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Oswell Blakeston

i
D r . C urrie is the most extraordinary man I know. 
Those o f his friends who are mystical call him an adept 
— that is, a man with psychic powers beyond the norm ; 
the more material o f his friends are content to call him 
a scholar; and a few esoteric members o f the police 
force know him as a brilliant amateur solver o f 
mysteries. It was, o f course, to Dr. Currie that I 
went with my problem; an unusual puzzle, calling 
for a solution o f great discretion.

When I had the doctor planted in a chair facing 
me, I began my story and was relentless to the 
end:—

“  About a year ago I got into the train at Thornton, 
— (You know my mother lives there?) But I can’t tell 
you how surprised I was to see Manning in the 
carriage. He must have taken the train higher up 
the line, somewhere in the moor country. Moors 
and Manning don’t go together. He’s the sort o f 
fellow who, when drunk, thinks it rather smart in 
the middle o f Piccadilly Circus to kick the police
man.

“  ‘ Fancy,’ I overheard him saying once, ‘ I hacked 
the shins o f the jolly old policeman in the centre o f 
the world. Some distinction, what? ’

“  Personally, I loathe the brute and all his ilk. 
Women fall for what they call his flashing, hypnotic 
eyes— the fools! And there he was in a carriage 
o f one o f the smallest branch-line trains still run
ning, When he saw me, he got red a little in the 
fiicc

“  ‘ Hullo! ’ he said.
“  * H ullo! ’ I managed.
“  He sat surveying my disapproval, and I knew 

what the blighter was thinking. He made up such 
yarns himself on the slenderest pretext, that he was

T H E  M Y S T E R I O U S  F L U I D



12 THE MYSTERIOUS FLUID

wondering what kind o f scandal I would concoct 
about his presence in the train, unless he offered me 
an explanation.

“  ‘ You’ll never guess what I ’ve done,’ he suddenly- 
blurted out. ‘ I ’ve bought a cottage near St. Bride’s. 
I ’ve been thinking that the wife needs country air, 
and no traffic to get on her nerves.’

“  ‘ St. Bride’s ! ’ I expostulated, ‘ that’s the deadest 
hamlet in the universe! Besides, Manning, I thought 
Nora was superstitious; those moors are queer com
pany for anyone who isn’ t quite . . . who hasn’t got 
a full grip on herself.’

“  There was a forlorn cleric in one corner, who, 
at this point, pushed his face forward, and spoke in a 
tremulous voice, * Pardon me, sir, it wouldn’ t be 
MacWithers’ old cottage that you’ve bought? ’

“  Manning nodded.
“  ‘ In that case, sir, I must warn you.’
“  Manning glared, and asked, ‘ What the hell do 

you mean? ’
“  ‘ Well, sir,’ rejoined the parson, ‘ none o f the 

the owners have allowed me to exorcise that property. 
You know, in the days o f the old church there was 
an excellent law which made it imperative for a man 
to determine whether the estate he was buying was 
contaminated. I f  a proprietor imagines that he has 
exclusive right to his estate, he may reckon without a 
host o f devils who also exercise an exclusive title to 
the property.’

“  5 Fiddlesticks! ’ Manning exploded.
“  The priest rubbed his hands together, and said, 

mildly, ‘ Naturally, it’s very hard to ascertain whether 
the infernal powers have a claim on a piece o f land. 
But it is possible for knowledge to be derived indirectly 
from inquiries into the characters o f the owners for 
many centuries. I admit that it is presumptive rather 
than positive evidence; yet I should say that every 
man who has lived in that cottage has become cruel, 
and every woman has moped to death.’



“  This time Manning lost his temper. He struck 
his knee and cried, ‘ Damn it all, gentlemen! it seems 
that everyone knows my business better than I d o ! ’ 
He turned to the parson, ‘ My friend here may have 
given you the impression that my wife is scared o f 
goblins. She isn’t. There is only one thing about 
which she is obsessed. Once she fell off my yacht 
and was nearly drowned; now she has nightmares 
about suffocating under water. Apart from that, and 
the fact that she has to be wheeled about in a bath- 
chair, she is quite balanced, thank you. I must say, 
gentlemen, I went to a lot o f trouble to find the 
cottage at St. Bride’s ; because I know of no country 
for miles with so little open water around. Lakes, 
rivers, the sea— those are the things that frighten my 
wife.’

“  The priest sighed. I thought o f whispers that I 
had heard. Everybody knew that Nora was a drag 
on her husband after the accident, and the uncharit
able said that he would welcome a chance to be able 
to marry again.

“  Well, that train meeting was months ago. Timothy 
was the only man who knew Nora well enough to be 
able to invite himself down to St. Bride’s. Each time 
he went, he reported that her resistance was ebbing; 
she seemed to be moving unconsciously, appeared an 
automaton.

“  The end o f it all—was in the papers, yesterday. 
You saw it, maybe? How Manning decided to take 
his wife back to a London nursing-home. How she 
died on the branch-line, between two stations. She 
died—with every symptom of having been drowned. 
Her face was dry, and her clothes were dry. There 
are no lavatories on those little branch trains. The 
luggage was in the guard’s-van. Manning wasn’t 
even wearing an overcoat. It was the first journey 
o f the day, and the carriage had just been swept out. 
You see, no place in which to conceal enough water 
to drown anyone ! The guard, a kindly soul, had put

THE MYSTERIOUS FLUID 13
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his head into the carriage, at the stop before the one 
at which she was found dead. He swears that she 
was peacefully sleeping. Manning didn’t pull the 
communication cord. He says there wasn’t time. 
The fit came on so suddenly, and his first thought 
was to help her himself. Therefore, anything thrown 
down the bank, out o f the window o f the moving 
train, could not have buried itself in a hole. Super
intendent Deering, who happened to be taking a 
holiday in the district, intelligently set off at once to 
search the short length o f line. Why he should have 
been suspicious I don’t know, unless he took the same 
immediate dislike to Manning that I did. At any 
rate, how could Manning have introduced a pan of 
water into the compartment? ”

Dr. Currie looked at me, blankly. “  Is that all? ”  
he questioned.

“  Isn’t it enough? ”
“  Enough for suspicion, but no evidence.”
“  Hell,”  I grunted, “  you are letting me down. I 

thought with your black magic plus your rational 
mind you’d easily be able to suggest a way that the 
crime could have been executed?”

“  I could, easily. But what I can’t be certain about 
is whether a crime has been committed— at least 
one that is more than a moral crime. Again, 
you, my friend, I am sure have a theory o f your 
own. Before you lure me on, it’s your turn to 
theorise.”

I demurred for an instant, and then I plunged: 
“  It just crossed my mind that hypnotism might have 
been behind the tragedy. I mentioned Manning’s 
hypnotic eyes. It seems to me that he might have 
taken her to that cottage so that he could break her 
will, away from her friends. When the guard saw 
her sleeping, she might have been in a trance. When 
the train moved out o f the station, he might have 
willed her to experience the sensations o f a drowning 
woman? ”
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Dr, Currie beamed at me. “ Not bad,”  he said, 
“  not at all bad. But I, myself, don’t believe it was 
hypnotism, because a man or a woman hypnotises his 
or herself by inhibiting the mental processes o f certain 
centres o f the brain. I have yet to be convinced that 
you can hypnotise against the patient’s will; especially 
if you wranted to keep the patient in a trance while 
the spirit fought for survival. The instinct for self- 
preservation is stronger than any hypnotic command. 
Still, if  there has been a crime, you are very, very near 
the truth. Now listen while I read you a passage 
from this Life o f Mesmer”  He crossed to the book
shelf, and lifted down a volume from which he began 
to read:—

“  He used mesmeric baquets or troughs filled with 
bottles o f water and iron filings, around which stood 
rows o f patients holding iron rods issuing from the 
troughs, the subjects being tied to each other by 
cords or by joining hands. Perfect silence was 
maintained, soft music was heard, and remarkable 
effects were obtained. Some patients wrere con
vulsed, and had to be taken away to a padded room, 
against the walls o f which they might knock their 
heads without injury. Some patients became affec
tionate and embraced each other, others fell into 
fits o f immoderate laughter, shrieking, or tears. 
The convulsive agitation frequently lasted for hours, 
and according to the account o f an eye-witness, 
these symptoms were preceded or followed by a 
state o f languor or dreaminess, by a species o f 
depression and even by stupor.

“  Mesmer, w earing a coat o f lilac silk, walked up 
and down amid this agitated crowd in company 
with Deslon and his associates, whom he chose for 
their youth and comeliness. Mesmer carried a 
long iron wand, with which he touched the bodies 
o f the patients, and especially the diseased parts. 
Often laying aside the wand, he magnetised the



patients with his eyes, fixing his on theirs and 
applying his hands to the hypochondriac region 
and to the lower part o f the abdomen.”

“  Why ! ”  I protested, when Dr. Currie had finished, 
“  all that sounds very like hypnotism to me.”

“  My dear boy! ”  he corrected, “  mesmerism is not 
hypnotism. Hypnotism deals with a state o f passivity 
on the part o f the subject; mesmerism deals with an 
actual force. The force has been granted by such 
chemists as Boyle and Homberg, and by the master, 
Newton. Masseurs and osteopaths carry on the old 
‘ manual work ’ without being aware o f its profounder 
significance. I see what you are thinking, my boy: 
this is only talk and confusing talk. Very well, I ’ll 
give you a demonstration.”

He stretched out his hand, and rang the bell. I 
admit to having been somewhat scared.

I asked, awkwardly, “ You don’t want to use me 
as a subject? ”

He replied, “  I want you to watch.”
Martha, the doctor’s housekeeper, shuffled into the 

room.
“  Martha,”  he suggested, “  I would like to re

peat that little experiment we tried two years 
a g o ? ”

She answered grudgingly, “  I guess I lived through it 
last time, so I might as well make a fool o f myself 
again.”

“  G ood ! ”  said the doctor.
He placed Martha in a chair, and sat opposite her, 

foot against foot, knee against knee. He raised his 
hands above his head. Holding his fingers in 
pyramidal formation, he passed his hands from the 
woman’s head, over her shoulders, down to her feet. 
He performed this five times, and he had every appear
ance o f exerting the utmost concentration. After the 
completion o f the fifth movement, the housekeeper’s 
eyes closed. The doctor withdrew the contact o f his

16 THE MYSTERIOUS FLUID
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hands, and made several long and slow passes in the 
air in front o f his subject, always moving his hands 
in a downward direction.

