and the reason of my fearlessness, as I at present perceive, lay in this: 
that in my heart I never at all intended to attempt the venture. It was a fond thought: 
for, granting that I got out, how could I live without the cataract? I should surely 
die. And what good were life to me there in the glare of day, without the mescal’s 
joys, and without the secret presence of the voice, and the thing which it secretly 
shouteth? In such separation from the power of my life I should pass frailly away 
as a spectre at day-break: for by the power of the voice is my frail life sustained, 
and thereon I hang, and therein I have my being. And this in my soul I must have 
known: but in the futile mood that possessed me, I made three several attempts to 
gain the portugal, terrified the while at mine own temerity; and twice I failed to 
make the left end of the island, for the current carried me beyond— toward the 
tunnel of outflow, I doubted not; yet were my terrors not of that horror mainly, 
but of the monster in the lake’s depth, the which stayeth there pale and pensive, 
meditating his meditations: for I knew that if my foot or hand just touched his skin, 
I must assuredly reel and sink, shrieking mad, since I swam dark, but having an
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unlighted torch in my hand, the tinder-box being tied within my beard; and the first 
twice I was hurled to land upon the headland, but the third time upon the island’s 
left end, the rock of which I clambered up with my hands lacerated by shells. And 
after lighting the torch, I wrought my steps toward the island’s right end; and there 
lay the portugal even as 1 had left it twenty, forty, years ago, the slime on his side 
yet wet from the water-fall’s aura that haunts the island. And in that spot I saw, 
not the portugal alone, but moreover a sword’s hilt, a human skull, and a clock’s 
racket, thither tossed by the cataract. The portugal was still good, for the pitch 
which is on it: and having cast out the drado by an effort of all my strength, I 
struck out four of the nails from the three bottom pieces that had been sprung, 
nailed the three pieces, and the broken hoop of wood, too, to the side of the 
portugal, and so consigned the portugal to the waters, the which, I was assured, 
would bear it to the small end of the lake’s egg-shape, as they had borne me upon 
mine ancient fall from the island.

But I had myself no sooner been spued again upon the mainland, more dead 
than alive, and there found the portugal stranded, than I knew myself for a futile 
dreamer, wearying myself without sincere motive: for that I should really abandon 
the cavern was a thing not within the capability of nature. And there by the shore’s 
edge I left the portugal lying a good while, abiding for the most part upon the crags 
of these rocks that be like gradients on the right side of the hall, until that day 
when it was suggested to my spirit how strangely had been given me both ink and 
paper in this place, the knowledge moreover how to get the portugal forth of the 
grot with a history of that thing which my God in song hath murmured unto me, 
having furtively hid me with His hand, though a seraph’s pen could never express 
it; nor could I long resist the pressure of that suggestion to write, and send forth 
the writing in the portugal.

For the Portugal’s mending I had the gimlet, the chisel, mescal timber, and some 
of the nails from the sprung bottom, which could be spared; nor was the job hard, 
since the one started hoop could be nicely spliced. I rolled and got the portugal up 
to this level ground in the rocks, surrounding myself, as I wrought, with tarred 
torches, which I stuck in the rocks’ cracks: for down below it is reluctantly if a 
fire will now bum; and at this height also the torches do bum with shy fires.

Or ever the portugal was repaired, I had got ready the pages for writing, having 
divided fifteen of the bulrush piths into strips, then wetted, and dried them; but 
there be spongy spots in them where the lampblack that I have manufactured out 
of the pitch runneth rather abroad under the splint of fish-bone that serves for my 
pen, hurting the fairness of my writing. That I could write at all I rather doubted, 
on the count that I have not for so long handled pen nor spoken, and on the count 
moreover of the trembling: for not only the pen trembleth by reason of mine age, 
but the parchment trembleth by reason of the vault’s trembling: and between those 
two tremblements, in a sick sheen which flickers ever, these sheets have, letter by 
letter, been writ. The fifteen sheets of pith, moreover, have proved too little, and 
I am writing now on the second of two sheets that are sections of a fish’s skin.

But now it is finished: and I send it out, if so be a fellow in the regions above 
may read it, and know. My name, if I have not yet writ it down, was James Dowdy 
Saul; and I was bom not far from the borough of Bideford in the county of Devon.
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My God! My God! why hast Thou created me?
I ask it: for the question ariseth of itself to my mind because of the crass facts 

of my predicament; yet my heart knoweth it, Lord God, to be the grumble of an 
ingrate: for a hidden thing is, that is winninger than wife, or child, or the shining 
of any light, and is like unto treasure hid in a field, the which when a man findeth, 
he selleth all, and buyeth that field; and I thank, I do thank Thee, for Thy voice, 
and for my lot, and that it was Thy will to ravish me: for the charm of Thy secret 
is more than the rose, exceeding utterance.



THE PLACE OF PAIN

by

M. P. SH IE L

Shiel appears to have been an authors author; at least the 
list of appreciations on the dust jackets of his later books 
includes quotes from fantasy writers as distinguished as 
Arthur Machen, H. G. Wells, Edward Shanks, J. B. Priestley 
and Sir Hugh Walpole. It is understandable that fellow- 
writers would be fascinated by the bizarre eccentricities of 
his style, possibly eager to learn an occasional trick adapt­
able to their craft. For this reason, he exerted a degree of 
influence upon the field. W ith a strange talent for words, he 
wrote well in spite of an utter lack of discipline for orderly 
plotting or for maintaining control of his skills.

The original magazine publication of The Place of Pain 
has not been determined even by ShieVs most devoted bib­
liographers, A. Reynolds Morse and the British poet John 
Gawsworth. One of ShieVs most effective short pieces, it 
received general modern-day circulation when John Gaws­
worth collaborated with Shiel to collect eleven short stories 
and excerpts from novels into a book titled  The Invisible 
Voices ( Richards, London, 1935). A tissue of new connect­
ing material attem pted to weave them into a series of re­
lated narratives; since each story was “told” by a character 
on a successive day, in a feeble attem pt to give the chapters
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continuity, The Place of Pain teas titled  The Place of Pain 
D ay in the book. Later, the original version was antholo­
gized by Gawsworih several times in horror collections, 
and its last known appearance was in 1951 in Number 16
of AVON FA N T A SY READER.

The Place of Pain

T hough my theme is about the place of evil, and about 
how the Rev. Thomas Podd saw it, it is rather a case 

of evil in heaven: for I think British Columbia very like 
heaven, or like what I shall like my heaven to be, if ever I 
arrive so high—one mass of mountains, with mirrors of 
water mixed up with them, torrents and forests, and roaring 
Rhones.

It was at Small Forks that it happened, where I went to 
pass a fortnight—and stayed five years; and how the place 
changed and developed in that short time is really incredi­
ble, for at first Small Forks was the distributing center of 
only three mining-camps, and I am sure that not one quar­
ter of the district s two million tons of ore of today was then 
thought of.

A t the so-called Scatchereen Lode, three miles from the 
lake, there was one copper smelter, but not one silver-lead 
mine within fifty miles, and no brewery, no machine-shop, 
no brick plant. Nor had Harper Falls as yet been thought of 
as a source of power.

It was Harper Falls that proved to be the undoing of 
Pastor Thomas Podd, as you are to hear; and I alone have 
known that it was so, and why it was so.

I think I saw Podd in my very first week at Small Forks— 
one evening on the Embankment.

(You may know that Small Forks runs along the shore of 
an arm of Lake Sakoonay, embowered in bush at the foot of 
its mountains—really very like a nook in Paradise, to my 
mind.)



Podd that evening was walking with another parson on 
the Embankment, and the effect of him upon me was the 
raising of a smile, my eye at that time being unaccustomed 
to the sight of black men in parsons’ collars and frocks. But 
Podd was rather brown than black—a meagre little man of 
fifty, with prominent cheek bones, hollow cheeks, a scraggy 
rag of beard, a cocky carriage, and a forehead really intel­
lectual, though his eyes did strike me as rather w ild and 
scatterbrained.

He was a man of established standing in all Small Forks, 
where a colony of some forty colored persons worked at the 
lumber-mills. To these Podd preached in a corrugated 
chapel at the top of Peel Street.

He held prayer-meetings on Monday nights, and one 
Monday night, when I had been in Small Forks a month or 
so, I stepped into his conventicle, on coming home from a 
tramp, and heard the praying—or, rather, die demanding 
for those darkies banged the pew-backs and shook them 
irritably.

When it was over and I was going out, I felt a tap on my 
back, and it was the reverend gentleman, who had raced 
after the stranger. Out he pops his pompous paw, and then, 
with a smile, asked if I was “thinking of joining us.” I was 
not doing that, but I said that I had been “interested,” and 
left him.

Soon after this he called to see me, and tw ice in three 
months he had tea with me—in the hope of a convert, per­
haps. He did not succeed in this, but he did succeed in 
interesting me.

The man had several sciences at his finger-ends; I discov­
ered that he had a genuine passion for Nature; and I gath­
ered—from himself, or from others, I can’t now remember 
—that it was his habit ever and anon to cut himself off from 
humankind, so as to lose himself for a few  days in that maze 
of mountains in which the Sakoonay district towers toward 
the moon.

No pressure of business, no consideration or care, could 
keep Podd tame and quiet in Small Forks when this call of
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the w ild enticed him off. It seems to have been long a 
known thing about the town, this trick of his character, and 
to have been condoned and pardoned as part of the man. 
He had been bom  within forty miles of Small Forks, and 
seemed to me to know Columbia as a fanner knows his two- 
acre meadow.

W ell, some two weeks after that second visit of his to me 
the news suddenly reached me that something had gone 
wrong in the Rev. Thomas Podd’s head—could not help 
reaching me, for the thing was the gossip and laugh of the 
district far outside Small Forks.

It appears that late on the Saturday evening the reverend 
gentleman had come home from one of his vast tramps and 
truant interviews with Nature; then, on the Sunday morn­
ing, he had entered the meeting-house scandalously late, 
and had reeled with the feet of some moon-struck creature 
into the pulpit—without his coat! without his collar! his 
braces hanging down!—and then, leaning his two elbows on 
the pulpit Bible, he had looked steadily, mockingly, at his 
flock of black sheep, and had proceeded to jeer and sneer at 
them.

He had called them frankly a pack of apes, a band of 
black and babbling babies; said that he could pity them 
from his heart, they were so benighted, so lost in darkness; 
that what they knew in their woolly nuts was just nothing; 
that no one knew, save him, Podd; that he alone of men 
know what he knew, and had seen what he had seen.. . .

W ell, he had been so much respected for his intellectual 
parts, his eloquence, his apparent sincerity as a Christian 
man, that his congregation seem to have taken this grace­
lessness with a great deal of toleration, hoping perhaps that 
it might be only an aberration which would pass; but when 
the revered gentleman immediately afterwards took himself 
off anew into his mountains, to disappear for weeks—no one 
knew where—that was too much. So when he came back at 
last, it was to see another dark parson filling his place.

From that moment his social degeneration was rapid. He 
abandoned himself to poverty and tatters. His wife and two
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daughters shook the dust of him from off their shoes, and 
left Small Forks—to find a livelihood for themselves some­
where, I suppose. But Podd remained, or, at any rate, was 
often to be met in Small Forks, when he condescended to 
descend from his lofty walks.

Once I saw him intoxicated on the Embankment, his 
braces down, his hat in tatters—though I am certain that he 
never became a drunkard. Anyway, the thin veneer of re­
spectability came off him like wet paint, and he slipped 
happily back into savagery. On what he lived I don’t 
know.

I met him one afternoon by the new shipbuilding yard 
which the Canadian Pacific Railway was running up half a 
mile out of Small Forks. He sat there on a pile of axed pine- 
trunks lying by the roadside, his chest and one shin showing 
through his rags, his eyes gloating on the sky, in which a 
daylight moon was swooning; but, on catching sight of me, 
he showed his fine rows of teeth, crying out flippantly in 
French: “Ah, monsieur, ga va hien? ’—in French, because 
Negroes are given to a species of frivolity in speech which 
expresses itself in that way.

I stopped to speak to him, asking “W hat has it been all 
about, Podd—the sudden collapse from sancity to naughti­
ness?”

“Ah, now you are asking something!” he answered flip­
pantly, with a wink at me.

I saw that he had become woefully emaciated and 
saffron, his cheek-bones seeming to be near appearing 
through their sere skin, and his eyes had in them the fire of 
a man living a life of some continual exaltation or excite­
ment.

I wished, if I could, to help him; and I said “Something 
must have gone wrong inside or out; better make a clean 
breast of it, and then something may be done.”

On this he suddenly became fretful, saying “Oh, you all 
think like a blame lot of silly little babies fumbling in the 
dark!”
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“That is so,” I answered; “but since you are wise, why not 
tell us the secret, and then we shall all be wise?”

“I tell you what”—shaking his head up and down, his lips 
turned down—“I doubt if some of them could stand the 
sight; turn their hairs white!”

“W hich sight?” I asked.
“The sight of Hell!” he sighed, throwing up his hand a 

little.
After a little silence I said “Now, thats rot, Podd.”
“Yes, sure to be, Sir, since you say so,” he answered qui­

etly in a dejected way. “That, of course, is what they said to 
Galileo when he told them that this globe moves.”

W ith as grave a face as I could maintain, I looked at him, 
asking “Have you seen Hell, Podd?”

“I may have,” he answered; and he added “And so have 
you, by the way. You have probably seen it since you 
started out on this walk you are taking, and haven’t known.” 

“Well, it can’t be very terrible, can it,” I said, “if one can 
see it and not know? But is Hell in Small Forks? For I’m 
straight from there.”

A t this he threw up his head with a rather bitter laugh 
saying “Yes, that’s beautiful, that the ignorant should make 
game of those who know, and the worse be judges of the 
better! But, then, that’s how it generally is.” And now, all at 
once, whatever blood he had rushed into his face, and 
he pointed upward: “You see that world there?”

“The moon?” I said, looking up.
“The souls in that place live in pain,” I heard him mur­

mur, his chin suddenly sunken to his chest.
“So there are people on the moon, Podd?” I asked. “Surely 

you know that there is no air there? Or do you mean to 
imply that the moon is Hell?”

He looked up, smiling. “My, goodness, you’d give a lot to 
know, wouldn’t you? Well, look here, I’ll say this and it’s the 
truth: that I’ve had a liking for you from the first, and I’ll 
make you a business proposition, as it’s you. You agree to 
give me three dollars a w eek so long as I live, and when I’m
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dying I’ll tell you what I know, and how, teaching you the 
whole trick. Or I’ll put it in writing in a sealed envelope, 
which you shall have on my death.”

“Dear me,” I said, “what a pity I cant afford it!”
“You can afford it well enough,” was his answer, “but the 

truth is that you don’t believe a word of what I say: you 
think I’m moonstruck. And so I am, a bit! By Heaven, that’s 
true enough!”

He sighed and was silent some time, looking at the moon 
in a most abstracted manner, apparently forgetting my 
presence.

But presently he went on to say “Still, a spec., you might 
risk it. The payments wouldn’t be for long, for I’ve devel­
oped consumption, I see—the curse of us colored folks—had 
a hemorrhage only yesterday. And then, as a charity, you 
might, for I’m mostly hungry—my own fault; but I couldn’t 
keep on gassing to those poor fools, after seeing what I have 
seen. If you won’t give me the three dollars a week, give me 
one.”

Well, to this I consented—not, of course, in any expecta­
tion of ever hearing any “secret”, but I saw that the man 
had become quite unworldly, unfit to earn his living, I con­
sidered him more or less insane—still consider so, though I 
am convinced now that he was not nearly so insane as I 
conceived: so I promised him that he might draw a weekly 
dollar from my bank while I was in Small Forks.

Sometimes Podd drew his dollar, but often he did not, 
though he was aware that arrears would not be paid, if  he 
failed to present himself any week. And so it went on for 
over four years, during which he became more and more 
emaciated, and a savage.

Meantime, Small Forks and the Sakoonay district had 
ceased to laugh at the name of Podd, as at a stale joke, and 
the fact of his rags and degradation had become a local 
institution, like the Mounted Police or the sawdust mill—too 
familiar a thing in the eye to excite any kind of emotion in 
the mind.
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But at the end of those four years Small Forks, like one 
man, rose against Podd.

It happened in this way: at that date the Sakoonay dis­
trict was sending an annual cut of some four hundred mil­
lion feet of lumber to the Prairie Provinces; the mining and 
smelter companies had increased to four—big concerns, 
treating three to four thousand tons of ore a day; in which 
consideration of things all through the district had arisen 
the cry: “Electricity! Electricity!”

Hence the appearance in Small Forks of the Provincial 
Mineralogist with a pondering and responsible forehead; 
hence his report to the Columbian Government that Harper 
Falls were capable of developing 97,000 horse-power; hence 
a simmering of interest through the district; and hence the 
decision of the Small Forks Town Council to inaugurate a 
municipal power-plant at Harper Falls.

But Podd objected!
He thought—this is what I found out afterwards—that 

Harper Falls were his; and he did not wish to have them 
messed with, or people coming anywhere near them.

However, he said nothing; the new works were com­
menced—so far as the accumulation of material was con­
cerned; and the first hint of a hitch in the business was 
given one midnight of the beginning of May—a night I ’ll 
ever remember—when the mass of the municipality’s mate­
rial was burnt to cinders.

The blaze made a fine display five miles out of Small 
Forks, and I witnessed it in the thick of a great crowd of the 
townspeople.

It was assumed that the thing had been deliberately done 
by someone, since there was no other explanation. But the 
mystery as to who had done it!—for there was no one to 
suspect. And, like a spider whose web had been tom, the 
municipality started once more to collect materials for the 
plant.

Then, at the end of June, occurred the second blaze.
But this time there were night-watchmen with open eyes,
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and one of them deposed that he believed that he had seen 
Podd suspiciously near the scene of the mischief.

The town was very irritated about it, since the power- 
plant was expected to do great things for everybody.

At any rate, when Podd was captured and questioned, he 
did not exactly deny.

“It might have been I,” was his answer; and “what if it 
was I?”

And this answer was a proof to me that he was innocent, 
for I took it to be actuated by vanity or insanity. The au­
thorities must have thought so, too, for the man was dis­
missed as a ninny.

The town, however, was indignant at his dismissal; and 
three days later I came upon him in the midst of a crowd, 
from which I doubt that he could have come out alive, but 
for me, for he was now nothing but a bundle of bones, 
lighted up by two eyes. Indeed, my interference was rather 
plucky of me, for there present was a North-West police­
man lending his countenance to the hustling of the poor 
outcast, a real-estate agent, the sawdust-mill manager, reek­
ing of turpentine, and others, whose place it was to have 
interfered. Anyhow, I howled a little speech, pledging my­
self that the man was innocent; and my eclat as a Briton, 
perhaps, helped me to get him gasping out of their grasp.

When he found himself alone with me on the road out­
side the town, down he suddenly knelt, and, grasping my 
legs, began to sob to me in a paroxysm of gratitude.

“You have been everything to me—you, a stranger. God 
reward you—I have not long to live, but you shall know 
what I know, and see what I have seen/"

“Podd,” I said, “you have heard me pledge my word that 
you are innocent. Let me hear from you this instant that it 
was not you who committed those outrages.”

W ith the coolest insolence he stood up, looked in my face, 
and said, “O f course I committed them. W ho else?”

I had to laugh. But then I sternly observed “Well, but you 
confess yourself a felon, that’s all.”

“Look here/’ he answered, “let’s not quarrel. W e see from
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different standpoints—lets not quarrel. W hat X say is, that 
during the few  weeks or months I have to live no plant is 
going to be set up at Harper Falls—afterwards, yes. You 
don’t know what I know about the Falls. They are the eye 
of this world; that’s it—the eye of this world. But you shall 
know and see”—he looked up at the westering quarter- 
moon, thought a little, and continued: “Meet me here at 
nine on Friday night. You’ve done a lot for me.”

The man’s manner was so convincing, that I undertook to 
meet him, though some minutes afterwards I laughed at 
myself for being so impressed by his pratings.

Anyway, two nights thence, at nine, I met Podd, and we 
began a tramp and climb of some seven miles which I shall 
ever remember.

If I could but give some vaguest impression of that be­
witched adventure, I should begin to think well of my 
power of expression; but the reality of it would still be far 
from pictured.

That little dying Podd had still the foot of a goat, and we 
climbed spots which, but for his aid, I could scarcely have 
negotiated—ghostly gullies, woods of spruce and dreary old 
cedar droning, the crags of Garroway Pass, where a throng 
of torrents awe one’s ear, and tarns asleep in the dark of 
forests of larch, of hemlock, of white and yellow pine.

W e were struggling upward through a gullock of Gar­
roway Pass when Podd stopped short; and when I groped 
for him—for one could see nothing there—I discovered him 
with his forehead leant against the crag.

To my question, “Anything wrong?” he answered “W ait a 
little—there’a blood in my mouth.”

And he added “I think I am going to have a hemorrhage.”
“W e had better go back,” I said.
But he presently brightened up, saying “It will be all 

right. Come.”
W e stumbled on.
H alf an hour afterwards we came out upon a platform 

about eight hundred yards square, surrounded by cliffs of 
pine on three sides. A  torrent dropped down the back cliff,
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ated by rocks, and dropped frothing in a cataract over the 
front of the platform.

“Here we are,” Podd said, seating himself on a rock, 
dropping his forehead to his knees.

“Podd, you are in trouble,” I said, standing over him.
He made no answer, but presently raised himself with an 

effort, to look at the moon with eyes that were themselves 
like moons—the satellite, about half-full, then waxing; and 
now in her setting quadrant.

“Now, look you,” Podd said with pantings and tremblings, 
so that I had to bend down to hear him in that row of the 
waters, “I have brought you here because I love you a lot. 
You are about to see things that no mortal’s eye but mine 
ever wept salt water at—”

As he uttered those words, I, for the first time, with a kind 
of shock, realized that I was really about to see something 
boundless for I could no longer doubt that those pantings 
had the accent of truth; in fact, I suddenly knew that they 
were true, and my heart began to beat faster.

“But how w ill you take the sight?” he went on. “Am I 
really doing you a service? You see the effect it has had on 
me—to think that what made us—our own—should bring 
forth such bitterness! No, you shan’t see it all, not the worst 
bit: I’ll stop the view there. You see that fall rushing down 
at our feet? I have the power, by placing a certain rock in a 
certain position in this river, to change that mass of froth 
into a mass of glass—two masses of glass—immense lenses, 
double-convex. Discovered it by accident one night five 
years since—night of my life. No, I am not well tonight. But 
never mind. You go down the face of the rock at the side 
here—easy going—till you come to the cave. Go into the 
cave; then climb by the notches which you’ll find in the 
wall, till you come to a ledge, one edge of which is about 
two feet behind the inner eyepiece. The moon should begin 
to come within your view  within four minutes from now; 
and I give you a five minutes’ sight—no more. You’ll see her 
some three hundred yards from you tearing across your
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brain like ten trillion trains. But never you tell any man 
what you see on her. Go, go! Not very well tonight.”

He stood up with an effort so painful, that I said to him 
"But are you going into the river, Podd, and trembling like 
that already? W hy not show me how to place the rock for 
you?”

“No he muttered, “you shan’t know; you shan’t! It’s all 
right; I’ll manage; you go. Keep moving your eye at first till 
you get the focus-length. There’s a lot of prismatic and 
spherical aberration, iridescent fringes, and the yellow line 
of the spectrum of sodium bothers everywhere—the object- 
glass is so big and so thin, that it hardly seems at all to 
decompose light. Never mind, you’ll see well—upside down, 
of course—dioptric-telescope images. Go, go; don’t waste 
time; I’ll manage with the stone. And you must always say 
—I paid you back—full measure—for all your love.”

A t every third word of all this his breast gave up a gasp, 
and his eyes were most wild with excitement or the fever of 
disease. He pushed and led me to the spot where I was to 
descend. And “There she comes,” his tongue stuttered, with 
a nod at the moon, as he flew from me, while I went feeling 
my w ay with m y feet, the cataract at my right, down a cliff- 
side that was nearly perpendicular, but so rugged and shrub- 
grown, that the descent was easy.

W hen I was six feet down I lifted my chin to the ledge, 
and saw Podd stooping within some bush at the foot of the 
platform-cliff to my left, where he had evidently hidden the 
talisman-rock; and I saw him lift the rock, and go tottering 
under its weight toward the river.

But the thought came to me that it was hardly quite fair 
to spy upon him, and when he was still some yards from the 
river I went on down—a long w ay—until I came to the floor 
of the cave in the cliff face, a pretty roomy cavern, fretted 
with spray from the cataract in front of it.

I went in and climbed to the ledge, as he had said; and 
there in the dark I lay waiting, wet through, and, I must 
confess, trembling, hearing my heart knocking upon my ribs 
through that solemn oratory of the torrent dropping in froth
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in front of me. And presently through the froth I thought I 
saw a luminous something that must have been the moon, 
moving by me.

But the transformation of the froth into the lenses which I 
awaited did not come.

At last I lifted my voice to howl “Hurry up, Podd!”— 
though I doubted if he could hear.

Anyway, no answer reached my ear, and I waited on.
It must have been twenty minutes before I decided to 

climb down; I then scrambled out, clambered up again, 
disgusted and angry, though I don’t think that I ever be­
lieved that Podd had wilfully made a fool of me. I thought 
that he had somehow failed to place the rock.

But when I got to the top I saw that the poor man was 
dead.

He lay with his feet in the river, his body on the bank, his 
rock clasped in his arms. The weight had proved too much 
for him: on the rock was blood from his lungs.

Two days later I buried him up there with my own hands 
b y his rivers brink, within the noise of the song of his 
waterfall, his stupendous telescope—his “eye of this world.”

And then for three months, day after day, I was en­
deavouring in that solitude up there so to place the rock in 
the river as to transform the froths of the waterfall into 
frothless water. But I never managed. The secret is buried 
with the one man whom destiny intended, maybe for cen­
turies to come, to know what paths are trodden, and what 
tapestries are wrought, on another orb.
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The Primate of the Mote

M. P. SfHEL

‘ "Friends of the Rose?” * said E. P. Crooks to Smyth one night, at 
the Savage Club. ‘Is it an actual fact that there are secret societies 
in London?’

And Smyth, with his expression of lazy surprise, replied: ‘Why, 
yes. Ask me another time. Come and dine with us too, if you 
like/

It is a wonder that Crichton Smyth ever did invite Crooks. As 
editor of the W estminster Magazine, he had known Crooks as a 
little story-writer, and had never had any such impulse; but sud­
denly Englishmen, with their genius for discovery, had discovered 
that they had a Crooks; proceeded to pay him ninepence for writ­
ing ‘the’; and then Smyth, with his eyebrows of surprise, mut­
tered: ‘Come and dine with us.’

Smyth was erf that better aristocracy, the upper middle-class, 
which gives to England its ladies: slim, clean-looking, old- 
blooded—-not much blood, and th in : but rare, like wine of Yquem.

O f another family was Crooks—a fatty little man, fat-cheeked, 
with an outs ticking moustache that hung. Still, there was some­
thing or other in him—something brisk in his glance, in the dash 
of his hair across his forehead; and if at seventeen he had vended 
soda-water from door to door, at twenty-six he was a graduate, 
and at thirty-six a star.

But he was a gay Romeo, Crooks— in a rather vulgar mood; 
and Smyth had a sister.

If one had prophesied to Smyth that his sister, Minna Smyth of 
the Smyths, could possible commit follies for E. P. Crooks, or look 
twice at Crooks, Smyth would hardly have bothered to smile. .* .

However, the human female can be pretty queer and way­
ward; and her heart is like spittle on the palm that the Tartar 
slaps—no telling which way it will pitch.
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From that first night of the dinner Minna Smyth showed her­
self amiable to the celebrity—a chic dinner of dated wines in a 
flat in W estminster: for editors are awfully well-to-do people—do  
you know? The piano there was a mosaiced thing in mother-of- 
pearl; and, in turning Miss Sm yths music, Crooks's fingers got 
positive magnetism, hers negative, and they met.

She was a tall, thin girl of twenty-five, very like Smyth, very 
English in type, pretty, out washed-out and superfine, with light 
eyes of the colour of quinine-solution which X-rays make ‘fluores­
cent/ Was Crooks genuinely smitten with this? It is doubtful. 
Besides, he was married. But she was a conquest worth making, 
and he was a man ever on the qui vice to add yet a photo to his 
packet, and a feather to his cap.

Minna Smyth, for her part, took studiously from that night to 
feeding her mind on the spiced meat of Crooks’s books, who, 
meanwhile, had retaliated upon Smyth by banqueting him at the 
National Liberal, and might drive home anon with him from the 
Savage, Crooks felt that he was patronizing Smyth; and Smyth felt 
that he was patronizing Crooks: for when one has known a 
tremendous man in his days of ‘Ji2-a-thousand-words/ one has no 
respect for his tremendousness—especially Smyth, who was the 
chilliest thing that the Heavens ever invented. At any rate, they 
became friendly.

During which time Crooks and Minna Smyth had a wav of 
meeting at private views, lectures, concerts—-meetings of which 
Smyth did not know; letters were written which Smyth did not 
see; and it happened one evening at the flat, at a moment when 
Smyth was in tne next room, that Minna mentioned to Crooks in 
the course of conversation that on Fridav nights her brother was 
out ‘at his secret society/and never came tom e till 4 a.m.

On this Crooks, picking up her hand, said to her: ‘111 come on 
Friday night.*

She looked at him under her eyes, meditating upon him; then 
moved her face from side to side, while her lips took the shape of 
‘No.*

‘Something to say / said he T hope you are inexorable/
Her lids now veiled her eyes, while her bosom rose and rose, 

unloaded itself of a sigh, and tumbled back.
‘Is it yes?* he whispered.
‘Crichtonl* she breathed, with a sudden expression of shrinking 

and fright in her eyes.
‘Oh, I think that that will be all right about Crichton/ Crooks 

said.
‘You don't know him 1 ’ she whispered: ‘his nose goes white___ *
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Smyth now came in; and presently, when Minna had gone out, 
Crooks said to him; ‘By the way, how about that wondrous 
“Friends of the Rose,’* Smyth, that you are always to tell me of?' 
H e threw himself into roomy red velvet opposite Smyths red 
velvet on the other side of a fire— it was December—and drank 
from a large and fragile glass.

8What can one tell of it, if it is a secret society?* Smyth asked, 
his eyebrows raised over lazy lids that seemed to strain, to be, 
open, for there was an ample valley of country between his eye­
brows and his nose-tip.

1  mean to say—is the thing real? Is it like London? —From 
Crooks, who had an inquisitive intellect, and, then, was ever on 
the quest of copy/ He added: ‘Years ago I wrote a story about a 
secret society—you must remember it; but I never for a moment 
believed that there are such things. Anarchism, yes—Freemasonry 
— the Irish—■’

‘Those are mushrooms/ Smyth remarked, his lips giving out a 
trickle of thick cigar-smoke, languid as himself; while Crooks 
smoked a briar pipe.