He said, “  She is now completely mesmerised!”  
He got to his feet and made for the door, beckoning 

me to follow him. He led me to his laboratory, where 
he picked up a couple o f test-tubes. Without uttering 
a syllable, he handed them to me. Next, he took two 
bottles from the shelves. He let me read the labels: 
one contained alcohol, the other a sulphate o f spartein. 
He poured the alcohol into the tube in my left hand, 
and the spartein solution into the tube in my right 
hand. Still without a word o f explanation, he con
ducted me back to the sitting-room, where the house
keeper remained motionless in her chair. He took 
the tube o f alcohol, and placed it on the woman’s neck. 
The effect was rapid and marked. Martha swallowed 
hard. She tried to rise from her chair, but fell back 
into it. Then she seemed to be on the point of 
vomiting. Dr. Currie removed the tube, and handed 
it back to me. After waiting a few seconds (I imagined 
to allow the patient to recover from the first phase), 
he took the tube from my right hand and placed it 
against her neck. The veins o f Martha’s neck 
started to swell, her face purpled, the eyes became 
dull, her respiration laboured. The doctor removed 
the tube and handed it to me.

“  Take these back to the laboratory, and throw 
the contents down the sink.”

When I rejoined him in the sitting-room, he was 
making passes over Martha in the reverse direction—  
from her feet up to her head. Soon she opened her 
eyes.

Dr. Currie spoke to her quietly and courteously, 
“  Thank you very much; you have been very helpful. 
Are you all right, now? ”

She said, “  Yes, thank you,”  smiled a little vacantly, 
and went out o f the room with a suspicion o f a 
wobble.
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“ No,”  intimated the doctor, answering my 
thoughts, “  she won’t experience any deleterious 
after-effects. I gave her the command to feel re
freshed and rested by her mesmeric sleep. It’s only 
the novelty o f the business that puts her off her 
balance for a bit. Now you see what a profound 
effect you can exercise over the system of a person who 
is mesmerised. The higher senses come into play, and 
they react through an intensified perception unknown 
to us in our ordinary lives.”

“  Stop! ”  I almost shouted; “  if  water had been in 
one o f those tubes? ”

“  Exactly. I spared Martha water, because drown
ing is particularly unpleasant. But, you saw the 
alcohol make her drunk and the spartein solution 
poison her; can you doubt that water would pro
duce the symptoms o f drowning? And a test-tube 
o f water could be slipped into the vest pocket. 
And mesmerism brings into play a real force 
which can be directed against someone, whatever his 
will.”

I interrupted, “  I f  the tube were held long enough 
against the flesh, death would follow? ”

“  Assuredly.”
“  But,”  I panted, “  what can we do about 

i t ? ”
“  Nothing, my dear boy, nothing. It is not for us 

to judge; but you may be sure that if a man has 
sinned he will pay bitterly for his transgression, in 
this life or another.”

2

It was not till six months later, when Manning 
announced his engagement to Julia Preston, that I 
determined that the business o f Nora’s death could 
not be allowed to rest. Julia was such a lovely, simple 
girl, that I could not bear to think o f her married to the



man, if he was what I feared he was. I rang up 
Dr. Currie. At first he refused to interfere. After
wards, sensing the genuineness o f my anxiety, he 
asked me if it would be possible for me to invite 
Manning to his place. I said I thought not, but I 
also declared that I was ready to “  bring ”  him.

So it happened that, the next afternoon, when 
Manning walked down his front-door steps and turned 
into a side-street, he was abruptly surrounded by 
three hefty lads. A  closed car, with drawn blinds, 
was waiting by the kerb. It all happened so quickly 
that Manning had not time to struggle before he 
found himself inside the saloon: and by then Pat (a 
trusted friend o f mine) already had a handkerchief, 
dipped in chloroform, beneath his nostrils; while 
Rodney (another friend) and I had achieved a firm 
purchase on his arms and legs. We kept him under 
till we got to the house. I must, in justice to all 
parties, mention that Pat is a medical student. We 
half carried him into Dr. Currie’s parlour. Nobody 
was in the road; and if they had been they would 
not have thought it strange to see a man being assisted 
into a doctor’s house.

Dr. Currie had made all preparations. Martha 
had already been mesmerised. We arranged Man
ning in a chair, with the assistance o f some stout 
straps. The doctor gave him a draught to clear his 
head; then we adjusted a gag.

“  Manning,”  I said, when I saw that he was con
scious enough to follow me, “  no harm will come to 
you directly through what we are doing. All we 
want is to show you a little experiment, which we 
think may interest you. As it is an experiment in 
mesmerism, the doctor is anxious that we should all 
hold a small stone in our mouths. I confess I don’t 
completely comprehend this, but I suppose it is 
something to do with the generating o f mesmeric 
force. Now will you be good and not bite when 
I put the pebble in your mouth? You must realise

THE MYSTERIOUS FLUID 19



2 0 THE MYSTERIOUS FLUID

that we could retaliate pretty effectively. There, 
I ’ll just push it up, under the bandage, so. Don’t 
swallow it, for your own sake. Ready, doctor.”

Dr. Currie looked slightly embarrassed, and he 
addressed himself to all o f us rather than to Manning. 
He indicated Martha.

“  This lady I have put into a mesmeric slumber. 
She is now en rapport with me.”

Dr. Currie then repeated the experiments he had 
previously shown me.

During his curious performance, I had been studying 
Manning’s face. He wasn’t betraying himself. Cer
tainly, he appeared furious; but that might be a 
very natural fury. Dr. Currie suddenly announced, 
“  Gentlemen, may I have your stones? The experi
ments are over.”

We each handed him the pebble we had held in 
our mouths.

I secured the stone from Manning by saying, 
“  Come on, it’s all over now. We’ll soon let you go 
home.”  Really, I was considerably disappointed. 
As I passed Manning’s pebble to Dr. Currie, I 
whispered, “  Aren’t you going to tax him with his

* T 5)crime r
He moved the stones in his hand, and replied, “  It 

won’t be necessary. The pebbles have told me that 
he is guilty. I f  you gentlemen will wait in the hall and 
leave Mr. Manning with me, I will be with you in 
under half an hour.”

In twenty minutes the doctor came from his 
sitting-room.

“  Here you are,”  he said to me, “  this is his 
written confession. It’ll be ample to show it to 
your friend, Miss Preston. He’s had his lesson at 
last.”

I whistled. “  How on earth did you get it? ”
Dr. Currie actually winked. “  I told you that mes

merism, unlike hypnotism, is a force, and can be used 
as such.”
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I grinned, “  That’s swell! you see . . . you 
see, if things had gone wrong I was hoping you 
could suggest a way to make him forget the whole 
incident.”

“  As things are,”  the doctor replied, “  it is better 
that he does not forget his lesson. You boys had 
better take him home, now; you’ll find him quite 
docile.”

“  I say,”  Pat suddenly expostulated, “  is all this 
absolutely the game? I mean to say, when the chap 
is in a trance, might he not have said something just 
because it was your will? ”

The doctor became serious. “  It wouldn’t have 
been fair,”  he allowed, promptly, “  if  I hadn’ t known 
that he was guilty. The stones told me that.”  

Rodney demanded, superciliously, “  More magic? ”  
“  Not magic, young man— but the mysterious fluid! ”  

replied Dr. Currie, brightly. “  A  guilty man, at the 
moment o f test, inhibits his salivary glands. In spite 
o f his outward composure, Manning didn’t feel any 
too easy when I started to talk about mesmerism. 
The stones you young men held in your mouths were 
all moist; Manning’s was quite dry! ”

Thomas Burke

T H E  G O L D E N  G O N G

T he friends o f Tommy Frang, if asked what sort of  
fellow he is, will tell you that— oh, he’s just an 
ordinary, likeable, middle-aged fellow; no nonsense 
about him. But if you press them for any dis
tinguishing characteristic, they will admit that there
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is just one thing about him that puzzles them; that 
is, that he can never pass a gong in a hotel or private 
house without furtively striking it and listening to its 
note with an air o f awaiting a revelation. As an 
adult and a man o f orderly and sensible habits, he 
has confessed that the act is futile and that he expects 
nothing from it; it has become a perfunctory habit, 
like Samuel Johnson’s habit o f touching all the posts 
in Fleet Street. But it is a habit which some inner 
and regrettably capricious force will not allow him 
to break; its roots are set too deep in reality and 
significance. They are set in the only essential reality 
— the reality o f childhood. As we grow, we learn; 
but the things we truly know, the things that are the 
core o f our being, are the things we have never learnt 
-—the things we knew when we scarcely knew that 
we were alive. We do not believe these things. We 
know them. Here is what Tommy once knew about 
a gong.

When he was ten years old, Tommy was living in 
Limehouse, in one o f those streets which housed an 
overflow o f the Chinese from their two main streets 
— Pennyfields and the Causeway. These Chinese, as 
a sprinkling o f foreigners in a street o f Londoners, 
stood out and caught his young attention and held it. 
He fell into a way o f shadowing them, and following 
them into their own streets. He was by circumstances 
solitary and by nature shy. He could not readily get 
on with his schoolmates; he was so much quieter and 
older o f character. It was therefore natural that he 
should turn from those o f his own age to grown-ups; 
natural, too, that after a time his shyness should drive 
him from the grown-ups o f his own people to those o f 
another race. From following the Chinese into their 
own streets he came to be noticed by them, and he 
found that among them he could be at ease. He 
found that his shyness passed without comment or 
was accepted as characteristic o f the English boy.
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He found that he was not judged or compared or put 
at a loss by them. In these streets he felt free from 
the demands o f inhibitions and contemporary stan
dards. He was accepted as himself, with the result 
that among them he was not shy. And there were no 
nagging or harassed or exasperated people here—no 
complaining voices or harsh gestures. All was cool 
and suave and imperturbable.

So he came to spend all his spare hours among 
them. He wandered along their streets, and hovered 
about their shops, and soon made friends with them, 
and was given the entry to their rooms. As a small 
child, regarded casually as an adopted mascot, he 
was allowed to go where he would, in and out, 
upstairs and downstairs, and to sit among them 
without rebuke.

In a short time he knew more o f the Chinese and 
their ways than he knew o f the ways o f the people o f 
his own streets. He liked their ways. He liked 
their faces, and he liked their high voices, and liked 
to hear them talk in their bubbling Cantonese. It 
sounded to him more like comic songs than serious 
talk. He became wise in the affairs o f the colony. 
His real life became identified with it, and the daily 
life o f his own home was no more than a background 
to it. He knew the names o f a score o f them and 
their characters. He knew who were generous and 
who were mean; who were prosperous and who were 
poor. He knew who liked whom, and who hated 
whom. He knew where they came from and where, 
at some fortunate time, they planned to go. And he 
heard stories— casual stories o f business and trouble, 
o f death and revenge, and strange happenings in 
far-away hills— anecdotes o f everyday; but to him 
they were more wonderful and terrible than anything 
in the Arabian Nights or Gulliver. Before he was 
nine he knew much more about China than his 
school-teacher had even read. He could not relate 
or compare this knowledge. It was pure and barren
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knowledge, akin to the cramming o f a dull student, 
without utility or significance. But he enjoyed 
possessing it and enjoyed adding to it.