‘W hat! Freemasonry a mushroom?1 —  from Crooks —  on the 
contrary—1

‘Comparatively, of course, I meant. And I don’t call those secret 
societies, of whose existence and objects everyone knows. Where's 
the secrecy? . . . But there are others/

Crooks bent forward. He knew that Smyth was Cockney, as 
much a thing of London as was Charles Lamb, sometimes bur­
rowing in some Slav night-club at the docks, or among ‘Ye Merrie 
M en/ when supposed to be at holiday in Homburg: a being 
deeply initiated into London lore, knowing somewhat more 
behind those eyebrows of mild surprise than he ever mentioned at 
tab le: hence Crooks’s interest; and his interest, like his other emo­
tions, was usually shown.

‘But in London?1 he said. ‘Really, now? Why have I never drop­
ped across them? In Paris, yes—1

Smyth answered—his taciturnity sometimes melted when the 
subject was London—‘Paris is to London as a shilling dictionary 
to the Encyclopaedia Britannica. Everything's in London/

‘Except Paris—from Crooks.
‘Paris is, too: I could take you to the Bal Bullier within half a mile 

of here. Only, in Paris it has name and fame, in London it is lost/
But this “Rose11 business—“secret societies11—you assure me 

they're a fact?5
1 am a member of two; I know of a third; and have suspicions 

of a fourth/ Smvth laughed a little to himself.
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That’s three, say'—Crooks had animated eyes—‘now, tell me 
how 1 can join them all 1'

Smyth chuckled inwardly at this crude enthusiasm; and he said : 
*You don't seem quite to realize— they are secret societies. There 
are more multimillionaires—more experts in Becquerel rays—than 
members. To become a member of those 1 know is about as rare a 
thing as the conjunction of four planets; and requires long 
preparation. You can't go about “ Joining them” like that. One of them 
has consisted of sixteen members since the time of Edward 11, 
another of twenty-three—

‘But what are they for?  Crooks fretfully cried. ‘What's—what’s 
their motif, their idea?

"Different motifs. Most are benevolent, I think. All mystic.’ *
Then, why on earth are they secret, if they are benevolent?* 

Crooks peered piercingly into it with the interest of the peiplexed 
busybody: T he mere fact that they are benevolent—'

‘Different reasons for secrecy: some are secret to avoid—hanging 
sometimes.' Smyth showed his teeth in a silent laugh.

Then, I don't tumble,’ from Crooks. ‘Why need they avoid 
hanging, if they are benevolent?1

‘Seems fairly obvious to m e/ Smyth remarked, his straining lids 
half-shut behind his pince-nez: T here are three types of really 
secret societies—absurd, obscene, and benevolent: and the bene­
volent ones can only be created for one reason—because Govern­
ment, so far, is immature and defective. They assist Government by 
taking the law into their own hands, executing justice, doing 
good, in cases where Government can't, or won't, yet do it, and 
calling upon God to witness in a mystic mood/

‘Oho! Is that it? Then, they have my approval. And as to these 
“Friends of the Rose” tell me the particular—'

‘It was a bad day for m e/ Smyth interrupted, ‘when I men­
tioned to you “Friends of the Rose/* for you have left me no peace 
since. W hat business is it of yours? And what can you expect me 
to td l? Does (he great Crooks take it for granted that secrets 
guarded six centuries will be blabbed to him for the asking? You 
may be perfectly certain, for instance, that "Friends of the Rose” is 
not really their name—though it is not unlike that. W hat can one 
tell? Perhaps I may tell you that the membership has always been 
limited to sixteen; or 1 may tell you that there is a certain 
apartment somewhere in London of whose existence only one 
man at a time—oocastoUally two-—has known for five hundred 
years.

Crooks winked quick, hearing it; then threw his face about, 
frowning, fretted, almost offended, for he disliked being ‘out o f
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anything. "Apartment/ he muttered. . . . ‘and who is that one man 
who knows?"

T h e Primate of the Society.'
‘Primate . . Crooks meditated it over the fire; then animatedly 

looked up to ask: ‘Now, where can that apartment be?’
On which Smyth, tickled, let himself go into a sort of laugh, 

laying: ‘What, want to take a lady there? I am sorry I can't tell 
you, if only because I have no notion myself. But when the Primate 
dies—he is a very old man— lives in Camden Town—I shall know.

‘Oh, uoull be Primate then?'
Sm ytns lids lay closed. He made no answer.
‘I should just like half-an-hour's interview with that ‘Very old 

man who lives in Camden Town",’ Crooks mentioned.
And Smyth answered: ‘If you saw him hobbling along Gray’s 

Inn Road, it would not occur to you to glance twice at him. 
London is like that. We brush shoulders with angels at Charing 
Cross, little divining the depths that some common-looking type 
has dived, the oddity of his destiny, his store of lore, his gifted­
ness, or the dignity on his head. I know an old pattemmaKer in 
Wapping—’

But at this point Minna came in, and, as Crooks's attention was 
drawn off, Smyth suddenly stopped.

That was a Wednesday.
Now, on Fridays Smyth invariably left his office an hour earlier, 

dined at home, locked himself in his book-room for two hours, and 
then went out dumb, like a monk, not to come back till the morning 
hours.

Years had seen no break in this routine; but this Friday there 
was a break: for, for some unknown reason, Smytb was back at 
home before eleven.

In Victoria Street he glanced up at his windows on the second 
flow; noticed that the drawing-room light seemed low behind the 
blinds; and muttered something to himself.

.H e then went up by the lift, opened the flat-door with his 
key—-and did it noiselessly, though he was far from admitting to 
himself that he did it noiselessly. He now glanced into the kit­
chen, and his eyebrows went higher because of the fact that it 
was in darkness. He passed, on padded carpet, to two other 
rooms —  no one there: the servants had perhaps gone to the 
theatre. He then stepped down a passage to the drawing-room 
door, and, still without sound, turned the handle. But that door 
was locked i and his eyebrows went higher still.

Standing there, he seemed to come to a sudden decision: and 
walked sharply, softly, out of the flat.
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Down below he stepped into a by-street where there is a 
Police Ambulance cot; and, standing in the shadow of this, look­
ing toward Victoria Street, he waited.

After half-an-hour he saw Crooks come out of his 'Mansion*; 
saw him ‘walk away with quite an air of jauntiness; and pre­
sently 'saw his drawing-room lights turned on full.

He slept at the H otel Victoria that night; and the next morning 
turned up at Covent House the same cold Smyth as ever—made a 
jest with the lift-man, going up to his office; and his sub-editor 
did not dream that day what was in him, nor that its name was 
Legion.

But in the afternoon his sister Minna, who had spent a day of 
wonderment and trembling, received a note ‘by hand' from him :

'Dear Minna,
I regret that reasons have arisen which make it impossible 

for us to live any longer together. Pray write me by tomorrow 
whether you desire to stay on at the flat, or would rather that 
I took another for you.

Yours,
Crichton/

So they parted.
She, knowing that he was attached to the flat, left it for one in 

Maida Vale, he settling an income upon her. From that night of 
the lowered lights he did not see her again—not for an instant. 
To her prayers for an explanation he made no answer.

But his pain proved more than he had bargained for, and he 
would have done better to have left those rooms which had 
known her presence. Though not very visible to others, there was 
a friendship and link between them extremely sacred and sweet; 
and he pretty soon discovered that, in sending her away, he had 
plucked out his right eye. Sometimes for days now he would 
absent himself from the office; his thin, palish face went pinched 
and paler; some grey began to mingle with his hair; his taciturnity 
turned to something like dumbness.

But he never relented; until, after six months, it came to his 
ears, through a doctor, that she was not well, and in a tragic fix. 
And then he wrote to her:

‘Dear Minna,
I know everything: and whatever there is to forgive I 

forgive. Please, dear, come back to my arms.
Yours,

Crichton/
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She would not at first; but then the wings of love proved 
stronger than her shrinkings: and she took herself back to the old 
flat.

But she was not well for she, too, had rued and gnashed, 
chewing the ashes of the fire of passion; so that daily he saw her 
vanishing like a shadow from him; and in a month she sighed at 
him, and died, leaving him a little girl to nurse.

As for Crooks, he was at Naples, and iit was three months 
before he had definite knowledge that a child was bom, a mother 
dead. Then he asserted himself. Since that Friday night of Smyth's 
earlier return he had had no interview with Smyth, for Minna, as 
it were on her knees, had ever pleaded with him, ‘Please, please, 
try not to meet Crichton I' But now Crooks asserted himself.

He sought out Smyth one night at the Savage, and, standing 
before Smyth's chair, said : ‘Smyth, I must have the child/

Smyth looked up from the slightly surprising thing in his Stan­
dard to the slightly surprising object before him, and said ‘N o/ 

Then, I have to see her sometimes—fair's fair/
‘If vou like/ Smyth muttered. ‘She is at my flat. Tiy not to see 

her often'—he read again.
So Crooks went and revolved philosophic thoughts over the in­

significant stick of womanhood, that one could push into a 
ju g: and she exclaimed on seeing his fat face, with hair stuck on it.

Then twice a month he went; and once, when, on meeting 
Smyth in Smyth's hall, he put out his hand, Smyth, with his eye- 
brows on high, let his long fingers be shaken. (Smyth, in fact, 
never participated in a hand-shake with any child of Adam, 
simply permitted and witnessed it, with surprise.)

And when this had happened several times in the course of a 
year, one night found Crooks seated by the fire, the child on his 
knee, over against Smyth, as of old. Without greatly caring, he had 
set himself to be friends again with Smyth, doing it in a patroniz­
ing mood, and so caring nothing for Smyth’s surprise—nor, in 
truth, could he be sure that Smyth was more surprised than usual, 
since Smyth was for ever surprised. Moreover, Crooks's fame had 
lately swelled and mellowed; if he had an opinion on this or that 
matter, that was put into the newspapers; and he was puffed up, 
the fact being that the little men of his trade and grain have no 
essential self, nor impregnable self-estimation, which cannot be 
raised at all by any applause, nor depressed at all by any dis­
praise; but when the wind blows they are big, and when the 
wind lulls they are little. As for Crooks, at this time he felt that 
his presence honoured inventors and philosophers.

And ‘Cluck, cluck/ he went, cantering his chick on his knee
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with a gee-up cackling; then *1 say, Smyth, did you ever become 
Primate of the Rose Society?'

‘Yes,’ Smyth replied with surprise.
‘Ah, you did. So you have the secret now of that mysterious 

“Apartment’*—■’
‘Yes/ Smvth replied with surprise.
‘Then/ says Crooks to himself, ‘I shall set foot in that apart­

ment-—sooner or later; and he sat an hour with Smyth.
In this sort of relaxation they co-existed, until the midget Minna, 

fair and frail like its mother, could crawl, could walk, the months 
for mourning now long over, though Crichton Smyth still dressed 
in raiment of the raven—crape never more to leave that sleeve of 
his. Every Sunday sun-down found him in the Brompton Cemeteiy 
moping over a tomb; and most who saw him thought him cold; 
but some thought not. Meantime, Crooks came fairly regularly to 
the flat; and he said one night by the fire: 1  shall leave off coming 
here, Smyth, if you don’t talk to me. I have assumed that there can 
be no resentment left, since you realize that I loved Minna.*

Smyth’s lips oozed smoke a minute; then: ‘How many others did 
you love that year?’

‘Several perhaps. I consider the question Irrelevant—’
‘How many have you loved since?'
‘Several—many, perhaps. That is quite outside—’
‘You are married;
‘Yes, but I am impatient of argument of the subject, Smyth. It 

simply means that your views on sex-relations are different from 
mine; and, as mine are the offspring of thought—-

T am not “arguing”,’—from Smyth with sleep-loaded lids: ‘it is 
not a question of anyone’s ‘ views/" I merely said that you are mar­
ried, and it is a fact that, if a married man lets himself love a girl 
of the middle class, he runs a risk of killing her with shame. I do 
not say that it ought to be so— I am not arguing—I only state, 
what you know, mat it is so—at present; and when a death 
occurs, you get murder. Of course, there is no law against it, 
but—’ He stopped, passing his palm lazily across his raised fore­
head, his lids closed down, straining to open.

‘Men are not exactly angels/ Crooks remarked.
‘More like devils, some*—a mutter.
‘Not referring to poor me?’
‘Your existence seems to do a great deal of harm. I don’t know 

that you do any good.’
'You don't know that my books do good?’
‘No, I don’t know. I know that men are already getting past 

“novels” without novelty, and that as soon as women cease to be



172 BLACK MAGIC OMNIBUS

children the last “novel” will be written. Yours are entertaining, I 
believe—’

‘Not prophetic? Not vital?’
This tickled three of Smyth’s ribs on the right side, and he let 

out on a breath of disdain: ‘Lot of Simple-Simons we still are/
But at this statement the little maid commenced to lament, and 

Crooks, handing her to her nurse, kissed her head, murmuring: T il

But, half-way to the door, he turned to say: ‘What about that 
“Apartment” of yours, Smyth, that I am to be taken to? You said 
you’d consider it.’

Smyth’s answer was a little singular. With a push of the lips, 
pettish, yet mixed with a smile, he said: ‘Oh, you keep on about 
that!’

This was the sixth time that Crooks had asked—Smyth knew 
the number. At the first asking a flush of offence had touched 
Smyth’s forehead at the cocky pushfulness that could prick Crooks 
to make such a request. But since then Smyth had begun to answer 
with a certain demur, a flirting reluctance, as of a girl who 
murmurs 'no,' but blushes ‘yes/

'Oh, you keep on about that. . .  /
“Where’s the harm?’ asked Crooks on his next visit. "Provided 

you can absolutely rely upon my lifelong silence. My curiosity, of 
course, is intrinsically literary. Energize my imagination with an 
actual sight of the place, and I tell you what—i l l  do a series of 
mystery-stories, and The Westminster shall have ’em /

And Smyth, his lids closed but for a slit that rested on Crooks, 
answered: ‘Ah, Crooks, don’t tempt m e/

It was, then, a question of temptation now? Crooks felt ex­
ultation. Had not the sister yielded to his tempting? The brother 
should be his conquest, too. . . .

But on the next occasion of Smyth’s temptation, Smyth said 
with a laugh: *You don’t apparently care whether you urge me to 
the breach of a vow of office I And you do it with that same facile 
callousness with which you break your own marriage-vow/

‘Smyth, you will not do as a conscience—-you are too pale/ said 
Crooks. ‘Please leave our evil marriage-customs out o f the dis­
cussion. As to your “vow of office,” did you not yourself tell me 
that sometimes two  men have known the alleged “Apartment”?'

W ell, yes, I think I did say so. And you conceive, do you, that 
you have a right to be one of the two ? Well, perhaps you 
have—I’ll look into the question. But, if ever I do take you, I hope 
you are not nervous/ •

'Fancy a nervous E. P, Crooks I What is there to see, then?’
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‘It is a little—lethal/
'Then, I’m the man. But when?5
'I haven't said yes. Give one time. I have to get the approval of 

others. . . .* .
But only three weeks afterwards Smyth yielded. ‘Very w ell/ he 

said : 'you shall see it; the thing's settled; your imagination shall be 
“energized,” as you call it. But you are not permitted to know 
where the room is: you have to go to it blindfold. And, by the 
way, you must go disguised: just hang a beard round your ears—  
that’ll do. And be before the Temple Church on Tuesday night, to 
hear the Law Courts clock strike eleven/

‘Fietl’ Crooks cried.
That Tuesday night in October a high wind blew, and by the 

light of a moon that flew to encounter flying troops of cloud, 
Crooks stood looking at those eight old tombs, and the circular 
west-end of the church. The Strand river had thinned now to a 
trickle of feet 1 in there in the secrecy of the Inn not a step passed; 
and Crooks felt upon him the mood of adventure: London was 
partly Baghdad; this an Arabian night: some time or other he’d 
make copy’ of the mood of it. To be disguised, too, was quite 
novel to h im : anon he pawed his false beard with a mock pom­
posity; then he had the thought: ‘But why, after all, the disguise ?’; 
and just then eleven struck.

At its last stroke a step was on the paving, and Crichton Smyth 
with his crape and raven dress was there. He put finger to lip 
when Crooks began to say something, beckoned, and Crooks fol­
lowed out through Hare Court, by Middle Temple Lane, past the 
under-porter’s lodge; when Smyth got into a coup6 brougham 
waiting by the Griffin, Crooks followed in.

'I must blindfold you here/ Smyth said at his ear.
'There remains the inward eye,’—from Crooks—‘blindfold 

away/
At once Smyth produced two pads of black cotton, and a black 

ribbon that had two narrower ribbons sewed to its ends; cottons 
and ribbon he tied over Crooks’s eyes and nose: and now it could 
be seen that the broad ribbon had crimson borders, and three 
roses embroidered on it.

As soon as it was secured, Smyth, unknown to Crooks, slipped 
a strip of brass-plate inside the band of Crooks’s bowler-hat—a 
brass-plate on which were etched the words: ‘Edgar Crichton 
Smyth, P / Whereupon the driver, as if he had waited for all this, 
went forward without being ordered.

But Crooks understood that they were going eastward. He 
heard Bennett’s Clock quite near above strike the quarter-past. And
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Presently the following words were uttered within that 
rougham

Crooks: Talk to me. I am lost in darkness. Silence must be 
awful to the blind.

S m yth : I don't want to talk. This is not a night like every night 
for you and me.

Crooks: You think something of that Apartment' of yours I 
S m yth : It is not an Apartment with ‘To Let’ in the window. It 

has no window. I hope you have said your prayers.
Crooks: Men of my birth have no need to say prayers, Smyth. 

Behind and underneath we are essentially religious; and our ex­
istence, properly understood, is a prayer.

S m yth : Good thing you are religious behind.
Crooks: Did you not know  that I am ?
S m yth : No, how was I to  know ? You aren’t where one sees 

you.
Crooks: Smyth, you are the-most—
S m yth : Don't chatter.

Here Crooks could hear a tram droning somewhere through the 
humdrum plod-clap, plod-clap, of the brougham-horse's hoofs on 
asphalt; he thought to him self: 'We must be somewhere in 
Whitechapel; and presently they spoke again:

Crooks: Is it far now?
S m yth : Ten minutes.
Crooks: I don't like the blindfolding, though-—and, by the way, 

what is the disguise for? I understand the blindfold, but why the 
disguise?

S m yth : You will soon guess why.
Crooks : Your disguise is a mysteiy, and your blindfolding a 

plague. Ah, it must be sad to be blind!
S m yth : What about being dead ?
Crooks: The dead don't Know that they axe blind, but the blind 

know that they are dead. Oh, it is a great thing to see the sun 1 to 
be alive, and see it. People don't realize, because the universe is 
not meant for men to see, but for the lords of older orbs than this to 
cast down their crowns before. Tomorrow morning when I have 
back my sight, I shall build me an altar.

S m yth : Don’t make any vows at it.*
Crooks: Certainly, Smyth, you are the most surly and cynical—  
S m yth : We get out here.
On this the brougham, without order, stopped; Smyth, having
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got out, led out Crooks; and, without order, the brougham rolled 
away.

As it had made several turnings, Crooks did not know in what 
district of London he now was—he knew that it was East. But 
no sound of foot-falls passing here; only, he could hear a rush of 
machinery going on somewhere.

"Those are alternators driven by steam-turbines/ he said. ‘But are 
we in a street?'

‘Sh-h, don't talk.’ said Smyth.
Crooks next felt himself led by the hand over what seemed to 

be cobble-stones, where the feet echoed, and there was a 
draught, so that he thought he must be under scone tunnel, or 
vault. Then he felt himself in the open again, still going over old 
cobble-stones; and still the thump and rush of machinery reached 
the ear from somewhere. As for Smyth, he uttered not a word, 
and would listen to none.

Then there was a stoppage: Crooks knew that a door was 
being unlocked. And, hearing now a click at his ear, he could guess 
that Smyth had switched on the light of a torch,

He was next led over bare boards in some place that had a 
smell of soap and candles, tar and benzoline; and twice his steps 
tripped over what seemed to be empty bags. Then he was led 
slowly down some board steps; at the bottom of which Smyth 
stooped to unlock something-—apparently a trapdoor in the 
ground.

Through this Crooks was led down, Smyth now saying to him i  

‘Hold my jacket; these steps are narrow'—and Crooks went 
down some steep steps of stone, each step a jolt, where he cerased 
to hear the beat of the machineiy.

After this he passed through a passage, apparently of hardened 
marl, markedly damp and clammy, and uneven to the feet, where 
even sightless eyes could see and feel the thickness of the dark­
ness; at the far end of which Smyth was again known to open 
some <loor—evidently a very heavy one—whose lock gnashed at 
the key, whose hinges chattered. From which point Crooks was 
led up steps so narrow, that he could easily feel the wall on 
either hand, they going now in single file.

To these steps mere seemed no end—up and still up; and soon 
Crooks was afresh conscious of the throb and thresh of steam- 
machinery, jumbled with the hum of generators making their 
jew's-harp music: this business and to-do seeming to increase on 
the ear, and then, as still up they climbed, seeming to die away. 
Whenever they came to a landing or passage, Crooks, who was 
fat, and panted, said to himself at last'; but several times he had



170 BLACK MAGIC OMNIBUS

to recommence the climb; and he thought to himself Can it be 
the Tower of London? We are in some tower, within the thick­
ness of the wall1'; but he did not say anything: a mood of utter 
dumbness had come upon him.

At last, in moving along a passage over stone floor, he being 
then in front of Smyth, he stumbled, apparently in dust or rub­
bish; the next moment he was stopped, butting upon wall; and 
'Hallo/ said he, what’s this?’

There was no reply. . . .
Waiting against the wall for guidance, Crooks was conscious of 

a clang behind him, as of a massive portal slammed, and of the 
croak of a rusty lock being coaxed by a key. Then he was aware 
of a scraping, as if a ponderous object was being dragged across 
the corridor; and simultaneously he was aware of an odour under 
his nose.

‘Smyth 1 * he called ou t: ‘are you there ?’
There was no reply. . . .
Now he was aware of a match being struck, then of another, 

mid another. By this time his bones were as cold as the stones 
that enclosed him.

He suddenly cried out ‘Smyth I I am going to take the bandage 
off!

Still there was no answer but some moments afterwards there 
burst upon his startled heart a most bizarre noise, a babbling, or 
lalling, half-talk, half-song, in some unknown tongue—from 
Smyth, The next instant Crooks had the bandage snatched from 
his eyes.

There was light—a pink light—brilliant at first to him; and by 
it he instantly realized that he was interned. He stood in a room 
of untooled ashlar some fourteen feet square, with a doorway 
three feet wide looking down a corridor three feet wide. It was 
the door of this doorway that had been slammed; but he could 
still look out, since the door had a hole in its iron— a hole Gothic 
in shape like the door itself; and outside the door stood an old

Ericket-candlestick of iron supporting seven candles, all alight, 
igher than a man’s head, occupying all the breadth of the cor­

ridor.
Crooks understood that that scraping sound he had heard must 

have been due to the placing of the candlestick in position, and 
that the striking of the matches had been for lighting the seven 
candles, each of which had, before and behind it, a screen of pink 
porcelain with a pattern of roses— two perpendicular rows erf 
roses—-so that, as the candles got lower, they would still glow 
through a rose.



THE PRIMATE OF THE ROSE 17 7

All this he noticed in some moments; also that there was a 
handbag open on the floor, out of which he assumed that Smyth 
had got the sort of linen amice, dotted with roses, which he now 
wore round his shoulders; moreover, in some moments it had en­
tered his consciousness that the dust and rubbish into which he 
had stumbled was made of the bones and dust and clothes of men 
who had ended their days there; moreover, he noticed that, hang­
ing before the hole in the portal, was an old Toledo pun<d of 
damascened steel, and he understood that this was mercifully meant 
for his use against himself, if he so chose. If he had doubted 
this—if he had cherished a hope—-it would have vanished when 
he saw what was hanging on the shaft of the candlestick—a bit 
of ebony, or black marble, on which had been scribbled in red 
pencil;

MINNA AND FOUR OTHERS

But what most froze the current of Crooks’s blood was the 
horrid comedy of Smyth’s psalmodying and dancing in his amice a 
yard beyond the candles, like one putting forth a spell of ‘woven 
paces and of waving hands,’ his head cast back, his gaze on 
Heaven—his pince-nez on his nose I But in what occult Chal- 
daean was that bleating to Moloch and Baal that his tongue baa’d 
and bleated? Crooks knew some languages but this recitative had 
no affinity with any speech of men which he had ever con­
ceived; and then that antic fandango-tangle of writhing palms 
and twining thighs that went on with the psalming, like some 
entranced wight steadily treading the treadmill of dance in the 
land of the tarantula—a piece of witchcraft as antique and 
aboriginal as torch-lit orgies of Sheba and Egypt . . .

His throat straining out of the hole—his eyes straining out of his 
head—Crooks sent out to that dread dancer the whisper: ‘Smyth, 
don’t do it, Smyth

He might as well have whispered to the dust and ashes in 
which he stood.

After three minutes the ritual ceased; Smyth stood another 
minute, his brow bowed down, with muttering mouth; then took 
off and put the amice into a handbag; picked up and put on his 
hat; and, without speaking, went away, leaving the candles 
watching there, as for a wake.



C H A L L E N G E  TO THE R E A D E R

In 1895 M . P. Shiel, that comparatively unsung genius o f  the weird and 
the fantastic, had his first. book published. The three short stories in 
p r i n c e  z a l e s k i  were a frank throwback, to Poe's Dupin trilogy which 
had first appeared in book form  exactly h a lf a century before. Like Poe, 
however, Shiel wearied o f  his eccentric sleuth and abandoned him — fo r  
precisely another half-century.

A nd therein lies our tale . . .
It is not commonly known that in 1945 Mr. Shiel revived the character 

o f  Prince Zaleski —  he wrote a fourth Zaleski short story especially fo r  
E Q M M , but strangely enough we were not even aware o f  the epic event 
until it was too late. The details were sent to us by John Gawsworth, a 
personal friend and at tunes a collaborator o f  M r. Skid 's. A s Gawsworth 
expressed it, the return o f  Prince Zaleskj nearly cost M r. Shiel his life. The 
fourth, and last, Zaleski story was written in October 1945, when the 
author was past eighty. A s soon as the manuscript was finished, Mr. Shiel 
walked to Horsham to m ail it to E Q M M 's First Annual Short Story (Con­
test. The effort was too much fo r  the grand old man : he fainted and was 
taken to a hospital. When he recovered Mr. Shiel was uncertain whether 
or not he had actually posted the manuscript. In any event, the story never 
reached E Q M M , and no trace o f  the original was ever found. Mr. Shiel 
died on February ly , 194"/ and the mystery o f  the missing manuscript w ill 
probably remain a mystery forever. But think: i f  an accident o f  fa te  had 
not intervened, we should have gained possession o f  the only Prince Zaleski 
manuscript extant!

While we cannot bring you a new Prince Z aleslj story —  and now that 
M r. Shiel is dead all hope fo r  the resurrection o f  Prince Zaleski is gone —  
we can bring you a Shiel story which, according to the author himself, has 
never been published in the United States. It is a story, moreover, that was 
written by Mr. Shiel in collaboration with his good friend John Gaws­
worth. It is a story, too, that reveals M r. Shiel's genius fo r  the weird and 
the fantastic, and yet within the framework, within the technical boundaries, 
o f  the modern detective story.

So, dear reader, hone thy logic —  one o f  the great Old Masters is throw­
ing down the gauntlet. Whet thy wits, dear reader —  one o f  the Old Foxes 
is laying down the dues. A nd ju st before the aid, when M r. Shiel says 
{through his character, Uncle Quintus) that he has “ provided you with 
sufficient clues to solve the problem," wc shall have a few  more words to 
say —  by way o f  warningl

8 4
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by M. P. SI 11 EL and JOHN G AW SW O K1U

SiNCi- voir pride yourself on solv­
ing mysteries,”  said mv Uncle 

Quintus, [Hiding Ironia petty pipette 
the smoke of some preparation of 
cannabis which had followed him 
from the hast, "I will give you some 
facts in the case of a young artist 
friend of mine, Aubrey Smith; 
enough, I should think, for you to 
elucidate and explain his troubles to 
me, without my telling you the suc­
cessful conclusions arrived at bv the

✓

detective in charge. That would
C l

interest you?"
"Indeed, yes," f replied, and settled 

down into my fireside armchair to 
listen attentively and to make notes, 

“ Weil,”  pursued my Uncle 
Quintus, ‘ ‘that night when lie was to 
rescue two lives from — deatii, 
maybe, Aubrey Smith, as was his 
way on Wednesdays, spent the eve­
ning with his sweetheart, llylda, at 
Rose Villa, her home in Clapham. 
Blit from the moment when she 
opened the door to Aubrey that 
evening, 1 [yIda had a feeling that this 
Wednesday was in some way special 
and different from the rest.

" “Quite a beauty,' she said of the 
bouquet which Aubrey handed her, 
but with a touch of reproach she said 
it, since Aubrey could ill afford such 
displays, livery Wednesday, it was

true, he brought a bouquet, but this 
was a mass (hat must have cost ten 
shillings.

“ Site wondered why, and he knew 
that she wondered, there was such a 
sympathy between their natures, yet 
he ollcrcd no explanation; and she 
wondered why he was in black, with a 
black lie. . . .

“ Captain 1 lood himself —  1 Tykla’s 
fathci—  noticed it, as they sat to 
dinner, and made the remark, ‘Why, 
Aubrev, you look as if you were inr / *
mourning tonight.'

“  ‘But you know, sir,’ said Aubrey, 
‘ that I am the Iasi of the crew —  i 
haven’t a relative now to mourn for.’

“ But lie said it with shy eyelids, 
and l lylda, to whose ken his soul was 
an open book, understood that this 
evening Aubrey, for some reason, was 
concealing something or other from 
her.

“ That startled her heart! There 
was the big bouquet, the black garb. 
. . . What, then, was in the wind? 
Her eyes, when he was looking at his 
plate, kept silently inquiring it of his 
face.

‘ ‘Once when Captain Hood had 
limped his lamed leg to his ingle-nook 
to muse there over his cheroot as 
usual, Aubrey looked as if disposed 
to tell something; Hylda by this time

CopVright, by John (ittttmv/irih
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had withdrawn her pampered Lupot 
fiddle from its silk covering, and had 
it at her chin, Aubrey was accom­
panying her on the piano, and all 
down Rosehill Road faces were look­
ing out from the rows o f oriels, as was 
usual on Wednesday evenings, to 
hear the music —  for Hylda, the hope 
o f the Royal College, could make her 
fiddle discourse strange sorrows. She 
and Aubrey had done the Sonata in 
F, and were about to give a Lied, 
when, in the interval, their hands 
met as they turned the leaves of the 
second book, their hands and their 
eyes, and Hylda smiled, and he 
smiled; and he began then to say, 
‘Hylda, perhaps I had better tell
y o u ------’-when Captain flood from
his nook called out, ‘Aubrey, let me 
hear that last melody of the Wallen­
stein that 1 like’ ; and Aubrey called 
back: ‘Quite so, sir,’ and started to 
render it.