At half a dozen shops and two or three lodging- 
houses he was admitted with smiles, and o f all these 
places his favourite was a little store in the Causeway. 
He grew to love this narrow street. It is a bitter
smelling street. Its air holds the true smack o f Asia; 
the spirit that lives in it is radiant, gracious, delicate 
and utterly unhuman. But to the boy it was a street 
o f human delights. It was so different from the 
streets o f his regular life that he could not perceive 
its grotesquerie and its chill; he could see it only as 
a street that he would like all streets to be. Very 
little ever happens in this street, but it is a street 
where anything, however fantastic, might happen. It 
is the right setting for the odd and the peculiar, and 
if it be approached in the right temper the odd and 
the peculiar will sometimes emerge from it. It was 
something o f this sort that Tommy’s temper struck 
from it ; something so odd and peculiar that it 
coloured the whole o f his life.

Every evening after school he would wander into it 
and make for the little store, and there he would 
prowl about a more enchanting and bewildering 
Wonderland than any Christmas Bazaar he had ever 
seen. It was so enchanting that it became a worry to 
him. His mind was agitated by the thought that he 
might have to go away, or the shop might be shut up, 
before he had made full exploration o f all its massed 
delights. It was an Ali Baba Cave. There were 
ginger jars o f all colours, and banners with precepts 
inscribed in gold. There were curious foods and 
exciting sweets. There were tea-pots in scarlet 
cradles. There were boats and towers and houses in 
ivory and coral and soapstone and crystal. There 
were exquisite trifles in jade. There were paper 
lanterns with green dragons and yellow lions and 
purple serpents. There were gay vases and fearful
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masks and brilliant boxes. There were coloured tea- 
chests. There were red papers bearing queer draw
ings and signs which the boy studied stroke by stroke. 
There were mis-shapen musical instruments, o f one 
and o f twelve strings. There were idols and dolls 
and love-amulets, and fly-whisks o f blue and yellow. 
There were little tobacco pipes and gorgeous water- 
pipes, and the tiniest tea-cups. All the exhibition 
junk that white visitors might be expected to buy.

But its chief glory was hidden upstairs.
Its chief glory was a huge golden gong.
Tommy had made many visits to the store before 

he discovered the gong, but once he had discovered it, 
he could not keep away from it. Against its glory 
all the assorted treasures o f the shop shrivelled into 
the ordinary. It was a more desirable toy than any 
o f the things he had ever coveted—bicycles, kites, 
trains, pistols, magic-lanterns, humming-tops, boats. 
It was more gorgeous, more exceptional, inexhaustibly 
interesting, more— or so it seemed— more alive and 
responsive.

It hung in a frame o f red wood in old Foo’s private 
room, and it was the king o f the room. Indeed, it 
was the room. It claimed all the light and seemed to 
claim all the space. There were other things in the 
room, but under the august gleam o f the gong they 
did not dare to assert themselves. All that the visitor 
saw was the gong. It was o f a rich autumn gold, and 
its face was damascened with dragons and lilies and 
peacocks. In that small room it appeared three times 
larger than it was; it seemed to be trying to burst 
out o f the room in fierce resentment at the confine
ment in an attic o f such blaze and power. But when 
it was made to speak there was nothing o f anger or 
resentment in its tones. In its tones, which circled 
the room like visible rays o f liquid gold, rang a 
memory o f all sweet things. They held honey and 
cream and wine. They held the dark reek o f 
laudanum. They held plaintive song. They held
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porcelain and amber, velvet and silk and pome
granates. They held figs and lotus seeds; purple 
rugs and pearls and roses. They held ambrosial 
herbs. They had the roundness o f ripe plums. In 
the moment o f percussion its golden throat opened 
in a plush roar that evoked images o f the opulent 
and the sumptuous, o f the Violet Town and the For
bidden City and the Temple o f Heaven. As this 
plangent tone rippled and declined, it evoked the 
suave and the perfumed, until its last tremblings dis
solved into whispers o f fleeting and fantastic forms 
so fragile that nothing palpable could illustrate 
them.

But behind all these ideas, and perceptible only 
when its last vibrations had perished, hung a hint o f 
the uneasy; an image o f something desiccated and 
austere and terrible. Not o f anger, but something 
colder than anger, a disembodied potency as abstract 
in its action as the sea.

Something o f this Tommy perceived, because he 
often told old Foo that it wasn’t an ordinary gong; 
it was a magic gong. Each time he played upon it, 
which he sometimes did for an hour— old Foo was 
serenely tolerant o f noise— he was aware o f indulging 
in a secret delight; a delight which he not only could 
never bring himself to share with another, but could 
not even mention to another. It was his gong and 
his delight. Nobody must know about it. He 
hugged it as closely to himself as a sin. He did not 
know why he should have this feeling, and being ten 
years old he was not concerned to question it. At 
that age, feelings are feelings and experience is 
experience, to be taken as literally as food. But he 
did know that often, when the gong had trembled 
into silence after the mightiest blow he could give it, 
he too was trembling. He did know that the sonorous 
waves o f its voice awoke in him strange emotions 
which until then had been sleeping unknown to him. 
They stirred in him ideas o f cruelty which were as
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instinctive as his personal horror o f cruelty. Its veiled 
utterance o f the spectral and the forbidden fascinated 
his essential human side while it repelled his healthy 
animal side. In its reverberations hovered the spirit 
that hovers in the Causeway—radiant, gracious, 
delicate and utterly unhuman. They held echoes o f 
all the stories he had heard in the quarter, and they 
put into his mind all manner o f ideas. Some o f 
them he felt were wrong and some o f them he did not 
understand; but all o f them, as they touched his 
mind, left a thrill. Sometimes these ideas were 
warm and pleasant; often they were cold and 
demoniac.

It was because o f this that the word “  magic ”  
came to him when talking to Foo. Not only were 
there magical things in its music; it looked magical. 
In the evenings, as he entered the room, it hung in 
the dusk like a great yellow face on which the fall o f 
light and shadow made the features. It looked to 
him as the Face o f God might look. He amused 
himself with the fancy that it was a god— his god. 
Very soon he became its devotee. Often, when he 
had wished that something pleasant might happen, or 
something unpleasant not happen, he had added to 
his nightly prayers a promise to God that he would do 
something specially pleasing to God if God would 
look after this little matter for him. I f  God would 
grant his prayer, he would go to church three times 
every Sunday, and stop using bad words, and give 
all his foreign stamps to the boy next door. But he 
had never noticed any response to these generous 
offers o f his, and now that he had the gong he ceased 
to add his personal pleas to his formal parrot-prayers. 
He took them to the gong. He made it the repository 
o f his secrets and his hopes. I f  he did not actually 
pray to it, he told it what he wanted, and as it was a 
heathen god he felt relieved from any necessity o f 
making it rash promises. Without talking to it he 
told it all about himself. He would sit before its great
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gold face and commune with it. He told it things 
that he would never have whispered to a living 
person. He told it all the things that itself had 
evoked in his mind. All his imaginings, common
place and queer, he poured into the rippling waves 
o f its music. He invented little mad stories for 
himself and the dragon and the peacock which 
decorated its face; stories that delighted him and, at 
the thought o f their becoming known to others, gave 
him a hot sense o f shame.

Now, on a certain night, after he had played many 
times upon the gong, he sat before it and begged it to 
grant him his dearest wish. He begged it to use its 
power to let him find a friend. A real friend. 
Somebody he could trust and who would trust him; 
somebody he would like and who would like him; 
somebody who would understand him and whom he 
would understand; somebody he could send little 
presents to, which would be treasured; somebody 
who would mean Everything to him. He did not 
firmly believe that the gong could give him what he 
wanted, and he did not disbelieve. His attitude was 
as open as that o f the people in Sunday-morning 
church reciting the Lord’s Prayer. His praying to 
the gong was something he liked doing; a thrilling 
ritual; and he did it with fervour.

Well, he had made this prayer for a real and perfect 
friend nine times when, on a certain marvellous night, 
the gong answered him. He was playing with the 
gong as usual, and was standing as it were in a 
shower o f golden sound, when he became aware, 
through the greater sound, o f a tiny rustling and o f 
an instant warmth in the room. He looked round 
and there, on the bottom step o f the stairs leading to 
the second floor, stood a young woman— a young 
Chinese woman not much taller than himself. Her 
face was round and o f the hue o f apricots. Her eyes 
were long. Her lips were red and smiling. She wore 
a long, full-sleeved jacket o f bright green silk, sprigged
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with pink flowers, a black silk skirt, and an amber 
scarf. Her flat black hair was dressed with a green 
comb.

Tommy stared. His first look was enough to fill 
him with a dumb sense that he was in the presence 
o f beauty; and thereafter he stared. He had never 
known that anybody so lovely as this lady lived in 
that house. He knew the two men-lodgers, but he 
had heard no word from Foo o f a lovely lady. He 
concluded that she must be the wife o f one o f the 
lodgers, and that she seldom went out, or perhaps had 
arrived that day on one o f the boats. But her clothes. 
He had never anywhere, even in this queer street, 
seen such gorgeous and fantastic clothes. The men 
wore English lounge suits or jackets and trousers o f 
canvas or dungaree, and the only two old women o f 
the quarter he had seen wore black English costumes. 
Perhaps this was the special indoor costume o f a very 
well-off lady, or perhaps she was giving a party, and 
this was evening dress or fancy dress. He did not 
know, and it was only a tiny corner o f his mind that 
was debating the matter. The main part o f his 
dazed being was absorbed in looking at her and in 
returning her smile. He did not find her grotesque, 
as other boys might have done; he found her lovely, 
and he found himself tingling with a warm-cold thrill 
at sight o f her.

For some throbbing seconds they stood thus while 
the last ripples o f the gong’s voice died on the air; 
then she left the stairs and came into the room. She 
pushed the door behind her and came towards him 
and looked down at him. From out o f her long sleeve 
came a slim hand. She put it gently on his head, and 
moved his head backward, so that he stood looking 
straight up at her. With the touch o f her hand a new 
thrill went through him— a thrill o f contentment and 
warmth and intimacy. From the moment when he 
heard the rustling o f her skirt the little incident had 
taken but a few seconds; yet he felt that he had
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been a long time with this strange lady; that he 
knew her and that she knew him.

So they stood, each looking at the other, and to 
Tommy this looking was as though they were talking. 
One or two words were, indeed, spoken, but after that 
they lived in silence, since neither knew the other’s 
tongue. She touched herself with a gesture that 
seemed to him as sweet as her smiles, and said: “  Sung 
Sing.”  She pointed to him and questioned with her 
face. He said: “  I ’m Tommy.”  She said: “  Toh- 
me,”  and he smiled. He said: “ Sung Sing,”  and 
she smiled. In a corner, at right angles to the gong, 
was a shabby old divan. She put an arm about him, 
and led him to it, and sat down, and held him before 
her so that his face was level with hers. She looked 
at him with gentle, rapt eyes. She seemed to be 
worshipping him. Then, from the folds o f her jacket 
she brought out a little box o f soft Chinese sweetmeat. 
She broke a piece and put it in his mouth. It was a 
luscious sweet, rich with flavours new to him. This 
little touch having made them familiar, he reached 
out to the box, broke off another piece, and did as 
she had done— put it in Sung Sing’s mouth. She 
laughed as she took it, and he laughed, and from the 
moment o f their mutual laughter all that he did was 
impulsive. He was no more self-conscious or shy than 
the rowdiest o f his schoolmates. He existed in a kind 
o f electric daze. When she took one o f his hands and 
stroked it, with an air o f benediction, he moved close 
to her knees and put up his other hand and stroked 
her face. He did not know why he did this; he did 
not even know that he was doing it. He only knew 
that bliss had come to him, and that the touch o f this 
lovely lady’s face to his hand went through him like 
— like— he could think o f nothing then to liken it to, 
but later he found the word music.