“ After which for hours thev wear- 
ied out the ear with sweetness, and 
through it all Hylda waited to hear, 
but Aubrey said nothing.

“  ‘Dear heart,’ she whispered to 
him at the door near eleven when he 
was going, gazing up a moment on his 
breast into those girl-beguiling eyes 
of Aubrey, ‘God keep you.’

“ He stooped to kiss her —  a steep- 
ish stoop, he was so high up com­
pared with her saying, ‘W e'll meet 
for luncheon tomorrow at the Cir- 

• cus,’ and he went, she gazing after 
him, he in the falling ,snow waving 
his hat back at her —  the most pic­
turesque old hat on this planet, in

such an egregious tone o f green, 
turned down over the nose, with Art 
Student and Latin Oitarter written all 
over it —  and he was gone from her.

“ l ie  took train at Clapham Junc­
tion for Victoria, and Irom Victoria 
was off afoot (to save ’bus fare!) to 
hts little flatlet in Maida Vale.

“ It was during this tramp that he 
rescued the two lives.

i n  an alley behind the Edgware 
Road it was. At that very spot, earlier 
in the night, a hungry man, who had 
desired to go to prison, had broken a 
street lamp; and just there, as Aubrey 
passed, stood a cab and a barrow, 
blocking the way; at the same mo­
ment a motor-car came round a 
corner, and, its driver not apparently 
sighting the barrow under the cab’s 
shadow, dashed on. Out o f Aubrey’s 
mouth a shout of warning broke; in 
tiie rashness of the moment he even 
ran out from the pavement, so that, 
although the driver at once had his 
brakes on, Aubrey was knocked stag­
gering, as the car bumped softly upon 
the barrow.

“ In a moment there stood with him 
an old man and a young lady from 
the car, the old man saying: ‘ M y dear 
sir! arc you hurt?’

“  ‘N ot a bit!’ Aubrey cried.
“  ‘Papa, this is you in the role of 

chauffeur,’ the young lady remarked 
—  in a queer species of whisper, 
husky, rapid, which, however (though 
the noise of the engine, running free, 
was in the ear), Aubrey could still 
hear,

“  Now, Laura!’ — the ok! man
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turned upon her to insist that he was 
an accomplished chauffeur, then re­
quested that Aubrey must go home 
with him for a glass of whisky, rather 
confirming Aubrey’s surmise that he 
was talking to an Irishman.

“  ‘Hut, sir, really----- ’ he began
to say.

“  ‘Yes, come,’ Laura said to him in 
that same whispered way, and he 
gathered that her voice, owing to 
some affection of the vocal chords, 
was gone.

“ 'Yes, come.’ There she stood, al­
most as tall as her tall father, draped 
in a pony-skill coat, its opening fram­
ing her face. 'Yes, come.’ And now 
he went.

“  ‘An adventure!’ he said, as the 
three passed into a house in Brook 
Street: 'on my birthday, too’ —  this 
fact not having been mentioned to 
his sweetheart, My Ida Hood; and al­
though he and Ilylda had been en­
gaged since they were thirteen, I Iylda 
still remained ignorant what day his 
birthday was.

“  ‘Your birthday?’ from the old 
man, whose name had now turned out 
to lie Sir Phipps O ’Dowdy O ’Dona- 
gue: 'now, that’s singular. I’ll give 
you some whisky for it —  come on!’

“ Aubrey was brought into an apart­
ment with silken walls and two 
brawling fires; and here, pointing to a 
picture, he said at once, ’Why, I saw
that in last year’s Academy.’* *

“  'Ego pinxt' Laura said with a 
curtsey.

“  'Awfully well done,’ he breathed 
under it.

“  ‘Praise from Raphael.’ She curt­
seyed again.

“  ‘Who told you that I am an 
artist?’ he asked,

“  ‘I may be dumb,’ she said, ‘but 
Fm not blind.’

“  1 You dumb?’ he cried: ‘not quite, 
I think!’

“ Her tongue flew as she sat stooped 
forward before him, her chin on her 
fists, flew in that breathy throat- 
whisper that went on as busily as a 
threshing-machine, or paddle-boxes 
threshing the sea; and he, listening 
with one car to her and with the other 
to her fa titer —  for they fought 
against each other, speaking together 
in a race —  thought that he had never 
lighted upon a pair of such live and 
brilliant beings. Father and daughter 
tossed rains of repartee at cacli other, 
jeered at each other, despaired o f each 
other, yet were evidently chums. 
Neither could sit still six minutes. Sir 
Phipps jumped up to show the latest 
novel by Bourget, Laura jumped up, 
humming, to dash her hand over the 
piano keys, to show a Welsh crowth, 
or a miniature o f Coquclin. Before 
twenty minutes Aubrey was at home 
with them; and once —  the whisky 
had then come, and Laura had run 
out for a m oment— Sir Phipps 
furtively took from out of Ins breast 
pocket a photograph, and furtively 
gave Aubrey a glimpse of it —  the 
photograph of a lady.

“  ‘Well, the old sinner!’ was Au­
brey’s first thought; his second was; 
‘How perfect a beauty!’

“  ‘La Rosa,’ whispered the old man,

87
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thinking apparently that Aubrey 
would know the name; but Aubrey 
had no notion who Lit Rosa was.

“ He wanted to take the photograph 
to feast his eyes on it; but now they 
could hear Laura's steps, and Sir 
Phipps hurriedly hid it.

“ After this for hours Aubrcv could*
hardly find a chance to say ‘Now I 
must go': if he did, it was at once 
drowned in talk, and he passed a 
merry night, which was only marred 
by one awkward moment, when, dur­
ing another absence o f Laura, Sir 
Phipps hurriedly drew a check, and 
held it out to Aubrey.

“  ‘M y good sir!’ Aubrey breathed 
with shy eyelids.

“  ‘Tush!’ Sir Phipps said, ‘you are 
only a bov, and I an old fellow whose 
life you have saved —  your birthday, 
too.’

“ ‘ Yes, sir,’ —  from Aubrey, with 
a breath of laughter, ‘but really —  I 
am only sorry that these things can’ t 
be done.’

“  ‘Oh, well, we won’t quarrel over 
it’ —  Sir Phipps tore the check in 
shreds.

“ Aubrey could hear Rig Ben strik­
ing three, as he stepped out into 
streets now powdery with snow, over 
whjch a late anc! waning moon had 
moved up, revealing him to Laura, 
who at a window peered after him till 
he disappeared. Laura at that window 
then clasped her hands behind her 
neck, and stretched, and then, alone 
in the room, lay sideways on a sofa, 
and mused. What a tall, rough-clad 
fellow! she thought; his dash of dark

mustache did not cover his rich lips; 
he had a modest way o f lowering his 
eyelids, which was both shy and dis­
dainful; he threw out odd breaths of 
laughter: and tinder the eyelids, eyes 
all beauty, like the Moonlight Sonata, 
drowsy, brown, brown. She turned, 
and stretched, murmuring, ‘Yes, 
charming,’ with half a yawn, and half 
a laugh, and said ‘Ah!*

“ Aubrey, for his part, on getting 
home, sat up yet an hour smoking 
cigarettes, thinking it out, and soon 
came to the conclusion that he would 
go no more to the O ’Donagues. 
Laura was a remarkable creature, he 
thought! So lively, vital —  and 
pretty; even the loss of her voice 
somehow added to her: just as she 
was, she was —  she, was ‘ just so ' His 
brain kept comparing Laura with 
Hylda: Hykla was little, Laura big; 
Hylda was fair, with a broad face, 
dimples in her smile, bright eyes that 
laugher I; Laura was dark, and had 
gaudy eyes. Which was the prettier 
—  Laura or Hylda? Certainly, Laura 
was as far prettier than Hylda as La 
Rosa was more lovely than Laura. 
Rut Hylda was good, born good to the 
heart— was Laura good? Laura was 
glitter, l lyIda was gold; if Laura was 
a genius, Hylda was an angel. ‘Well, 
the birthday has come, and the birth­
day lias gone,’ he murmured at last; 
and tossing oft the mourning clothes, 
he turned in to bed.

“ The next day at luncheon in their 
usual Piccadilly tea shop, on his relat­
ing the adventure to Hylda, she over­
whelmed him with questions as to
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Laura —  Laura’s looks, Laura’s 
throat-whisper, Laura's touch, and 
was she really so very clever? ‘And 
are you expected to go back?’ —  her 
eyes fastened on his face, for wherever 
she was with him, she could not help 
it, she could see nothing but him 
alone; she hung only upon him, her 
soul dancing in her gladdened glances: 
‘did they seem really to want you 
again?’

“ ‘1 think so,’ Aubrey answered; 
‘but I’m not going, all the same.’

“  ‘Why not?’
“  ‘Hard to say quite why.’ His eyes 

dropped from her face.
“ But Aubrey was not to escape the 

baronet so easily, for only a week 
later dial Rolls car which he had 
saved from a shock drew up before 
his block of flats, the O ’Donaguc 
mounted many stairs to him, and, 
glancing round Aubrey's cheap but 
chaste interior, remarked: ‘Now, this 
is a charming den 1 find you in!’ while 
Aubrev stood all shv eves at the 
honor, and brought iorth liqueurs. 
The fact was, that the old baronet 
had an absolute need of someone new 
to whom to give peeps of Salvadora 
Rosa's photograph and make a confi­
dant of, and his fancy had fixed upon 
Aubrey: so that within a month or 
two now, Aubrey, without having 
ever set eyes on her, knew La Rosa 
by rote. She turned out to be a lady 
with something of a European fame, 
Spanish by birth, divorced wife o f a 
Polish Count; and what mainly made 
her notorious, apart from some duels 
and suicides which had been due to

her; was the fact that she had a little 
daughter whom her ex-husband had 
for years been seeking to sneak from 
her: for this child, on attaining her 
eighteenth year, would be as rich as 
Croesus: so Salvadora Rosa, who 
seemed to have a keen sense of the 
good of money, stuck to the child, 
though its father was its lawful 
guardian. At that moment, Sir Phipps 
told Aubrey, though scores o f secret 
emissaries in several countries were 
intriguing to get at the child, prob­
ably no soul but Salvadora Rosa and 
her own agents had any notion where 
the child was.

“ ‘Must be a clever sort o f lady,’ 
Aubrev remarked.

“ 'Clever as leu monkeys!’ Sir 
Phipps cried out.

“  ‘Rich?’
“  ‘She is like a bank or the Severn 

—  sometimes full, sometimes empty,’ 
Sir Phipps O ’Dowdy O ’Donaguc 
answered: ‘ it comes anti it goes, like a 
maid’s flushes and the monthly moon. 
At present,' it strikes me, she is rather 
hard up —  embarmsee, her little 
tongue calls it, with a roll on the r.}

“  ‘Take care she doesn’t get what 
she wants from you, sir.’

“  ‘M y dear fellow, you are talking 
of a lady.’

“  ‘I beg pardon,’ Aubrey said.
“ But he seemed destined to have to 

hear of La Rosa: although he did not 
go to Brook Street {save once to a 
crush-reception, when he got only 
glimpses of Miss O ’Donague) Brook 
Street came to him. One day, looking 
out of the window, down there in the
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street he saw a gig roll slowly past, the 
reins in a lady’s hand, and the lady 
was Laura O'Donague. He watched 
with interest to see if  she glanced up 
at his windows, but she did not, How- 
ever, one day some three months later 
he opened his door to a rap, and there, 
to his amazement, was the busy 
breath of Laura, whispering: ‘I have 
to talk to you about Papa. It is 
serious.’

‘ ’It was all about La Rosa and her 
Papa that she had come!

“  'You have a lot o f influence over 
Papa, let me tell you,’ she said, seated 
within the nook made by the half- 
round seat that surrounded Aubrey’s 
fireplace: ‘ he never so took to anyone 
as to you: and you have to speak to 
him.’

“ Aubrey began to say: ‘I’m rather 
afraid----- ’

“ But she said: ‘No, really, you 
don’ t know how serious it is: he is get­
ting more and more entangled with 
this lady, and three days ago, just 
after getting home from her place, 
had a most strange illness. . . . ’

“  'Oh, I say. Miss O ’ Donague!’
“  ‘You have no idea of this woman,’ 

Laura said —  ‘she sticks at nothing. 
I have never seen her, but one night 
last week, at the Mansion House, D e­
tective-Sergeant Barker —  ever heard 
of Barker? —  impressed upon me 
that she’s most dangerous, said that 
the woman’s hungers are like a tiger’s, 
and it is only because she is so much 
deeper than the European police that 
she can continue her career.’

“Aubrey, with puckered brows, sat

at a loss what to say, but in the end 
promised to use his ‘influence with 
poor Papa,’ and after an hour’s wind­
storm of whispering, Miss O ’Donague 
at last accused herself of being uncon­
ventional in coming alone, and left 
him.

“ Two months later, in July, he 
spent a weekend with the O ’Dona- 
gues at Claiming, their seat in Glou­
cestershire, and then, as they went to 
Italy, sawr them no more for some 
months.

“ It was autumn when the O ’Dona- 
gues returned lo England, passed a 
fortnight in Gloucestershire, and 
then were in London once more, La 
Rosa having also been abroad at the 
same time; and shortly after she w'as 
back, they were back,

“ Aubrey was at work one afternoon 
in November on a Kermesse, when the 
O ’Donague anew came breezily in.

“  ‘ I am now straight from Regent’s 
Park [Regent’s Pat\ meant Salvadora 
Rosaj; got back from Italy three 
weeks ago, then went down to Clan* 
ning —  beastly unpleasant thing hap­
pened down there — give me a glass 
o f liqueur: 1 don’t feel well today, 
bov.’

j

“  ‘What unpleasant thing, sir?' —  
Aubrey presented liqueur.

“  ‘Not seen it in the papers? I .it tie 
girl o f seven lost from the village —  
vanished —  1 knew her quite well; 
little thing named Ada Price —  black* 
jiaired —  Welsh —  nice little thing 
—  child of one of my underkeepers —  
tlie whole countryside searched, ev­
erybody very excited, and the burden



o f it all on me —  Oh, 1 say, I feel bad, 
Aubrey.’

“ Even as he sipped the liqueur Sir 
Phipps became pale, and presently 
Aubrey had to accompany him below 
to his car, the baronet was so tottery. 
However, Sir Phipps did not look 
mortally ill, and it was profoundly 
shocking when at nine o ’clock that 
night Aubrey got a telegram: ‘Papa 
died in the car on the way home from 
you. I wish to see you. Laura O ’Dona- 
gue.’

“ So he was gone, the gay, the boun­
tiful old fellow, with his gray imperial 
and regal brow. Aubrey's heart smote 
him at the thought of the daughter 
who, he knew well, would be very 
deeply bereaved, and he hurried to 
her in Brook Street.

“ He found her in the baronet’s bed­
room, however, quite her average self, 
chatty, agile, showing no sign that 
anything out of the common had 
happened. Only once, when she 
thought that he was not looking, he 
saw her shake her head at her father’s 
portrait, and smile sorrowfully at it, 
with the reproach of love. From the 
chauffeur she already knew all the 
old man’s movements that afternoon: 
how he had passed from Regent’s 
Park to Aubrey’s.

“  ‘He was hardly ten minutes with 
me,’ Aubrey told her. ‘First he 
spoke of his doings since his arrival 
from Italy, then of an unpleasant 
thing happening down at Claiming, 
and then, saying he felt bad, asked 
for a liqueur.’

“  ‘He isn’t lying there poisoned, is
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he?’ asked Laura quite calmly over 
the baronet on his bed,

“ ‘Oh, I say, don’t ------’ Aubrey
breathed, shrinking.

“  ‘Aubrey, this world isn’t done all 
in water colors,’ she said to him.