And then he was no longer aware o f time. It was 
only when he noted that the room was growing darker 
that he found himself in her arms and sitting on her
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lap. She was crooning to him and caressing him 
and smiling to him, and his face was resting on her 
shoulder in such content as he had never known. 
Not until the room was quite dark was he recalled to 
his other life, and then he knew that he must have 
spent four hours there, that he would be late home, 
that there would be questions and nagging. He 
moved reluctantly from her arms. Nothing now was 
less inviting than his home and his other life, but that 
life had fixed its peremptory demands upon him, and 
his obedience to them was automatic. He would 
have liked to stay with her for ever, but he knew 
that he dare not.

He got up and pointed sadly to the window and the 
door, and Sung Sing nodded. She bent to him and 
softly kissed his cheek and pressed her face to his, and 
he returned the kiss many times, fervently and 
innocently. She stood back from him for a moment 
or so, holding both his hands. Then with a little 
laugh she opened the door, and he went out. On 
the landing he turned and smiled. He made some 
clumsy signs by which he tried to convey that he 
would return next evening. She seemed to take his 
meaning; she nodded and smiled and waved a little 
hand. He reached his home in a mood o f sadness, 
bewilderment and ecstacy. He answered the chal
lenges o f his doings by involved lies about having 
gone for a walk and got lost. He did not know that 
he was speaking the truth.

That evening was the opening for him o f the richest 
and most beautiful experience o f his life. Nothing 
o f it can be recaptured by words or by hints o f words. 
Its essence was the poetry behind the poem; the 
unsayable. He knew then what he has never known 
since— complete harmony with life. His hours with 
Sung Sing were a realisation o f all that we attempt to 
convey in the worn word paradise; our selves being 
nothing but ourselves. Every little act in that room,
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every tiny movement o f her hands, every little thing 
that they did together, he remembers clearly today. 
Each act and movement seemed to be charged with 
a separate life and significance. He can recall today 
every evening o f the many evenings he spent with 
her, and can recall everything that was done, minute 
by minute, in each evening. It was like a recital 
o f music in which each little motion was an instru
ment, each minute a stave, and each evening a 
sonata.

There was the melting silk o f her jacket and the 
warmth of her body. There were her liquid endear
ments— her whisperings in Chinese answering his 
whisperings in English. There was the touch o f her 
hand on his, and their communications by hands and 
smiles. And there were her long eyes looking right 
into his. This was their closest communion. They 
would sit in this manner by the half-hour, until his 
whole being was resolved into his two eyes, and those 
two eyes were living their life in the lake o f Sung 
Sing’s eyes. He never troubled to wonder whether 
any o f the queer things done in that room were right 
or wrong. It was all so blissful and perfect, and 
seemed so natural, that so dull a question never 
entered his mind. Years later he viewed the matter 
with his adult and informed mind, and judged it, 
and having judged it was moved to wonder why and 
for whom ethical standards were introduced to the 
world.

Throughout that winter this secret and bizarre love 
affair persisted. He cherished it as a fearful joy. 
He lived only for the evenings. During the dull day 
he cheered himself by anticipation, and the moment 
school was over he would race to the Causeway. If, 
by some family circumstance or enforced duty, such 
as running errands, he could not go there after school, 
he would make a furtive bolt from the house in the 
evening. On three occasions, when affairs prevented 
a visit, and he had no chance o f slipping out unseen,
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he c lim b ed  at his e igh t-o ’ c lock  bed tim e ou t o f  his b ed 
room  w in dow , regardless o f  reprim and or  punishm ent. 
A n d  as soon  as he was in o ld  F o o ’ s room , he w ou ld  
ban g  on  the gon g , and ban g and ban g, until Sung 
S ing cam e d ow n  from  upstairs and they resum ed their 
strange com m u n ion .

But beau ty  can n ot live w ith  us for ever. Beauty 
visits us, but, lest w e forget its w on d er in  its fam iliar 
presence, it w ill n ot stay. It  com es like the rose and 
passes like the rose, and w e are fortunate i f  it leaves 
us the dry  perfum e o f  p o t pourri.

I t  d id  n ot stay lon g  w ith  T om m y . Before he was 
eleven it was gon e , and it w ent as instantly as it had 
com e.

H e  was passing through F o o ’s shop on e  evening 
and abou t to  slip upstairs, w hen F oo  spoke to 
him .

“ Y o u  like very m uch  m y gon g— h ee?  ”
“  Yes. I  love  the gon g . But I love  the Chinese 

lady better.”
“  T h e  Chinese la d y ?  ”
“  ’M . Sung S ing.”
“ Sung S in g? O h .”  F oo  turned to look  at a 

friend w h o was sitting in a corner, drinking tea, and 
the friend returned the look  w ith  a screw ing o f  the 
eyes.

“  Yes— the Chinese lady that lodges upstairs. She’ s 
love ly .”

F oo  looked  at the friend again. “  Sung Sing. 
O h , yes.”  H e  turned to the counter and re-arranged 
som e o f  the boxes. “  O h , yes. Y o u  have been  
p laying in  Sung S ing ’s r o o m ?  ”

“  N o . I  haven ’ t been  to her room . She’s upstairs 
on  the second  floor. I  haven ’ t been  there. She 
com es d ow n  to see m e in the room  w here the gon g  is.”

“  O h , yes. I  see. I  understand. Yes. . . . A re  
you  goin g  up  to  talk to her n o w ?  ”

“ Yes. She always com es d ow n  w hen she hears__ _ >> m e.
B
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“  A h . Yes. I  w ill com e  w ith  you . I  have a 
m essage for h er .”

“  O h _____ A lr ig h t.”
T o m m y  had  n ot anticipated this. H e  d id  n ot w ant 

o ld  F oo  pottering abou t w hile they w ere together. 
Sung Sing m eant noth ing to  h im  unless he cou ld  b e  
a lone w ith  her. H e  h op ed  o ld  F oo  w ou ld n ’ t stay 
lon g  over his message.

As they reached  the first floor, he turned to F oo . 
“  Y o u  go in g  u p  to  h er?  ”

“  N o . I  w ill w ait here until she com es d ow n .”
“  O h . . . . A lright. She’ ll b e  d ow n  w hen she 

hears m e p lay  the g on g .”  H e  w ent in to  the little 
room , took  up  the gong-stick, and gave the g on g  a 
valiant bang. “  She’ ll b e  d ow n  in  a m inute, I  
exp ect.”

F oo  m oved  to  the m idd le  o f  the room , and stood 
w ith  his face tow ards the d oor. T o m m y  attacked 
the gon g  and set the room  ringing. Betw een each 
stroke he turned to the door. But Sung Sing was not 
so p rom p t that evening.

“  Funny. She always does com e at the first sou n d .”  
H e  stopped  ban ging  and turned to F oo . “  She isn’ t 
afraid o f  you , is she? Y o u  said y o u ’ d  got a message 
for her. W h at sort o f  m essage? Y o u  haven ’ t had 
w ords, have y o u ?  ”

“  W ord s,”  in  T o m m y ’s w orld , w ere the euphem ism  
for quarrel o r  row , and “  w ords ”  w ere weekly 
happenings in  every house that entertained a 
lodger.

“  N o . W e have had  n o  w ords.”
Boom ! Boom ! Boom ! “  She doesn ’ t ow e  you  

for rent, does she? ”
“  N o. She does n ot ow e m e for rent.”
“  Funny, then. W on d er  w h y  she doesn ’ t com e. 

Perhaps she d o n ’ t know  it ’ s you . Perhaps she heard 
you  com e  u p , and thinks it ’ s som eone else. A  
stranger.”  (B o o m ! B o o m ! Boom !)  “  W h ich  is
her room  upstairs? ”
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F o o  m ade n o  answ er; he was still look ing at the 
d oor.

“  Shall I  go  u p  and  see i f  she’s in ?  ”
“  N o . I  d o  n ot think you  should g o  up. I f  she 

does n ot wish to com e  it w ou ld  n ot b e  po-lite  to 
d is-turb h er.”

Boom !  Boom !  Boom !  T h e  room  was filled w ith  
such crashing roars o f  go lden  m usic that the air seem ed 
alive w ith  them . T h e  vibrations w ere like pow erfu l 
personalities in too  small a sp a ce ; they seem ed, b y  
their im pact, to  b e  trying to annihilate the o ld  m an  
and  the boy .

“  Perhaps she’s ill?  ”
“  N o , I  d o  n ot think she is ill. In deed , I  k n ow  she 

is n o t .”
“  T h en  I  w on der w h at’s keeping her. She always 

has com e  d ow n  other times. Perhaps she w o n ’ t 
com e  w hile y ou ’ re here. Perhaps i f  you  g o  aw ay 
she’ ll com e. T h en  I can  tell her y o u ’ve  got a message 
for h er.”

O ld  F oo  stood im m ovab le . “  N o . It  is im portan t 
that I should  see her as soon as she com es.”

“  T h en  w hy d o n ’ t you  go  u p  and see w h at’s keeping 
h er?  ”

F oo  d id  n ot answer. Instead, he m oved  to  the 
d ivan  and sat dow n . T h en  he beck on ed  to  the b oy . 
“  C om e  here .”

T o m m y  w ent to him .
“ T e ll m e— h ow  lon g  have you  been  m eeting Sung 

S i n g ? ”
“  O o o , som e m unce now . A  lon g  tim e.”
“ A h . Y es. A n d  you  like h e r ? ”
“  O o , I  d o .”
“  She was very  n ice to  y o u ?  ”
“  O o , love ly .”
“  She used to  tell you  Chinese fairy-tales, d id  

she? ”
“  N o . She cou ld n ’ t speak English. She used 

to--------”  A n d  then T om m y , w h o knew  that he
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cou ld  speak freely to  o ld  F oo  w ithout be in g  laughed 
at, to ld  h im  all abou t the loveliness o f  Sung Sing, 
and her w onderfu l clothes, and all— or  n ot qu ite all 
— abou t their m eetings and  w hat they d id , and abou t 
her sweet ways w ith  him .

F o o  listened w ith  gravity, and w hen the tale was 
en ded  he sat for a space in m editation . T h en  he pu t 
his hands on  T o m m y ’s shoulders and  look ed  at the 
b oy . T h en  he spoke.