“ Aubrey’s eyes dropped. Laura 
had called him Aubrey’ ! And even in 
the presence of that sternness on the 
bed, some nerve of him that ran down 
from his crown to his feet thrilled 
throughout, his brow rushing into 
brown with a blush.

“ That wild word ‘poison,’ how­
ever, was only tliat one time uttered, 
since there was nothing to suggest 
such a thing to any mind, and as Sir 
Phipps’s physician had long been 
aware that the baronet was suffering 
from ‘tobacco heart,’ Fable to sudden 
dilatation, the death certificate and 
verdict were in accordance.

“ All during that funeral week Au­
brey was so much with Laura, driving 
with her, acting the lackey, that ac­
tually on three days of it he did not 
see Hylda at all.

“On returning from the grave-side, 
‘Now for some Hylda!’ he sighed to 
himself with a certain hunger, like one 
yearning for fresh air and rest; but the 
first thing the next morning for him 
was yet a telegram from Laura in the 
words:

“ More death —  I should like to 
see you.’

“ When he went to her it was to 
learn that an old person, known as 
Davenport, a butler, for over thirty 
years in the service of Sir Phipps, had 
suddenly ceased to live on returning
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from the funeral —  a new woe which 
had the effect of throwing Laura 
O ’Donague into an extraordinary 
passion of anguish. At her father’s 
death her self-control had been so 
complete ns to appear even cold to 
everyone; hut less careful, maybe, in 
this lesser case, at this second stroke 
she broke out into torrents of tears, 
terrible tantrums, hysterias, that as­
tounded her household. Aubrey, how­
ever, found her in a condition of mere 
depression and ill-temper, like a child 
sullen after punishment. She would 
hardly speak to him, and when he 
touched her hand, saying, ‘Laura, 1 
am sorry,’ she replied: ‘Oh, my back 
is broad. Why did you comer1 

‘“ Did vou not send for mcr What 
about this poor Davenport,' said
Aubrey: at what hour----- ?’

“ ‘Oh, pray don’ t mention to me 
the name of Davenport,' said she; 
‘J am soaked with death/

“ Aubrey wondered why he had 
been sent for, since she snapped at 
everything which he could find to 
say; and before long left her alone to 
her sorrows.

“ It was still too soon for him to go 
to the tea shop to HyIda, so he went 
home once more, and it was as he now 
opened his Hat-door that he saw' on 
the floor the note which was to play 
nine-pins with his whole life.

“ It came from some attorneys, and 
it was a breathless Aubrey Smith 
whose eyes perused these lines:

“ * . . . have the pleasure to in­
form you . . .  by the last will o f

the late Sir Phipps O ’Dowdy 
O ’Donaguc . . . you become the 
life-legatee of the sum of £175 per 
annum . . . shall he pleased Uj see 
you at your convenience . . . Ife 
& Siemens. . . /

“ So good, so large, the old man! A 
good heart 1 hot wished one well! 
Aubrey’s eyes sprang water, and then 
—  he ran. Outside, he found walking 
too slow row, a ’ Luis too slow', he 
sprang into a cab —  for die ica shop. 
Bui he was too soon, liylda had not 
come, and now he paced impatiently 
about:, counting the seconds, waiting 
for the appearance clown Piccadilly of 
a neat figure with a winged toque on 
her head. Anyhow, all was well now’, 
his way dear. Just that little sum each 
year, the difference it would make! 
In three days’ time lie could he mar­
ried. . . . l ;or four years now, since 
she was seventeen, liylda and he had 
been ever on the jump of being mar­
ried, bnr always the same tiny trou­
ble — no money to buy things with, 
The old captain on bis half-pay had 
none, Aubrey’s masterpieces had had 
no market. Now it was well.

“  ‘I haven’t really worked, you 
know, l iylda,’ he said to her in the 
tea shop that day: ‘ I sec it now. I 
seem to Lie the laziest beggar going, 
somehow. But won't 1 work notvY 

“  ‘Dear, you have worked hard,’ 
she answered, ‘and this is your well- 
earned reward.’

“ 'But, liylda, tell me frankly,’ 
Aubrey said, ‘is it not a fact that we 
can be married straight away?’
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** ‘Dear, there seems to be no reason 
why not,’ Hylcla answered; ‘you 
know that I can usually win Papa/

“ T hen, let’s take a half-holiday 
and go now straight down to Ciap- 
ham. . . .’

“  ‘ Really so eager for me?' she 
asked gravely.

“  ‘Eager is hardly the word: I’m 
afraid I am a little off my nut.’

“  ‘All right, let’s go, then. . .
“ It was soon settled: for though 

Captain Hood, who was of an unmod­
ern school, w'ould not hear of the 
Registry Office, but must have a 
church wedding, he agreed that the 
banns should be given in imme­
diately.
" “ And now came busy days for 
Aubrey Smith, His den was too small 
to take Hylda into, so that had to 
be changed; and since they were an 
artist pair, no ordinary purchases 
would do for the furnishing of that 
home: stern were Aubrey’s exclusions 
o f this and that, delicate his selec­
tions, not of the dearest, nor even o f 
the best, but of the best for his idea 
and dream; and all this needed time. 
At night he would come home worn 
out, lacked the time to call on the at­
torneys, as he had been asked to, for­
got Laura O ’Donaguc’s existence, 
and of the small sum in his bank spent 
every penny on the strength of his 
fresh wealth.

“ Once only —  one forenoon —  he 
saw Laura for a moment close to 
Hyde Park Corner, she all mourning 
black in her car; and she stopped to 
besiege Aubrey’s ear with her busy

breath-whispering, asking, ‘Have you 
heard?’

“  ‘What?’ he asked.
“  ‘About the woman.’
“  ‘Which woman?’
“  ‘Why, La Rosa.’
“  ‘No, not heard.’
“ ‘Not one penny does she touch! 

Papa has left her thirty thousand 
pounds on. a life-policy —  that's why 
she poisoned him. . .

“  ‘Oh, Laura, really you are not to 
say such things even in fun.’

“  ‘Not one penny does she touch, 
though! I mean to fight it in every 
possible way —  “ undue influence”  —  
When are you coming?’

“  ‘Soon.’
“  ‘I don’t want you.’
“ ‘Then 1 won’t come.’
“  ‘Yes, do, G oodbye----- ’ She was

away.
“ It was on that same night, five 

days before his wedding day, that 
Aubrey found awaiting him at home 
yet another letter from the lawyers, 
this one staling that, as his legacy 
was, by the terms o f the will, to be 
paid on his birthday, the firm would 
be glad if he would send them a cer­
tificate of birth.

“ Having read it, Aubrey sat down, 
and with his brow' on his hand stared 
there at the floor without a motion 
for an hour; and though no moan 
broke from him, his head hung low, 
like a man who has received a grievous 
blow, upon whom gloom and ruin 
have suddenly swooped.

“ It would have been far better, he 
thought, then, if  he had never met
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that motor-car that night of his birth­
day, and many times he asked himself 
with torture why he had ever men­
tioned to Sir Phipps that that was his
birthday: for it was- clear that the✓

baronet’s idea in thus drawing the 
will was to remind him through life 
o f  the rescue he had effected that 
night: and Aubrey buried his head, 
shaking it from side to side, asking 
himself how he was to tell Hvlda thatj

they could not, after ail, marry, how 
he was to make her understand tliaL 
it was no mere delay that had arisen, 
but a permanent matter —  unless he 
was to reveal to her now a thing, 
an old tale o f sin and sorrow, a strange 
and ominous date, which he had so 
far very artfully contrived to hide 
from her ken. Mow tell her this now? 
How overthrow now all her hopes — 
for years perhaps? How pay for the 
ordered articles of furniture that were 
waiting for payment?

“ But on a sudden he started, he 
was up, with the cry, 'Smith']

“ There was more than one Aubrey 
Smith in the world!

“ However, he hesitated a little, 
scratched his forehead, with a puck­
ered nose, asking himself ‘Would it 
be quite pretty?’ But the relief, the 
gaiety, revealed in his grimace, 
proved that his mind had really de­
cided, whatever scruples might come 
between; and .suddenly he had 
snatched his hat, and was away with 
a rush.

“ In a cab he drove to a dreary by­
street near Russell Square, to a board­
ing house in it, where in answer to

his query if  Mr. Aubrey Smith was in, 
a girl answered him: T think he is —  
right at the top, the door facing the 
stairs’ ; and with careful footsteps 
Aubrey climbed through a darkness 
that had a fusty odor, high up, till he 
saw light through a keyhole, tapped 
at the door, and now a man in a 
rather ragged dressinggown appeared, 
peering, demanding, ‘Who is it?’’

“  ‘Your namesake. Smith.’
“  ‘O-ho-o-o!’ cried the other Smith. 

‘M y dear fellow, come in’ -  lie bent
cordiallv over Aubrey’s hand; how-✓  *

ever, lie suddenly added, ‘ Wait a 
moment,’ turned back inwards, was 
heard whispering to someone, and it 
was two minutes before he returned 
to let Aubrey in.

“ This Aubrey Smith the Second 
was a man o f fifty, handsome, with 
the rather exaggerated manner which 
some judges call ‘ fascinating’ (he had 
been schooled, and had lived, mainly 
abroad); a military mustache, a ducal 
carriage; and here was a man of con­
trasts —  cousin of a nobleman, had 
hobnobbed with princes, living now 
in a den with holes in the carpet and a 
broken teapot on the hob. What that 
head of his did not know of this 
world was not worth knowing; and 
who could converse o f it more charm­
ingly? Yet there he was, aging and a 
failure. He had had a career! Had 
been frozen out o f the British-Indian 
army, had sung in Italian Opera at La 
Scala, had been forbidden evermore to 
show his nose in Monte Carlo.

“  ‘ M y dear fellow'!1 Smith cried, 
‘you are the very man, for I have now
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a scheme at hand that should bring us 
in the coolest five thousand each 
without fail.’

“ Aubrey laughed, for many were 
Smith’*, schemes, and now he was 
ahoul io do something astounding in 
wines, now to sell a mine, to buy a 
public house, or build flats; but noth' 
ing ever happened: so Aubrey said 
‘I, too, have a scheme.’

“ Instantly Smith was gravity it­
self; a look o f eagerness and business 
rushed io those old eyes that had seen 
so much: but at that moment, before 
Aubrey could say more, a girl of 
seven, running in from an inner room, 
was before them.

“ At this Smith looked very put out, 
and was about to bundle her back out 
o f sight, when Aubrey said, ‘This 
your little girl, Smith? I’m sure I 
didn't know that you had a child.,’

“  ‘A  neighbor’s child’ —  from 
Smith shyly.

“  ‘Isn’ t she a little beauty,’
“  'Come, come, young lady, into 

the next room!’ Smith now said in 
French.

“  '/Hors, tu es franqm e, made­
moiselle?' Aubrey asked.

“  (Jul, monsieur' the black-haired 
child replied, with quite a nice bow of 
the head, and, catching up a doll out 
o f  the lender, she ran away back in, 

“  Look here, it ’s like this, Smith,’ 
Aubrey now said, sitting on a shaky 
chair before Smith on the bed, . ‘ I
have just been left a le g a cy----- ’

“  ’()  ho-o-o!’ Smith cried with pan­
tomime eyes and a round mouth, 
‘ that’s talking! M y dear fellow.’ *

“  ‘Smith, when is your birthday? 
Aubrey asked suddenly.

“ ‘ Birthday? Three days’ time —  
the tw enty-fifth----- ’

“ ‘Good!’ Aubrey breathed: ‘I
thought I remembered hearing you 
say that it is in November. Well, as 
this legacy o f mine —  it isn’ t much, 
one hundred and seventy-five pounds 
a year —  is to lie paid on my birth­
days, you have to get your birth cer­
tificate, and go and take the money 
for me, as if  you were I.’

“ ‘ But slay —  [ don’t quite see 
what's what,’ Smith said. ‘W hy am I 
to assume your personality in this 
way? Is it because you are urgently 
hard up, and my birthday comes 
first?’

“  ‘No, o f  course,’ Aubrey shyly 
replied: ‘It isn’ t that: I wish it was 
merely thai; it is something much 
deeper.’

“ ‘O-ho-o-ol’ Smith cried aloud 
with a round mouth in his theatrical
wav: ‘ha! ha! that's how the land lies*

—  1 sec!'
“  ‘So, then, you will, Smith.’
“ ‘ M y dear chap, I ’m your man.’
“ ‘Good! And, I say, Smith, 1 offer 

you ten per c e n t.------’
“ ‘Not one little soul’ Smith cried; 

‘it would be txld if  I couldn’t do you a 
service o f that sort without asking to 
be lipped. You need merely hand me 
say thirty shillings now for necessary 
expenses. . .

“ So it was settled. Aubrey gave 
Smith all the facts o f the case, also 
his address, where they were to meet 
and dine together at seven on the



third night thence, Smith undertak­
ing to bring the hundred and seventy- 
five pounds with hirn; and Aubrey 
went away light of heart.

"B ut at seven on the third night 
thcncc no Smith turned up; and after 
waiting till eight, till nine, a terrible 
fright sprang up in Aubreys heart; 
and lie Hew to Bloomsbury to see 
Smith.

“ Me was told at Smith’s boardingn
house that Smith had gone away; and 
no one was aware where Smith had 
gone to.

“ The next morning —  the morning 
before his- wedding day —  Aubrey 
gathered from a clerk in the outer 
office at Ife and Siemens, the at­
torneys, that Mr. Aubrey Smith had 
duly presented himself and got the 
hundred and seventy-five pounds of 
Sir Phipps C)‘l)owdy O ’Donag tic's 
legacy; and feeling too unwell to 
face liylda just then, longing only for 
a hole to hide himself in, Aubrey 
went home to his new llat,

“ It was al>oui two hours afterwaids 
that a curious incident occurred to 
hirn there: on the landing outside his 
Hat door was a man crouching with 
his car at the keyhole, listening pa­
tiently, with a grimace of eagerness 
on his face, till suddenly he ran soft- 
looted down the three flights of stairs 
lo the street door, where lie whistled, 
and now another man ran to hirn 
from round a corner.

“  ‘He has the child at this moment 
in his flat!’ the first man, whose name 
was Barker, whispered to the second.
'  “  ‘Sure?’ the other asked.
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“  “Has a child, anyway, if not the 
child, for though l couldn't hear 
much distinctly, I distinctly heard a 
child say, Now that I am seven years 
o f  age ——

“ 'Let's pounce upon him sharp!’ 
Upon which the two men. running 
up, pressed Aubrey’s electric bell.

“ Aubrey did not answer it at once, 
and Barker, his tar at the keyhole, 
could clearly hear a scurry and whis­
pering within; fully two minutes 
passed, and then Aubrey appeared. 

“ ‘Your name, I think, is Mr.
Aubrey Smith?’ Barker asked.

(.<- . 1l cs.
“  ‘We may mention that we are 

police officers. Are you living alone 
in this llat. may I ask?’

U *1 (S.
“  ‘You haven’t a child of seven 

now with you, for example?’
“ ‘No, I’m not married.’
“  ‘There are more ways o f having 

a child of seven than by being mar­
ried. We should like to look through 
the flat."

“  ‘M y good sir, what is it all about? 
I am engaged . . . ’

“ ‘Listen, sir.’ Barker said, lwe have 
with tis no warrant to force a search; 
but, take my tip, it will lx- better for 
you to consent, whether you are inno­
cent or guilty.’

“  ‘O f  what?’
“  ‘You are believed to have in vour 

custody the child Ada Price, abducted 
from the village of Clanning, Glou­
cestershire, on the 3rd instant. You 
were seen talking to the child on a 
road----- ’
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“  ‘I!’ Aubrey cried, with a breath 
o f laughter,

“  ‘Look here, quick, is it yes or 
no?’

“  ‘ Well, if  you insist, you can
search, since that will comfort vou,’* *
Aubrey now said; ‘ but do get it over, 
officers. ’

“ The men, now coming in, went 
first into the newly-furnished draw­
ing-room, and were looking round it 
when Aubrey did what certainly ap­
peared a suspicious thing —  ran down 
the hall passage, and turned the door 
key of liis new studio. The officers, 
pqcping, o f  course saw what lie did; 
and when, after looking through the 
other rooms, they came near to the
studio door, Aubrev made a halt.✓

“  ‘ Not in there,’ he whispered to 
them with shy eyes.

“  ‘How is that?* Barker wished to 
know.

“  ‘Oh, I say, don't raise your voice,’ 
he whispered, blushing; 'there's some­
one in there.'

“  ‘ We are well aware of that: let’s 
have a look at her’ —  now Barker 
pounded upon the door.

“  ‘M y good sir, will you be so good 
as to go to the devil,’ Aubrey now 
said in an agonized low tone. ‘Come, 
go out of my fiat.’

“ The detective scribbled something 
in his notebook, and without any 
other word the two turned, went 
away.

“ They did not, however, go far —  
one o f them, at least —  for when 
Aubrey went out afterwards to go 
down to Hvlda’s, he saw that he was

watched, and understood that he 
would soon hear from them anew.

“ Down there at Clapham the din­
ing-room table was aglitter with wed­
ding gifts, for many were the girl 
friends o f 1 lylda, many were coming 
to the wedding, and bright that day 
were H ylda’s eyes to the moment 
when she opened the door to Aubrey; 
but instantly now, though he put on 
his bravest looks, her face clouded.

“  ‘All not well?’ she asked him 
presently, with a look.

“ He could not utterly kill his 
bride’s brightness, and replied: ‘ Why 
not?’

“ The next morning, his wedding 
day, he discovered that all his wealth 
was sevenleen-and-sixpence; and hav­
ing with the sixpence sent a ‘good 
morning’ telegram to Hylda, at a loss 
now how to spend the lime till one 
o’clock, he took his gun and went 
down to Grange House, a friend’s 
place in Surrey, where there was some 
shooting, thinking that he would at 
least shoot his bride’s dinner and bor­
row a five-pound note. He came back 
rather in a haste, a little late, with a 
hare and a rabbit, but without the 
five-pound note, since his friend was 
away from home, and three at a time 
he stormed up the flights o f stairs to 
dress: for already it was a quarter to 
one. On the other hand, the church 
was hardly three hundred yards away 
up the street, so that he had no 
journey to make.

“ A t three minutes to one Hylda’s 
bridesmaids were there, ready, wait­
ing in the church porch for her; a knot
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o f people, and a policeman, stood in 
the street to see; inside, the organist, 
a personal friend o f H ylda’s, was 
amusing his fingers with the tune o f 
0  Perfect Love; the clergyman stood 
ready. As the church clock struck one, 
a carriage bearing the bride, all in 
heliotrope voile with white orchids, 
bearing also the bride’s father, drove 
round a corner; and one minute after­
wards Aubrey, a late and troubled 
bridegroom, flew down his stairs and 
out upon the pavement.

“ It was just then that at a window 
above him a girl-child, looking out, 
cried gleefully aloud in French to 
some person behind her: ‘O , mon­
sieur! look! a wedding!’ and upon 
this, the person popped his head out, 
to look,

Hylda, at the moment, was being 
handed out o f her carriage, but her 
eyes were on Aubrey coming: and she 
stood hesitant, one foot on the car­
riage step, in wonderment at what she 
saw.

“ For, as the child cried O , mon­
sieur, look!' Hylda saw that Aubrey 
heard and glanced up, and as the man 
above popped out his head, she saw 
that Aubrey saw him, although the 
man instantly pulled himself back; 
at v^hich Aubrey seemed to become 
possessed, for, immediately stopping 
in his career toward the church, he 
darted back into the house.

“ She was so amazed that there, 
with her slipper on the carriage step, 
she remained, staring at the building 
into which Aubrey had vanished; the 
eyes o f everyone, in fact, had turned

from the bride, everyone awaiting in 
silence what the next instant would 
bring with it; till in about two min­
utes, or less, the sound of a gun-shot 
rang out o f the house; from the win­
dow at which the child had cried out 
a cloud o f smoke was seen to drift; 
and now the policeman in the crowd 
began running. . . .

“ He had not, however, run halfway 
to the house, when out o f it darted a 
dark-haired child, howling, washed 
in blood, staring, staggering; ten 
yards from the building she dropped 
to the ground and lay silent; and as 
the policeman approached her, out of 
the door dashed two men, one in a 
dressing-gown, the other Aubrey, Iris 
coat bellying behind him —  pelting, 
both of them, wit h white, wild faces, 
the man flying, Aubrey chasing —  
away from the church; and without 
delay, leaving the wounded girl on 
the ground, the policeman, too, 
blowing his whistle, was pursuing the 
two, and a fourth man, who had been 
watching the place on Detective- 
Sergeant Barker’s be hall, joined in.

“ The two, however, in their agony 
o f eagerness, easily distanced the two 
policemen.

At the same moment, Hylda felt 
her senses almost fail her, and in a 
sort of vision saw her father prostrate, 
half on the carriage step, hall on the 
street, breathing hard in a rather 
queer way. . . .

“ It was nearly two weeks after that 
distracted wedding day of hers, when, 
one morning, Hylda Hood presented



A CASE FOR DEDUCTION'

herself before Laura in Brook Street. 
“  ‘I do hope I don’t come too

early------’ i lyida began.
“  ‘Not even a little. Sit down. I am 

glad —  1 am very glad —  that you 
have come. Do you know, I know you 
quite well --fo r  years, it seems —  I 
could have drawn your face just from 
Aubrey’s chai ter of you, and here you 
are exactly as 1 conceived you. Only 
—  in black. Whv in black?’

“ Hylda, looking downwards, after 
a moment said: ‘ M y father was buried 
yesterday, Miss O ’Donague.’

“ ‘Oh! poor — ’ Laura breathed, 
shrinking, then in an impulse ran and 
knelt and kissed Hylda’s hands.

“ ‘He hud not been st rong for some 
lime,’ HyIda remarked, ‘and what has 
happened was all too much for him. 
I should have come to you before, 
but have been ill rnvsdf; now I feci 
called upon to make some sort of 
effort to confront all this mystery,
though I’m afraid----- ’

“  ‘Oh, courage, we shall win to the 
surface vet.' snid Laura. 'Secl( ami you 
shall find: I believe in that. I take it 
that you have not heard from poor 
Aubrey?’

“  ‘N o.’ — low in tone.
“  ‘Why? W hy?’ Laura asked o f 

herself, staring.
“  ‘There can be only two reasons,’ 

Hylda said; ‘either he is no longer 
alive, or lie is in some situation in 
which he finds it impossible to write.’ 

“ ‘But what kind o f situation can 
that be? Perhaps he is conscious o f 
having done something wrong, and 
shrinks from w riting----- ’

“ ‘He?’ —  from Hylda with raised 
eyebrows; then she smiled, saying, 
‘ Excuse me, I am always assuming 
that others know' him with the same 
certainty as I do.’

“  ‘But how can you say not, in that 
undoubting way, Miss Hood? O f the 
two guns iound together in the other 
man’s flat one was Aubrey’s, and the 
gunshots Iound in the child’s throat 
fit Aubrey’s gun, not the other man’s; 
so Detective-Sergeant Barker was 
telling m e----- ’

“  ‘How can he know which of the
two is Aubrey’s gun?’ Hylda asked.

“  ‘Aubrey’s initials are on it!’
“  ‘Still, Aubrey would hardly have # ■

taken up a loaded gun for any reason. 
. . .  It may be that the other mans
initials are the same as Aubrey’s ----- ’

“ ‘It may be, of course.'
“  ‘And as to this other man,’ 

Hylda asked, ‘no trace of him yet?’ 
“ ‘None!’ I,aura spun round with a 

laugh, ‘he has disappeared from the 
face of creation as completely as 
Aubrey has. It strikes me that the 
pair o f them have been up to some­
thing, so both are in hiding,’

“  ‘Aubrey would not hide, I assure 
you, Miss O ’Donague,' replied Hylda.

“ Laura, looking contemplatively 
at her, remarked: ‘Do you know, I 
think wc are going to Ik* friends?’ 

“  ‘W c won’t be foes?’ asked Hvlda. 
“ ‘Let’s hope not. I am a ripping 

good hater.’
“ ‘And 1 am a good lover —  if I 

love. But will you tell me now every­
thing that you know?’

“ Laura, now sitting by Hylda's
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side, told how ‘the other man’ who
had vanished with Aubrey round that
street corner had taken the Hat in
Aubrey’s block o f buildings only two
days before the wedding day, and had
moved into it without waiting to have
the Hat rcpapcred. He had taken it in
the name o f ‘Hamilton Jones/ but it
had been ascertained by the police
that this was not reallv his name.
‘Jones’ had bought his furniture in
Tottenham Court Road only the day
before he moved into his new abode,
an abode whose hall door happened
to face Aubrey's; and whether this
‘Jones’ had taken that flat knowing
that Aubrey was there, or just by
chance, or what was the nature of the
relation between him and Aubrey,
remained all a mvsierv. As to the*
wounded child, she was a little maid 
of seven, o f an extraordinary beauty 
—  foreign, it was believed, since 
dark, and since she wore a diamond 
medallion of the Madonna about her 
throat, and as her costume was found 
to be luxurious in the extreme, it was 
doubted if  she really belonged to this 
‘Hamilton Jones/ whose furniture 
was cheap. There was no name on the 
child’s linen, only a bird in blue silk. 
She was then lying in St. George’s 
Hospital, had not yet spoken, but 
would recover; and Laura had thrice 
been to sec her.

“ To all which Hylda listened with 
her eyes on the floor, and then a sigh 
rose from the depths o f her; her 
pretty, broad face looked rather 
drawn and pale; and Laura, sitting by 
her, whispered:

“ ‘ Don’ t be too sad; wait, I’ll find 
him for you; it will be all right’ ; and 
she look a hand of Hylda’s, saying, 
‘What lovable hands you have. Miss 
flood —  Ilvlda! These warm little 
mortal hands, imperfect and dear: I 
am going to kiss this left one near the 
heart’ — she kissed it. mourning, 
‘ Don’ t grieve, don’ t grieve, my heart 
bleeds for you’ ; and playing with the 
hand; while Hylda smiled at her, she 
asked, What are these dents in the 
flesh oi the first and second fingers? 
—  Funny. . . . ’

“ ‘They arc due to rears of interval- 
stopping on the violin/ Hylda said.

“ ‘O f  course, that’s it. I have heard 
that v o l i  arc a virtuoso, and I demand 
to hear you soon. Are you still ai the 
College?’

“ ‘Nominally; but all that’s over 
for me now. I ’m afraid.’

“  ‘But why?’
“ ‘ M y fai her had no money to 

leave me, Miss O ’Donague: 1 shall 
have to earn my living.’

“ Up started Laura at this* dancing, 
clapping her palms, crying, ‘Oh, how 
jolly!’

“  ‘Hardly lor me.' said Ilvlda.
“  ‘For me, yes,' cried Laura. ‘For 

that means you living with me! Do 
you know, I dreamed it? Yes, one 
night: and here it is. come to pass. 
W hy, 1 want a companion! 1 have 
actually been inquiring----- ’

“  ‘Miss O ’Donague, you arc very 
go od----- ’

“  ‘Call me Laura this instant!’
“ Hylda looked at her with dimples 

in her smile, but said nothing.
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“  ‘Why, how jolly!’ cried Laura; 
‘just think, always to be together 
now, and we’ll talk of Aubrey all 
day, and be good to each other, and 
bear with each other, and read each 
other’s letters, and go incognito on 
sprees to Venice on our own, and 
down to Chinning —  did Aubrey tell 
you about Claiming?’

“ ‘He told me,’ said Hylda, 'and 
of that child lost down there. By the 
way, he had a most ludicrous story to 
tell me on the day before our wedding 
day about two men going to his flat 
and as good as charging him with 
having stolen the child. Has site been 
found, do you know?’

“  ‘ i think not.’
“  ‘Aubrey said that the two men 

entered his Hat and searched all 
through----- ’

“  ‘Ah?’ said Laura, smiling to her­
self with downcast eyes.

“  ‘Yes, and insisted that they had 
actually heard the child speaking in 
the flat.’

“ ‘Oh? . . . Poor old Aubrey! lie 
was in for it those few days, wasn’t 
her’

“ ‘Haven’t you heard anything o f 
this incident before?’

“  ‘Well, yes, I think 1 heard some­
thing of it from -  Barker,’ and Laura 
jumped up anew from the sofa, 
opened a hook on a table, looked at it, 
humming, cast it aside.

“  ‘She doesn’t invariably utter 
everything that site is thinking,’ 
thought 1 lylda; and she added aloud: 
‘To what could such a delusion of 
these officers have been due?’

“ Lauca pouted, asking: ‘How cau 
you be sure that it was a delusion ?’

“  ‘ Because there was no one at all 
in Aubrey’s fiat, so no one could have 
been heard in it!'

“  ‘ I see. But since Detective- 
Sergeant Barker vows that he heard 
the child with his own cars in the flat, 
what answer can be made to that? 
Maybe Aubrey saw the child down 
at Clanning, fell in love with her, for 
she was very pretty, and —  nicked 
her.1

“  ‘Miss O ’Donaguc,’ said Ilylda 
very gravely, ‘we seem to disagree on 
the subject of Aubrey; so perhaps we 
had better not talk, much o f him.’

“ ‘ Meaning that 1 am in love.’
“  ‘ Did 1 imply that? ’
“ ‘ You exhaled it. But when did 

Aubrey tell you about his little legacy? 
When did he say he was going to 
draw if? ‘

“ ‘He told me on the fourth day 
before the wedding day that he meant 
to draw it in two days’ time,’ answered 
Ilylda.

“  ‘So his birthday was two da vs be- 
fore the wedding d ay?1

“ ‘ Birthday? What has his birthday 
to do with it? ’

“ ‘So you don’t know —  he never 
told you —  that the legacy was to be 
paid on his birthday?’

“ T —  no —  you must be mistaken 
—  he never mentioned it.’

“ Hy Ida’s eyes were so large with 
scare anti amazement, that Laura 
leajred up laughing and could not help 
saying, ‘ What, arc t here things which 
Aubrey kept dark from you?’
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“ Hylda was dumb; spoke only with 
tier eyes, which dwelt upon Laura 
with reproach.

“  ‘There, now I have wounded 
you,’ said Laura ruefully, darting 
suddenly anew to her, ‘because I am 
an ungenerous mean beast who kicks 
when one is down. . . . Me forgot to 
mention it to you, that’s all. You arc 
so sensitive, so finely strung, and to 
bruise you is like trampling brutally 
upon a lute that breathes music to 
every breeze. . . . But, dear, it is so: 
he was to be paid on his birthdays, it 
was papa’s whim. When is his birth­
d a y ? ’

’’ i  —  don’t happen to know.’ said 
Hylda in a maze; ‘it must have been 
two days before the wedding day, 
since he said he was going to draw the 
legacy on that day.’

“  ‘No, it wasn’ t, then,’ said Laura 
decisively: ‘for the wedding day was 
in November, but it was not in N o­
vember that he rescued Papa in the 
car: and that day was his birthday. 
It was, if I remember right, an evening 
in March.’

“  ‘He said that that night was his 
birthday?’