“  Listen, boy . I  w ill tell you  w hy the Chinese 
lad y  has n ot com e  this evening. Y o u  w ere quite right. 
She has n ot com e  because I am  here. A n d  because 
— because there is n o  Chinese la d y .”

“  But that’s silly. I --------”
“  T h ere  is n o  Chinese lady here. T h ere  is no 

Sung S ing here. T h ere  is n o  Chinese lady  living 
here at all. T h ere  has not been  ever a Chinese lady 
liv ing here. T h ere  is n o  person nam ed Sung Sing in 
the w hole  o f  this quarter. T h ere  are four Chinese 
ladies in  this quarter— all very old . T h ere  is no 
Sung Sing. T h ere  never was a Sung S ing .”

“  D o n ’ t talk silly. I  know she lives here. I ’ve 
seen her dozens and  dozens and thousands o f  
tim es.”

“  I  d o  n ot disbelieve that you  have seen her. But 
she is n ot here. She is n ot at all. She does not—  
does n ot exist.”

T o m m y  stared and frow ned, and debated  this state
m ent. O ld  F oo  was o f f  his nut. H e  was talking 
nonsense. H e  adm itted  that T o m m y  had  seen h er ; 
yet said she d id n ’ t exist. H e  m ust b e  cracked. O r  
else he was using the w ron g  w ords, and d id n ’ t know . 
O r  perhaps he had  private reasons for saying that she 
d id n ’ t exist. Perhaps she’d  run aw ay from  som e
w here, and he was keeping her h idden .

“  Y o u  ca n ’ t say she doesn ’ t exist. Because she does. 
I  know . She is here. She i s ”

F oo  ign ored  the passionate assertion. V e ry  qu ietly  
he s a id : “  She is not here. She never was here.”

36
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F or a lon g  tim e T o m m y  w ou ld  n ot have it, and he 
battered o ld  F oo  w ith  a m onotonous, “  She is. She 
is. She is. She is.”

But w hen, hopeless o f  con v in cin g  the o ld  stupid, 
he studied the o ld  stupid ’s face, he had to acqu it h im  
o f  private designs or  o f  m isunderstanding. H e  knew  
that o ld  F oo  was n ot really stupid, and he knew  that 
he d id  n ot l i e ; w hen he w ished to  avoid  lying answers 
to  questions, he kept silence. So at last, d im ly, and 
w ithout full com prehension , he began  to  realise that 
it m ight b e  as F oo  sa id ; that she was n ot really th e re ; 
that she was there on ly  for h im . H e  was not alarm ed 
or  dism ayed b y  this id e a ; liv ing so m u ch  a lone and 
in  im agination , the unusual was n ot so disquieting 
to  h im  as it m ight have been  to others. In deed , 
F o o ’s explanation  on ly  m ade the affair m ore  thrilling, 
m ore personal. I f  she really d id n ’ t live in  that house, 
and i f  n o b o d y  else had  ever seen her, then she m ust 
b e  som ething to  d o  w ith  the m arvellous gong. H e 
d id n ’ t k now  w hat o r  w hy or  how , and  was too  bem used 
b y  the adventure to  inqu ire. It  was enough  that she 
was real to h im , and that she be lon g ed  on ly  to  h im  
and w ou ld  com e  on ly  to  him . H e  had  on ly  to call 
her b y  the gon g , and w henever he was a lone she 
w ou ld  com e.

W ith  that decision  fixed in his m ind , he stopped 
arguing w ith  o ld  F oo , and left h im  sitting b y  the 
gon g , and w ent hom e.

H e  never saw Sung Sing again.
H avin g  missed Sung Sing that on e  even ing, by  

F o o ’s intervention , he cou ld  not g o  fast enough next 
evening to the shop. H e  raced  to  it, and  w ithout so 
m uch  as a greeting to old  F oo  he slipped through  the 
shop and upstairs.

A  few  seconds later he cam e dow n . H is eyes w ere 
w ide. “  W h ere ’s the g o n g ?  ”

F oo  said tonelessly: “ I  have sold the g on g .”
“  Sold it ? ”  I t  was a squeak.
“  Y es. I  sold it this m orn in g .”
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“  W h o  to ?  W h ere ’ s it g o n e ?  W h y--------”
“  I  d o  not know . I sold it to a m erchant at the 

other end o f  the tow n. H e  bou gh t it for a custom er.”  
“  But w hy d id  you  sell it, M ister F o o ?  W h y  d id  

y o u ?  W h y ? ”
“  I  was tired o f  it. It  was not a g ood  g on g .”
T h e  b o y  stood like a statue, staring at nothing, 

hands lim p. Som ew here, deep  w ith in  him self, he 
was realising his first g r ie f— a g r ie f m ore  poignant 
than any he knew  in later life. H e  had seen paradise, 
and was being turned back  to an earth w ithout light. 
T h e  gon g  was gone, and w ith  it, he knew , was gone 
Sung Sing and all the loveliness o f  the past m onths. 
B lood  and breath  had been  taken from  him  in one 
sudden stroke. H e  m ight con tinue in  this other 
w o r ld ; he m ight grow  u p  and b e  a m a n ; bu t he 
felt that w ith ou t his gon g  he w ou ld  n o  longer be 
alive in it. T h e  gon g  and Sung Sing w ere his bread  
and his w in e ; w anting them , he w ou ld  have no 
p lace  and n o  life in either w orld .

H e  leaned his arms on  the counter, and stared at a 
Chinese tea-chest. H e  had no w ill to leave the shop 
or  to  s ta y ; he cou ld  on ly  stand and stare in  d u m b  
m isery, and he stood like this until, on  an entrance o f  
custom ers, o ld  F oo  gently  edged h im  out. O u t in 
the street he hovered  restlessly for som e minutes, 
nursing a w ild  fancy  that Sung S ing m ight appear in 
the street o r  b e  seen in  one o f  the houses. But he 
knew  that she w ou ld n ’ t, and at last he craw led  hom e 
and h oped  that he w ou ld  die.

T h a t is w hy, to -d a y , in m iddle-age, he can  never 
pass a gon g  w ithout furtively striking it and listening 
to its note w ith  an air o f  aw aiting a revelation. H ow  
m any hundreds o f  gongs he has heard, he does not 
k n o w ; bu t none o f  them  has had the note  o f  the 
go ld en  gon g  or  anyth ing o f  its properties. A t least, 
he says not. But it m ay b e  that one o f  them  has had 
the note. It  m ay b e  that one o f  them  was that very
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gold en  gon g  itself, and that it w asn’ t a m agica l gon g  
at all. It  m ay b e  that it was ju st an ord inary  gon g , 
and  that the m agic was in T om m y . It  m ay b e  that 
he is tod ay  so d e a f w ith  the w orld ’s talk, so enclosed 
in  the house o f  civilisation and tuned on ly  to that 
house’s vibrations, that there is n o  op en  w in dow , no 
key-hole even , through w h ich  its go ld en  notes can  
reach  him , or the face o f  Sung Sing reveal itself.

T h e  you n g  days o f  every m an are m arked b y  a tim e 
w hen he is really born , w hen the thread that links 
h im  w ith  elsewhere is irrevocab ly  snapped and he is 
left w ith  a sense o f  loss w h ich  is healed on ly  in random  
dream s. Som e are fu lly born  on  their first d a y ; 
som e in their first y ea r ; others n ot for m an y years; 
and  until that tim e they are ch ildren  o f  the invisible. 
T o m m y  was b orn  w hen he lost his gon g , so, even i f  
he d id  at last find it, it w ou ld  n ow  have noth ing for 
him .

Charles D uff

T H E  H A U N T E D  B U N G A L O W

“  It ’s all very  w ell for  you  folks to talk o f  ghosts and 
haunted houses,”  said J oh n  C op p ard  testily to  his 
friends seated rou n d  the fire, “  bu t I ’ve never yet m et 
a person  w h o  actually  saw a ghost. A ll the yarns 
on e  hears are w ithout solid basis— m ere hearsay.”  

T h ere  was a m om en t’ s silence.
F or, w hen the w ords “  ghosts and haunted houses ”  

w ere spoken, Joseph  M artin  w inced . H e  was a 
com parative  stranger to those present. O n ly  the day  
before  he had arrived from  the G old  Coast, bringing 
a letter o f  in trodu ction  from  C op p a rd ’s brother. T h e  
hospitable M rs. C op p a rd  soon d iscovered  that he was 
a w anderer, a m an w ithout fixed a b o d e ; and she had 
invited  h im  to  spend Christm as and the N ew  Y ear
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w ith  the fam ily  and their friends. Seeing h im  now  
alm ost b len ch  at the m ere m ention  o f  ghosts, she 
sensed a story.

“  I ’ m  sure M r. M artin  has som ething to say on  
the subject,”  she said. A n d  then in her m ost ca jo ling  
m an n er : “ Do tell us, M r. M a rtin ; have you ever 
been  in a haunted house, or seen a gh ost? ”

T h e  others looked  at h im  expectantly .
T h e  request from  his hostess and the unexpressed 

wish o f  the others caused h im  to  hesitate. I t  was 
obvious that he disliked the subject. But a guest 
m ust d o  m an y things he w ou ld  otherwise shun, and 
so, like a m an  w h o faces a rather unpleasant but 
unavoidable  task, he b eg a n :

“ I t ’ s not a subject I like talking abou t even now . 
But eight years have elapsed since it happened , and 
perhaps I d o n ’ t feel so d eep ly  abou t it as I used to. 
C op p ard  here says he never m et a person w h o  actually 
saw a ghost, and he p ooh -pooh s the idea  o f  haunted 
houses. I  d o n ’ t know  w hat the thing was I  saw, i f  it 
w asn’ t a ghost. A n d  i f  the B ungalow  on  the N orfolk  
Broads w hich  I took  just after the w ar w asn’ t haunted 
— w ell, I ’ ll eat m y h a t! I w ondered  w hen I  took  it 
w hy the estate agent offered  it for a few  shillings a 
w eek rent. N ow  I  know .

“ W e had scarcely been  settled in it tw o days w hen 
the inexplicab le  occurrences took  place. T h ere  w ere 
three o f  us in the bun galow  at the tim e— tw o o ld  pals 
o f  A rm y  days and m yself— and w e w ere p laying a 
gam e o f  cards one night at a little table in the d in ing
room  w hen suddenly there was a sharp rat-tat-tat at 
the fron t d oor , fo llow ed  b y  the loud  w ailing o f  a cat 
outside. N ow , I w ant you  to  understand w here w e 
w ere— on  an island, at least a m ile from  the nearest 
road . It  was in  O ctob er , w hen the Broads are 
deserted. W e  d rop p ed  ou r cards in surprise and 
looked  at on e  a n oth er ; it m ust have been the 
space o f  a m inute, before  M a jor  Bickley, D .S .O ., 
sa id :
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“  1 W h o  on  earth can  it be , com in g  to  this u n god ly  
spot, and  at this h o u r?  W h y , it m ust b e  m id n igh t! 
I ’ll g o  and see.’

“  A  few  m om ents later he returned, a scared look  
on  his face. I f  you  had know n o ld  B ickley ’ s feats o f  
cou rage  in the trenches, y ou ’ d  appreciate h ow  w e felt.

“  ‘ W h o  was it?  ’ I  asked.
“  ‘ N o b o d y . T h ere ’s n ot a soul outside,’ he 

answ ered. But the w ords w ere hardly  ou t o f  his 
m ou th  w hen again  cam e the rat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat 
o n  the b u n ga low  d oor , this tim e in  rapid , im patient 
knocks.

“  ‘ H a n g  it !  ’ said Bickley, pu lling h im self together.
‘ C om e , let’ s see w hat it ’ s all abou t. A n d , b y  G e o rg e ! 
i f  it is a  ghost, w e ’ ll lay i t ! ’

“  H e  la u g h ed ; bu t it was n ot sincere laughter.
“  B efore w e cou ld  m ove  tw o m ore strange things 

happened .
“  M y  secon d  com p a n ion  was a tall, b raw  S cot o f  

the p ractica l type, the sort o f  m an w h o  always thinks 
c learly  in  the m idst o f  a pan ic,— a m an w h o has since 
m a d e  a great nam e and a fortune at the Bar, thanks 
to  his c o o l head and unruffled m anner.

“  A s w e  w ere getting ready to go  to the fron t door, 
he turned sharply to m e and said, ‘ W h a t’s the m atter 
w ith  y o u ?  D o n ’ t d o  that again, you  b--------fo o l. ’

“  e D o  w h a t?  ’ I  asked.
“  ‘ W h y , hit m y  ear, as you  d id  ju st n ow ,’ he 

rep lied  indignantly.
“  H u rt b y  the accusation, w h ich  I  co ld ly  denied , I  

p oin ted  ou t that I  was standing five feet aw ay from  
h im  and had  n ot m oved . B ickley was at the tim e 
standing b y  the w indow , at the other side o f  the 
room . As w e  looked  at one another in  silence, in 
that very  room , alm ost beside us, w e heard the tread 
o f  a heavy m a n ’s footsteps, accom pan ied  b y  deep 
breathing.

“  ‘ T h is p lace  is haunted,’ said Bickley. * L et ’ s d o  
som ething qu ick ly— I ca n ’ t stand in action .’
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“  N ow , I  had often  heard and read o f  all sorts o f  
psych ic phenom ena— strange noises, writings b y  in 
visible hands, ob jects m ov in g  for  n o  apparent reason, 
and w hat not, and— well— I had ju st smiled at such 
stuff. I  always considered  m yse lf one o f  those 
intensely practica l m en w h o live in a w orld  o f  reality, 
n ot o f  illusions. F or ghosts and fays, hobgoblins 
and sprites, haunted castles and houses and so forth 
I  had  n o  use w hatever. As for  the m ere idea that 
a bun galow — and a m odern  on e  at that— cou ld  be  
h a u n ted ! P reposterous! It  sim ply cou ld  not be.

“  W ith  these reassuring thoughts I jo in e d  m y 
friends as they m ade towards the fron t door. T h e  
passage leading from  the d in in g -room  to that part o f  
the bu n galow  was dark, and as w e w alked d ow n  it, 
our Scottish friend tried several times w ithout success 
to light a little oil lam p. I began— I think for the 
first tim e in m y  life— to feel som e fear, real fe a r ; 
because, as w e progressed, I heard distinctly the 
pattering o f  feet beh ind  m e, and on ce  or tw ice small 
noises like confidentia l whispers close to  m y  ears. 
W h en  w e w ere w ithin a yard  or so o f  the d oor  there 
was another k n o c k : this tim e a soft, m easured knock, 
as i f  the person outside realised that w e w ere in the 
passage. T h e  Scotsm an— I ’ ll call h im  W ilson, for I ’ m  
n ot at liberty to disclose his real nam e— opened  the 
d oor  and w e looked  out. D o n ’ t think I ’m  rom ancing 
w hen I  tell you  w hat w e saw. R em em b er there w ere 
three o f  us. S ince then w e ’ve gon e over the incidents 
carefu lly, and w e ’re all prepared  to  swear affidavits.

“  Before us on  the doorstep stood a m an  clad  in early 
seventeenth-century garb— ruffles, lace, buckles and 
sw ord com plete. H e  held in his hand an elaborately 
p lum ed  hat. As w e stood in am azem ent he bow ed  
politely. L ook in g  first at one and then at another 
o f  us, his lips m oved  as i f  he w ere speaking, bu t no 
sound issued; at the sam e tim e his arms m oved  in 
slow , cou rtly  gesticulation. W e w ere unable to speak, 
spellbound. A  m inute later he had vanished in to
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thin air and w e heard a lou d  clatter o f  horsehoofs on  a 
cob b led  road , although there was no road within a mile 
o f  that deserted spot.

“  W hen  the clatter had faded aw ay, all w e saw was 
the w aving o f  the tall N orfolk  reeds and the glitter o f  
m oon ligh t on  the rippling w ater o f  the op en  Broad. 
C o ld  shivers affected  all three o f  us.

“  W e returned to the d in in g -room  to think ou t and 
discuss the position . Needless to say, w e w ere now  
thorough ly perturbed— speaking for  m yself I  was very 
frightened indeed . W e  sat d ow n  b y  the fire ana 
Bickley began  to p ou r ou t stiff pegs o f  brandy. H e  
had scarcely p ou red  ou t the first, w hen he changed  
co lou r.

“  ‘  I  d on ’ t know  w hat to  m ake o f  this at a ll,’ he 
said, ' I  cou ld  swear that som ething interposed 
betw een  m e and these glasses, hold ing  back  m y  hand. 
I ’ m  b ecom in g  unnerved. W e  m ust keep the light 
burn ing in  ou r b ed room  to-n ight.’

“  W e agreed w holeheartedly.
“  I  d o n ’ t wish to go  over all the details o f  w hat 

fo llow ed  during that n ight o f  terror. T h e  accou n t 
w ou ld  take longer than the tim e actually o ccu p ied  b y  
the occurrences. F rom  the m om ent w e left the little 
d in in g -room  one eerie event fo llow ed  another. First, 
w hen w e w ere abou t half-w ay d ow n  the passage leading 
to  ou r sleeping quarters som e unseen being pushed 
past us, throw ing us, on e  after the other, rough ly  
against the w all. T w ice  I  was touched  b y  clam m y, 
invisible hands. F rom  the d in in g -room  w hich  w e had  
ju st left cam e noises indicating the presence o f  several 
peop le , in clud ing at least one o ld  w om an  w h o  spoke 
in  a queer, h igh -p itched  wail. T h ere  w ou ld  be  
a m om en t o f  dead  silence, fo llow ed  b y  a m an ’s 
hoarse, drunken laugh— a cyn ica l, sarcastic and 
indescribably  unpleasant laugh, w h ich  m ade m y 
spine creep. B y this tim e w e w ere all scared stiff, 
and cou ld  d o  noth ing bu t start and trem ble, even at 
ou r ow n  m ovem ents and the shadows that flitted
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hither and thither as w e undressed. T h e  bun galow , 
like m any on  the N orfo lk  Broads, was p rov id ed  w ith  
bunks, n ot beds.

“  It  was in the sleeping-room  w here the bunks w ere 
that the w orst happened .

“  T h ere  w e saw the dread thing— the real ghost 
o f  the haunted bungalow .

“  I  unpacked  m y  service revolver— an o ld  friend—  
and, having p laced  it under m y  p illow , settled dow n , 
w ondering i f  I cou ld  sleep after ou r hair-raising 
experiences. I f  it had not been  for the presence o f  
W ilson  and Bickley I  think I  should have gon e m ad. 
W e cou ld  still hear m ovem ents in  the d in in g -room  
(the partitions in  the p lace w ere m ade o f  m ere 
card b oa rd )— chairs m oved  a b o u t ; n ow  a heavy th u d ; 
and then a peal o f  laughter.

“  I said to W ilson, ‘ D o n ’ t you  think w e m ight take 
turns at keeping w a tch ?  ’ for  I  really felt tired, and 
w ou ld  g lad ly  have eased m y  fears in sleep.

“  As I spoke there was a noise in  the passage outside. 
B ickley ju m p e d  from  his bunk, snatched m y  revolver 
ou t from  under m y  p illow  and rushed tow ards the 
door. H e  grasped the knob , turning and pulling it 
w ith  all his m ight.

“  T h e  d oor  had  been  locked— locked  from  the other 
side!

“ Just at that m om en t w e felt rather than heard a 
b ird  fluttering abou t in  our little room . F or the 
fortieth tim e w e looked at on e  another in dism ay. 
W h at cou ld  w e d o ?  T h en  the light w ent ou t sud
denly. (W e are all three agreed that w e saw a 
hand hover over the lam p.) N o  sooner was the light 
extinguished than a soft click  told  us that the w in dow  
catch  had been turned. A  blast o f  co ld  O ctob er  air 
needed n o  explain ing. T h e  w in d ow  had opened— o f  
itself, for w e saw the m oon ligh t shining through it on  
the floor. A  few  seconds later the invisible hand 
closed it dow n .

“ W e felt a dread  presence.
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“  I  d o n ’ t know  h ow  the others took  it, bu t to  m e it 
seem ed that som e unearthly p ow er w eighed  u p on  m e 
from  all sides: it even rose from  the floor. I  heard 
W ilson  cursing, ‘ T h e  m atches are gon e ,’ and Bickley,
‘ W here  the deuce is that revo lv er?  ’ A  brigh t light 
cam e and illum inated the room  for  the space o f  h a lf  
a m inute and then— utter darkness. A lth ou gh  the 
m oon  continued  to  shine outside it appeared to give 
n o  light w hatever to  the room . A  m align  influence 
m ov ed  u p on  u s: the w hole room — in fact, the
w hole  bun galow — seem ed to grow  bigger. T w o  faint 
specks n o  b igger than pin-heads appeared  betw een 
m e and the w indow . T h e y  swayed from  side to side 
and, after a m om en t’s hesitation, m oved  tow ards m e. 
T h ey  blinked— yes, blinked— like the eyes o f  a ca t in 
the darkness. S oon  I  realised that those tw o spots 
were eyes. I  tried hard to  drive aw ay fear, o r  to 
im agine that the w hole  thing was a n ightm are. But 
the firm  grasp I had  o f  both  sides o f  the bunk assured 
m e that this was n o  m ere fantasy. Besides, I  cou ld  
hear the qu ick  breathing o f  W ilson and Bickley.

“  G radu ally  a vague form  took  shape, indefinite 
and undistinguishable. I t  grew  before  m e. M y  
nerves w ere b y  this tim e thorough ly unstrung and I  
was helpless. W e  three m en w ere held d u m b  in a 
state o f  stupefied horror.

“  I  tried to  shriek aloud, bu t m y  efforts w ere futile. 
I  heard a suppressed cry  from  W ilson  and— that is all 
I  rem em ber— I  m ust have sw ooned.