“  ‘Aye *— told papa.’
“ ‘Then, that Was why he brought 

•me that specially large bouquet that 
Wednesday night. But why, why was 
he in black?’ Hylda wondered.

“ Laura, whirling a gold breloque 
about her forefinger, murmured, ‘It is 
curious that he never told you, or that 
you never asked him, as to his birth­
day!’

“Hylda said, ‘I have always had an

instinct o f anything which Aubrey 
did not wish to discuss, so never asked 
him that —  not directly, that is; 
twice indirectly 1 have: but fit* never 
mentioned it.’

“ But now, before she could say 
more, a footman, looking in, an­
nounced Detective-Sergeant Barker.

“  ‘ Don’ t go,’ Laura said to 1 Ivlda, 
‘ Barker and 1 are pals —  he says the 
Force missed something when 1 was 
born a woman.’

“ Barker came i n — a man who, 
though his grade in the polite was not 
high, would have received a telegram 
addressed to ‘Barker, London’ - or 
to ‘ Rob Roy, bis name among ihc 
cracksmen, others o f the ‘gentry’ 
naming him ‘Old Moore.’ bullish, 
forty, agile, he had an agreeable smile 
beneath his mustache, and a wary 
gaze out o f the tail ol his eye. His 
teeth seemed excellent, but three in 
front were false, to replace the three 
knocked forty degrees inward by the 
maulers of ‘ Fred the Freak,’ and that 
cheek-scar was from a stab by a ( ireck 
in a Soho club-raid. Since he had hat! 
occasion, some months before, to 
warn Laura with regard to her (at hers 
intimacy with the notorious Salva-4
dora Rosa, or La Rosa, he had seen 
her several times in respect to various 
phases of the same matter; and she, 
fascinated by the extraordinary ex­
istence which tltis man lived, had sat 
chin on fist to hearken to histones of 
his hundred and one disguises as cab- 
driver, or street-artist, or weak- 
minded curate, o f the clicking of the 
‘snips’ on the wrists of the Dresden
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bank-robbers, the Frameley forgers, 
famous ‘receivers,’ crib-crackers, of 
kind deeds done among'those beasts of 
society, and tiger-struggles on the 
stairs of benighted lairs. In he now 
came, bowing, hat in hand, and Laura 
in her frank way gave him her hand, 
saw him seated, saying:

“  ‘You already know Miss Hood of 
the vanished bridegrwm, Sergeant 
Barker? ’

“  ‘ I have that honor,’ says Barker.
“  ‘We were jusr talking,’ Diurn 

remarked, hand on hip, with her 
saucy air, her dark hair parted at the 
side —  ‘this iadv derides the idea that 
von heard anyone in Mr. Aubrey 
Sm iths fiat that day when, as you 
affirm, you heard the child in it.’

“  ‘A lady is invariably right,’ the 
detective admitted.

“  ‘ What did you hear the child say, 
if one may ask?’ Hylda demanded, 
paying no attention to his politeness.

“  ‘Surely you may ask, Miss I lood. 
There was little to he heard, you un­
derstand, with a thick door between, 
hut 1 distinctly heard a child utter 
the words: "Now that / am seven years 
o f  oi’c. As to that, I give you my 
wold.'

“ ‘How miraculous this tiling!’ 
Ilylda murmured. ‘There was no one 
in the flat!’

“ ‘ Mr. Aubrey Smith told you that, 
did he? ’ Barker asked.

“ ‘He told me of the incident, and 
did not tell me that there was anyone.’

“ ‘Negative evidence,’ Barker 
laughed. T o  me, now, he admitted 
that there was someone in the flat,

implying that it was a lady; hut then I 
heard the child, and knew who it was.’ 

“  ‘Lady, ’ Hylda breathed.
“ ‘You see now, Hylda — from 

Dtura: ‘a detective, like a lady, is 
invariably right, except when a de­
tective and a lady differ, and then 
both are sure to be wrong.'

“  ‘Did he — actually say that there 
was a lady? ’ Hylda asked.

“  ‘N o,’ said the detective, ‘but he 
looked, or tried to look, shy when we 
came to the locked door - ■

“ ‘Locked door5’ 11 y Ida’s eyes 
dropped.

“  ‘Ah, the incident of the locked 
door was never told you, 1 see,’ said 
Barker; ‘but it is well, Miss Ihxxf, for 
us all to know what’s what. I was 
allowed to look all through the flat, 
you see; but when it came to that 
locked room —  ah, that was another 
affair; and it was “ there's someone in 
there ’ in a whisper, with shy looks.* 

“ I.aura, standing against a cabinet 
with her arms spread out like or.e 
crucified, and her head thrown hack, 
looked down upon Hylda, contem­
plating her suffering; while Hylda, 
now quite gaunt, looked at the carpet.

“  ‘Never mind, dear,’ said Laura; 
‘ there’s some explanation.’

“ Suddenly Hylda flushed, and 
looking up with a smile, her eyes 
bravely met Laura’s, astshe said: I 
/(now that, Miss O ’Donaguc1; then, 
turning to Barker, she asked: ‘And 
you seriously believe. Sergeant Bar­
ker, that it was the lost child from 
Clanning that Mr. Smith had in that 
locked room?’
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“  ‘I beiieve that it was, Miss Hood, 
and I know that it was a child.’

“  ‘Then, what do you say has be- 
come of this child ? ’

“  ‘Ah, there now you ask one of the 
most difficult questions o f all in this 
extraordinary matter,’ said Barker. 
‘The house, o f course, was closely 
watched from that moment, and he 
never brought out the child —  that 
we know; nor is the child now in the 
building: vanished is the word —  
unless the child whom I heard in his 
flat is the same child whom he shot; 
but, then, the shot child is foreign. 
. . . B y  the way, that’s one of the 
questions 1 have to ask you now, Miss 
O ’Donague: you know little Ada 
Price, and you have seen the wounded 
child in hospital: do you not see a 
likeness between the two? ’

“  *lt did not strike me,’ Laura 
replied.

“  ‘Kindly look at little Ada’s 
photo,' said Barker, producing it, 
and Laura, looking at if, now said: 
‘Yes, I do rather see it now: only the 
wounded child is much more beauti­
ful.’

“  ‘Still, you notice that they arc 
alike. . . . And now. Miss O ’Dona- 
gue, I must next say to you what will 
be greatly against the grain.’

“ ‘O h ? ’ said Laura. ‘M y grain or 
yours?’

“  ‘Both our grains.'
44 ‘Ah, they both run the same way.

But I am dying to hear----- ’
“  ‘Well, the Home Office has is­

sued an order for the exhumation o f 
your father’s body.’

“ Laura stood pale, then darting 
three steps at him with a face of 
wrath, ‘You wouldn’t dare!* she 
breathed,

“  ‘Now, do not take it to heart,’ 
Detective-Sergeant Barker said gent­
ly. ‘I f  it could be avoided, it wouldn’t 
be done. Butin the circumstances----- ’

“  ‘What circumstances, pray, Ser­
geant? ’

“  ‘W hy, I have heard you hint 
yourself that he was poisoner!!’

“ ‘I was not in the least serious,’ 
Laura answered: ‘a natural death! So 
why is this outrage perpetrated?’

“ ‘No, don’t lake it to heart —  
think o f the circumstances: your 
father dies suddenly on the wav home 
from Mr. Aubrey Smith’s, where, as 
you yourself have told me, he had 
had something to drink; to Mr. 
Smith’s he had gone from Madame 
Rosa’s; to both Mr. Smith and to 
that lady, as we know, lie has left sums 
of money, so that both stood to profit 
by his deat h.

“ 'Oh, my poor Papa!’ Lturn 
mourned, falling into a sofa, her hands 
over her face.

“ But neither anger nor grid  could 
avail to change the process of the 
Government machine, and within 
some days, by the time Hylda's 
household effects had been sold, and 
Hylda hersell was a part ol Laura’s 
household, the disinterred coifin ol 
the old baronet lay open one Thursday 
morning in December under the eyes 
o f the responsible persons.

“ Never, maybe, did the eyes of 
men light on a wilder sight than those
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eyes that day, on a more woeful, on a 
more bewildering. They refused to 
believe their five wits! That sight 
seemed to be an evil dream that one 
feels to be a dream:

“ i.  The baronet’s throat was most 
brutally butchered right into the in ­
ner carotids, with gashes jagged as by 
some blunt cutter.

“ 2. His mouth was crowded full o f 
9ome substance resembling powdered 
glass.

“ 3. In his stomach was discovered 
enough prussic acid to kill thirty 
persons.

*'‘There.”  concluded my Uncle 
Quintus, “ I have now given you by 
my method of narration far more in­
formation than Detec live-Sergeant 
Barker had to go on at this point in 
the mystery. Indeed, 1 have provided 
you with sufficient clues to solve the 
problem, if you have the aptitude 
that you claim for such work. Tel! me 
now, before we go up to bed, what do 
you make of these strange affairs?”

It was a wild night, rags of gusts 
tormented the tapestries, the flicker 
only of the fire lighted us. M y uncle 
bent forward and applied a match to a 
three-branched candelabra. I arranged 
my few half-illegible notes on my knee 
and prepared to answer this formida­
ble query.

“ Uncle Quintus,” I said, “ as 1 see it, 
there are nine questions that need 
answering. If in each instance I sur­
mise right, 1 should reach the same 
conclusion —  the successful con­
clusion —  that you tell me Detective-

Sergeant Barker arrived at. Let me, 
first o f all, read you my questions. I 
will then attempt to answer them.

“ (1) What is the mystery of that 
‘strange and ominous date,' Aubrey 
Smith the First’s birthday?

“ (2) Who stoic the black-haired, 
seven-year-old, Welsh, Ada Price 
from Clanning?

“ (3) Was the O ’Donague poisoned 
when he died in his car?

‘‘ (4) Is any significance to be 
attached to the death of Davenport, 
the butler?

“ (5) Who is the black-haired, seven- 
year-old, French-speaking little girl 
found living with Aubrey Smith the 
Second in the squalid by-street near 
Russell Square?

“ (6) Who uttered the phrase ’Now 
that I am seven years o f age’ from 
behind locked doors in Aubrey Smith 
the First’s new flat?

“ (7) Which Auhrcy Smith shot the 
black-haired, seven-year-old, French- 
speaking little girl?

“ (8) What happened to the two 
Aubrey Smiths subsequent to their 
chase on the young painter’s wedding 
day?

“ (9) What is the explanation o f  the 
atrocities revealed by the exhuma­
tion o f the O ’Donague?”

e d i t o r ’s  n o t e : Why don't you too 
accept Unde Quintus's challenge? Can 
you deduce, determine —  or, yes, divine 
—  the answers to the nephew's nine 
questions? We use the word “ divine” 
advisedly, As a verb, “ divine” means to 
perceive through sympathy or intuition
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—  and (hat is perhaps what you will 
have to do to see all the truth behind Mr. 
Skid's riddle. Ear remember that M . P. 
Skid, that wonderful man, was unique: 
his “ cases fo r  deduction" were never 
cut-and-dried affairs, susceptible wholly 
to sheer and unadulterated logic. He 
always permitted a margin fo r imagina­
tion, As we once wrote o f Mr. Shicl's 
w orf he created a \ind o f rich and 
redolent romanticism; a kind o f bizarre 
bravado, fu ll o f famboyant and fan­
tastic felony, wild and wilful wdincss. 
Take all this into account: allow for  
Shielesque shenanigans, both in the use 
o f  the English language and in the con­
ception o f ideas. Only thus can you 
match wits with that strange man and 
savor his stories to the deep . . .

“ Now, Uncle, if you will permit, 1 
will expound. If it will nor irritate 
you, { will tabulate my answers in 
just the same manner as I have tabu­
lated my questions.

“ These are mv surmises. You can 
tell me, when 1 have done, exactly 
where l have gone astray.

“ (i) Aubrey Smith the First was 
born on the 29th ol February in D a p  
Year, and so only had a birthday every 
four years, which explains his despair 

. over Ids legacy (since£ 175 every four! h 
year would not he sufficient to marry 
on) and his appeal that his namesake 
should collect his money annually for 
him. On that Ibur-year birthday he 
wore mourning —  perhaps because 
his birth had cost his mother her life?

“ (2) Count PoldofPs emissaries 
stole Ada Price, since they had reason

I0 6  ELLERY QUEEN' S

to believe that she resembled the child 
they were searching for. Once the 
opporlunity presented itself, they 
intended substituting their prisoner 
for the O jmil’s daughter.

“ (}) The O 'D o n ag u e  was not pois­
oned when, 10 all appearance, In* died 
In his ear. 1 le was neither jxiisoned nor 
dead! was buried alive in a coma!

“ (4) The death oi Davenport, the 
butler, was a natural one; but there 
was a significance, 1 suspect, attached 
to it, a significance which I will ex­
plain in answering my last question.

“ {5) The black-haired, seven-year- 
old, French-speaking little girl living 
in squalor with Aubrey the Second 
was Count Poldolls daughter. Brought 
over by I,a Rosa lrout France, where 
for some years, no doubt, she had been 
educated and brought up as French 
in some obscure convent, she was en­
trusted by her mother to her agent, 
Aubrey Smith the vSecond. You will 
remember that La Rosa was abroad at 
the same time as tlie O ’ Donagues 
were in Italy; il was then, 1 think, 
that the child came to Ingland. The 
fact that her mother was financially 
nnbauissce explains 1 lie squalor, loo, of 
her agent’s circumstances.

"(/>) Aubrev Smith the First ut­
tered v\ow  that l am seven years of 
age' in his new flat uttered it to 
Luira, who, in her unconventional 
way, was visiting him. Fie had let her 
know dun fits birthday was the 2()th 
of February, and he meant by ‘now 
that l am seven’ that he had had seven 
birthdays - o r  rather six.

“ (7). Aubrey Smith the Second
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shot his little charge —  unintention­
ally. Aubrey Smith the First’s gun 
was unloaded when lie dashed up­
stairs to take it, to intimidate his 
betrayer. The child, no doubt, got 
shot in some scuffle between the two. 
The initialed gun, of course, belonged 
to Aubrey Smith the Second, being 
probably a relic of his British-Imfian 
Army days.

“ (8) Aubrey Smith the Second 
flying before Aubrey Smith the First 
made for Regent's Park and In Rosa. 
Here he found sanctuary, and his 
pursuer, coming upon him, was seized 
and imprisoned by man-servants of 
La Rosa.

“ (9) The atrocities on the body of 
the O ’Donague were sell-inflicted. 
Davenport the butler had placed in 
his master's coffin before interment a 
bottle o{ poison. The only significance 
of the butler’s death is that when the 
exhumation took place lie was not 
there to explain. Sir Phipps, I fancy, 
must once have been nearly buried 
alive in a coma, and so have made his 
old servant swear that whenever he

was being buried, he, the butler, 
would put poison in the coffin. Sir 
Phipps must have waked in the grave, 
drank the poison. In his agony he 
ground the glass o f the bottle in his 
teeth, and cut his throat with the 
broken glass. Barker may well have 
found a statement among the butler's 
papeis to the effect that the butler 
placed the poison there.

“ I think, Uncle, that these are the 
facts, which the police must have dis­
covered. Ilykla, I suppose, married 
her Aubrey the First when, on La 
Rosa’s mansion being searched, that 
young man was released. Count 
Poklolf recovered his daughter from 
the Hospital. Laura retired to C a n ­
ning and painting.”

M y Uncle Quintus looked at me 
approvingly. “ My boy,”  he said —  
and never before had he praised me so 
highly —  ‘‘you are right in nearly 
everything: I am pleased 10 note that 
you have the family brain, And now 
to bed. A cuneiform stele’s due from 
Khosabad tomorrow: you will.give me 
vour views on that.”
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