“  I  aw oke at daylight to find the sun shining brigh tly  
and the b ed room  em pty. W ilson  and B ickley w ere 
in  the little kitchen, and the appetising od ou r  o f  frying 
b a con  b rou gh t back  m y  reassurance. I  rose and w ent 
ou t to  help them . W e hardly spoke to  each other.

“  A fter  breakfast w e left that haunted bun galow , 
and I  have never gon e near the p lace  since. W e 
handed  the keys to  the house agent, w h o  d id n ’ t seem 
in the least astonished at our short stay.

“  ‘  See anything there last n igh t?  ’ he asked.
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“  W e told  h im — n ot all I ’ve  told  you , bu t enough  to 
justify  ou r sudden departure.

“  ‘ I ca n ’ t get an y b od y  to stay in that bu n ga low ,’ 
he com m en ted . ‘ But it doesn ’ t m u ch  m atter— the 
p lace  is to be  dem olished next spring. I t  belon ged  to 
a  H ungarian  d octor , n ow  dead , and his next o f  kin 
has recently  w ritten to  say that it m ust be  razed to 
the ground. T h a t ’s all the instructions I received. 
I  m ade an offer to b u y  it, and the rep ly I  got was 
abru pt and definite. T h e  d o c to r ’s son says that it is 
unsafe fo r  anybody to live in a place that has ever been used 

fo r  his father's evil experiments in the supernatural, and, 
therefore, to save trouble, d ow n  that bu n ga low  m ust 
c o m e ! T h a t ’s all I  know , and i f  I ’d  had the letter 
before  I  let the p lace  to  you , I ’ d  have told  you  
abou t it .’

“  W e  thanked h im  and caught the next train to 
L on d on . S ince then each  o f  us has gon e  his ow n  w ay.

“  W ell, I  ca n ’ t expect you  to  believe m y  s to ry ; bu t 
I  have stated the facts fairly, and I leave you  to draw  
you r ow n  conclusions. As for ghosts and haunted 
houses,”  Joseph  M artin  shook his p ip e  to  g ive  em 
phasis, “ let n o b o d y  tell me they d on ’ t exist! I  know  
better.”

John Gawsworth

H O W  I T  H A P P E N E D

T h e  unhappy madman, Stanley Barton, is dead. Perhaps 
the reader remembers his trial;  perhaps, fo r  such things 
are but nine days' wonders, he does not.

A ll day long the wretched man would glare through the 
window o f  his cell, and it was noticed that his eyes always 
sought a small plantation o f  fir trees that grew within their 
narrow horizon. Sometimes, especially on very hot days, he 
became extremely violent, and the usual steps had to be taken 
to prevent him from doing himself or his attendants an injury.

He died at length in the course o f  such a fit, leaving behind
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him the following account o f  his crime, which appears to offer 
sufficient interest to the student o f  lunacy and criminology to 
deserve publication.

A re  you  w eak, m a n ?  N o !  I should like to ask 
you  h ow  the devil you  know . H ave  you  ever been 
pu t to the test? H ave  you  ever had  all the nerves 
and fibres in  you r b o d y  strained and  twisted to  see i f  
they w ou ld  snap ? A re  you  sure o f  that little cell on  
the le ft?  A re  you  con fiden t o f  that tiny c lo t  over 
the right eyebrow  ? I think there m ay b e  a weakness 
there. I  try you . G -r-r-u -p . Snap. A h ! I  thought 
so. T a k e  h im  aw ay to  the asylum . H e  is a  w eak 
m an. M in d  you , that was n ot h ow  I w en t! N o. 
F or I  was strong, o h ! so strong, all round. I  had 
gon e  over them  all from  the top  o f  m y  skull to  the 
soles o f  m y feet, testing them  one b y  one, and I found 
them  all taut and true. A n d  presently I wrestled w ith 
T h em , and T h ey  broke them  all at on ce , every one, 
all the b ig  ones and the little ones that d id n ’ t seem to 
m atter until they w ere broken . A n d  then T h ey  pu t 
m e in  here, w here I ought to b e  K in g , because m ine 
are broken  every one, w hile the others have on ly  lost 
on e  or tw o. Som etim es theirs m end and then they 
g o  aw ay, bu t the edges o f  m ine grate together and 
hurt m e dreadfu lly  and they can n ot jo in .

Besides, I rem em ber, and that w ou ld  break them  all 
again  anyhow .

It  was m y  brother w h o  d id  it, you  know . H e  was 
the real cause. Y o u  see I hated h im  right from  the 
first. H e  was a few  years o ld er  than I was, and they 
ca lled  h im  “  H an d som e.”  H e  was tall and fair, and 
the girls liked him . T h ere  was one girl w h o liked 
h im  especially, a girl w h om  I loved. H er  nam e was 
M argery  and  she was very pretty. But I d id n ’ t m ind  
her liking him . Y ou  see, I  cou ld  a fford  to w a it ; for, 
though  I was small and dark, I  knew  that I was the 
better m an. O n ce , w hen M argery  was there, I  told  
m y  brother so.
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“  D am n  it,”  he roared , “  he ought to  have m ore 
pride  than to  hang abou t w hen h e ’s n ot w a n ted ; 
ou gh n ’ t he, M a rgery?  ”  and they b oth  laughed. 
“  C lear o ff.”  he added , and they turned and w alked 
aw ay from  m e.

W e lived then in  the depths o f  Surrey, and every 
n ight at half-past eight m y  brother crossed the fields 
at the end o f  ou r garden, and m et M argery  in the 
p lantation  o f  fir trees that topped  the horizon  close 
by . I  know  he w ent every n ight because I used to 
fo llow  h im  and w atch  them  at their gam es from  a 
h id ing -p lace  u p  a tree. I  was agile, I  tell y o u ; as 
n im ble  as a cat.

W ell, one night shortly after m y  b roth er ’s r e b u ff I  
w ent there ahead o f  h im . I had d ecided  I  d id n ’ t love 
M argery  any m ore, she had laughed so unkindly at 
m e. In  the dusk she cou ld  n ot see w h o  was com in g , 
and  hearing m y  footsteps she ran forw ard  from  the 
depths o f  the c lu m p  to greet m e, m istaking m e for 
m y  brother. She was a foo l, and I d id n ’ t waste tim e. 
I  stabbed her w ith  the carving-knife I had  brou gh t 
from  the d in in g -room  sideboard  and on  m y  w alk had 
h idden  under m y  coat. She was really frightfu lly 
com ic . She rem inded  m e o f  the little pigs I used to 
see on  M arket D ays. She squealed, sobbed  qu ick ly , 
and then top p led  forw ard  and lay still. I  threw  the 
knife in to the bushes. “  M y ! M argery, h ow  funny 
you  lo o k ! ”  I  said as I dragged  her b y  the hair in to  
the shadows and w ith  a staple and ham m er I had 
p rov id ed  m yse lf w ith— anticipating events— nailed  
her fast through the breast to m y  tree. A n d  then I 
pu lled  her short ja ck et over her redden ing blouse, so 
that the h ook ed -en d  o f  the iron  cou ld  n ot be  seen. I 
was en joy ing m yself. “ Y ou  w o n ’ t laugh at m e again, 
M a rg ery ?  ”  I g iggled , and I k icked her, and she was 
soft to m y  b oot.

T h ere  w asn ’ t very m u ch  tim e to lose because m y  
brother w ou ld  soon  be  com in g , so I  c lam bered  up  m y  
tree to m y  cross-branch  and tied a length  o f  rop e  I
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had  brou gh t strongly to it. T h en  I  m ade a large 
running noose at the end and a small loop  higher up  
and ham m ered  another staple in to the trunk som e 
three feet above  the p lace  w here I had  tied the rope  
to  the branch . Y ou  see, I  was quite sure that I  was 
the better m an  and I knew  w hat to d o . I  stayed u p  in  
the tree w ith  the rope  coiled  in m y  hand and w aited.

S oon  m y  brother cam e along.
“  M a rgery ! ”  he called , “  M a rg ery ! ”
I w anted to  laugh— it was so funny. A n d  then he 

m ust have seen her dress, for he cried  ou t g lad ly  and 
w ith  re lie f in his voice , “  W h y , there you  a r e ! ”  and 
stepped right under m e. Y o u  w ou ld n ’ t believe how  
sim ple it was ! It  was like throw ing quoits at a fair. 
P lo p ! T h e  noose fell over his head— a bu ll’ s ey e ! 
T h e  running knot slid d ow n  tight on  to  his nape. I  
rose to  m y  feet and, b ra cin g  m y  b ack  against the 
trunk, w ith  a heave pu lled  the sm all loop  in the 
rop e  u p  to, and over, the staple. M y  brother 
below , k icked like b il ly h o ; his hands clu tch ing at his 
neck, his legs beating the air. But the rope  was strong 
and it held  him . O h , it was lo v e ly ! I was never so 
h ap p y  before. I  slid d ow n  the tree and surveyed the 
pair. M argery  was silent, her head had fallen for
w ard and  her arms hung lim p ly ; bu t m y  brother 
kicked and kicked. H is eyes seem ed to protrude. H e  
grew  purple and noises cam e from  his throat.

“  He ought to have more pride than to hang about when 
he's not wanted ;  oughtn't he, Margery ? ”  I  said.

But M argery  d id  n ot seem to understand. T h e  
jerkings gave w ay to stillness, a lovely  stillness. T h e  
burden  on  the rope swayed g en tly ; its w eight alone 
m ov in g  it. I  looked  at the rough  footpath  three feet 
beneath m y  broth er ’ s dangling feet.

“  Clear o ff!  ”  I  said and whistled.
T h en  I turned and w ent aw ay.



Herbert de Hamel

T H E  U N N E C E S S A R Y  U N D O I N G  
O F  M R .  P U R G L E

Banc, !  Bang!  Bang!
M r. Purgle sat in  his shirt-sleeves, and ham m ered 

aw ay lustily. H e  was a tall m an and stout, although 
the curves o f  his figure gave n o  suggestion o f  geniality. 
H is step-daughter, M iriam , was, in  fact, look ing 
cord ia lly  forw ard  to her approach ing  m arriage.

“ Bang! Bang! Tap-a-tap. B a n g ! ”
M r. Purgle la id  d ow n  his m allet w ith  a sigh o f  relief. 

A  satisfied smile spread over his sallow  face as he 
regarded  his handiw ork. T h e  ob ject  before  him  
resem bled a w ood en  boot-so le  o f  am ple proportions. 
A  w ood en  handle pro jected  from  one side o f  it like the 
funnel o f  a  rakish steamer. H e  pulled  a similar 
ob ject  from  underneath a sheet o f  tracing-paper and 
p laced  them  side b y  side. T h en  he chuckled  softly, 
rep laced  his carpentering tools in the cu p board , relit 
his cigar and  threw  it in to the grate, p icked  up  the 
w ood en  objects, and let h im self qu ietly ou t in to  the 
garden.

H e  then stole silently d ow n  the full length o f  the gravel 
path  w ithout his boots, w hich  fact, considering his usual 
fluency o f  expression, reflected greatly to  his credit. 
A rrived  at the end w all he p roceeded  to press the 
w ood en  boot-soles firm ly in to a flow er-bed . T h e  
toes pointed  towards the house. H aving carefully 
extracted them  he w alked som e thirty yards further, 
and m ade a third im pression in the soft earth. This 
last was not so deep  as the first tw o, and the toe-end 
w h ich  pointed  tow ards the w all was low er than the 
heel. H e  also pulled  d ow n  a portion  o f  the ivy  
w h ich  covered  the brickw ork  in his im m ediate vicinity.

W hen  he arrived at the house he was alm ost ex 
hausted. H e  was, as I  have said, a stout m an, and he 
had abou t a hundred and fifty excellent footm arks 
to  his credit. As each  o f  these had to  b e  carefully 
im printed at least a yard  to one side o f  w here he
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stood, he m ust n ot b e  ju d g ed  too  harshly for tossing 
o f f  a  stiff brandy-and-soda w hile he w atched  the 
“  boot-soles ”  b lazing in the fire.

M r. Purgle was som ething in the C ity— w hich  
incidentally , is not the sam e thing as being som ebody 
in  the C ity. H e  was a m an o f  m any grievances. 
Firstly, the w orld  had refused to recognise that the 
hall-m ark o f  N ap oleon ic genius is a series o f  N ap oleon ic 
failures. S econd ly , his w ife had left all her m oney to 
her daughter M iriam . This base ingratitude w ou n ded  
him  the m ore in  that under her m arriage settlem ent it 
should all have gone to himself. H e  had draw n up  
that m arriage settlem ent w ith loving care and still 
regarded it as a w ork  o f  art. Counsel had quite 
agreed on  this po in t bu t had  advised h im  not to  brin g  
it in to C ou rt. English judges are not always im pressed 
b y  A rt for A r t ’ s sake.

T h ird ly , and lastly, he was frankly d isappointed  in 
M iriam . H e  prov ided  a hom e for her and expected  
in return absolute and unlim ited gratitude. It  was 
true, o f  course, that so far as sordid bricks and m ortar, 
furniture and household expenses went, it was her 
banking accou n t w h ich  bore  the strain— but a “  h o m e ”  
in its larger b roader sense he, her sole relative, un
grudgingly prov ided . H e  had, m oreover, put her on  
to  one or tw o soft things in the C ity  in  w h ich  he was 
interested. It  was not his fault that these had 
all com e to grief. A n yh ow , she had n ot put anything 
into them , whereas he had lost every penny he possessed. 
She had, and this was yet another grievance, alw ays 
insisted on  taking her fian ce ’s advice  rather than his 
ow n. N o  self-respecting m an likes to have his future 
stepson-in-law  preferred to  himself.

T h en  had com e  the great chance o f  his life. W hat 
can  even a N apoleon  o f  F inance d o  w ithout ca p ita l! 
H e  had begged  M iriam , w ith  tears in his' eyes, to  lend 
h im  a paltry five thousand pounds. H e had  painted 
the schem e in  the glow ing colours o f  an enthusiastic 
artist in speculation . M iriam ’s fiance was not an
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artist and Purgle borrow ed  a large sum elsewhere. 
T h e  great chance had n ow  shifted its em phasis from  
the first w ord  to the second. T h e  w hole schem e show ed 
a decided  reluctance to  m aking his fortune w ithin 
the next fortnight and, in a fortn ight’s tim e, his 
em ployers w ou ld  d iscover that he had b orrow ed  the 
m oney from  them. T o  such depth  m ay the ingratitude 
o f  step-daughters thrust a deserving m an. She was 
responsible for this— and she should help h im  out o f  
the difficulty. H e  had n o  d ou bt that, i f  he w ere to 
tell her frankly o f  the ruin w hich  faced  him , she 
w ou ld  give h im  the m oney to refund— bu t a curiously 
w arped  honesty kept h im  from  so doing. H e  was 
cheerfully w illing to swindle other peop le  ou t o f  
the requisite sum— bu t he d id  not see w hy M iriam  
should lose the m on ey  w hile there w ere w ealthy 
concerns in the land w h ich  w ou ld  hardly feel the loss. 
Besides, the idea  o f  pitting his N apoleon ic Genius 
against a C ity  Business pleased him .

“ H u llo ! Still sitting up  for m e ?  T h a t ’s aw fully 
n ice  o f  y o u .”

Purgle ro lled  his head sideways w ithout rising. 
“  D id n ’ t hear you  com e in , M iriam . H ad  a good  
dance ? ”

“  L ov e ly ,”  rep lied  his step-daughter, taking o f f  
her gloves and throw ing them  d ow n  on  to  the table. 
“ J a ck  drove back  w ith  m e o f  course. H e  w ou ld n ’ t 
com e  in .”

“  W h y  n ot ? ”  asked Purgle, w ith  a touch  o f  in 
d ignation  in his voice .

“  O h , he was silly. H e  declares he saw a m an 
lurking in the bushes b y  the drive as w e cam e u p .”

Purgle rose to  his feet. T h e  gods w ere p laying 
right in to his hands. O f  all the lu ck ! “ \ V e ll? ”  
he said.

“  A n d  he w ent back  to  look  for him . O f  course he 
w ou ld n ’ t find h im  even i f  there w ere a m an there. 
A n yw ay, it w ou ld  on ly  be  som e w retched tram p 
look ing for a bush to sleep u n d er.”
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Purgle took  u p  his position  on  the hearthrug. “  I  
have just been  reading the p ap er,”  he rem arked 
ponderously .

“  S p le n d id ! ”  said M iriam , pushing h im  gently to 
one side in order that she m ight put the kettle on  the 
fire. “  I  say— look  at those tw o funny bits o f  c o a l ! 
T h e y ’re like tw o red -h ot foo tp r in ts ! ”

Purgle ju m p ed . “  T h e  d ev il! ”  he m uttered.
“ N o— n ot h o o f-m a rk s !”  laughed the girl as she 

scrunched the kettle d ow n  into the g low ing coals. 
“  I  said ‘  Footprints ’ ! ”

“  T h e y ’re om ens. I ’ve been  reading the p a p er .”
“  So I  gathered. W ell, w hat is it?  A  d ecid ed  rise 

in the tem perature o f  w ater is expected  and hot tea 
w ill go  d ow n  som e w ay. Biscuits are favourably 
thought of. T h e  approach ing b o o m  in breakfast 
gongs w ill p rob a b ly  b e  regarded w ith  sleepy in 
d ifference and--------”

“  Not the financial news this tim e. I  was reading 
a leading article abou t that series o f  burglaries that 
have been  recently  perpetrated in this n e ig h b ou rh ood .”  

“  T h a t ’s w h y J ack  w ent b a ck .”
“ I t  is n ow  believed  that they are the w ork  o f  a 

single L on d on  cracksm an and n ot that o f  a gang as is 
popu larly  supposed .”

“  M a jor  R ichards was at the dance. H e  to ld  m e 
all about the burglary at his place. H e  saw the m an. 
H e  says he was an awful look ing scoundrel w ith a 
b lack  mask and a N ew gate fringe.”

“ T h a t ’s r ig h t! T h a t ’s the m an the paper 
d escribes! ”

“  A  little m an  w ith  enorm ous feet— ju d g in g  b y  his 
footprints.”

“  N o , no— a b ig  m an, the papers say.”
“  I ’ m  sure he was little. D o  let m e see the p a p er .”  
“  Certainly n o t,”  said Purgle hastily. “  I ’m  n ot 

goin g  to have you  filling you r little head w ith  horrors 
ju st before  goin g  to bed— especially after seeing that 
m an  in the d rive .”



THE UNNECESSARY UNDOING56
“ J ack  saw him . I  d id n ’ t. Besides, w hy should 

anyone w ant to burgle this house? ”
Purgle sighed heavily. “  I ’ve spoken to  you  so 

often  abou t the id iocy  o f  you r keeping all that jew ellery  
in  the house. Y o u r  m other, acting on  m y advice, 
always kept it lock ed  up  in the b a n k .”

“  W ell, so d o  I, acting on  J a ck ’s advice. I  on ly  
got it ou t to-n ight because o f  this dan ce ,”  said the 
girl, touch ing her necklace. “  Isn ’ t this love ly ?  
L ook  h ow  the stones ca tch  the ligh t.”

“ Y o u  needn ’ t have had the w hole b o x  sent d ow n  
because you  w anted to  select one neck lace ,”  grow led  
Purgle.

M iriam  blushed. “  I  d id n ’ t know  w hat co loured  
flowers Jack  was goin g to send-— and I w anted every
th ing to  m atch  th em .”

“  V ery  n ice for  him,”  sneered her step-father, “  and 
I have to b e  responsible for  the custody o f  thousands o f  
pounds’ w orth  o f  gew -gaw s just to  please you r w him . 
Supposing they ’ re stolen— d o  you  expect m e to m ake 
g o o d  the loss? ”

“  Certainly n o t,”  said the girl w ith  a touch  o f  fire. 
“  N oth ing cou ld  rep lace them — but they are insured 
for their full value. Jack  insisted on  it.”

“  O h , hang J a ck ,”  he excla im ed w ith  w ell sim ulated 
anger. “  I t ’ s a lot o f  com pensation  to m e i f  burglars 
break in, isn’ t it !  Y o u ’d  better let m e have the b o x  
in m y room . I can  m ake a fight for it— and you  
ca n ’ t.”

“  Yes— and get hit over the head like the butler 
at N ew  H all. N o  thanks, I ’ ll keep them . I t ’ s m y 
fault for having them  here. I ’ ll h ide them  in a h at-box  
on  the top  o f  m y cu pboard . I ’ ll g o  and d o  it now . 
G o o d  n igh t.”

“  G ood  night. By the w ay, M iriam , i f  anyone 
should com e— pretend to  be  sound asleep. T h en  he ’ ll 
leave you  alone. I  d on ’ t w ant to have you  knocked 
abou t. Just lie qu ite still and let h im  get clear before 
you  raise the alarm .”
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T h e  girl, surprised and grateful, took  a step tow ards 
him . T h en  she checked  herself, smiled her thanks, 
and  left the room .

A n  hour later M r. Purgle w ent to  bed . T h a t is to 
say he lay dow n , pulled  the bedclothes over him , 
threw  them  b ack  again and got up. H e  then tip 
toed  d ow n  to  his study and locked  the d oor  behind 
him .

H aving arrayed h im self in an o ld  overcoa t and a red 
m uffler, he proceed ed  to d on  a b lack  mask and fix a 
b lack  N ew gate fringe to his ch in  w ith  spirit gum . A  
bow ler hat, w ell bashed in, com pleted  his outfit. M r. 
Purgle, at n o  tim e attractive in appearance, regarded 
his repulsive reflection  w ith  extrem e satisfaction.

“ By J o v e ! ”  he exclaim ed suddenly, as he crept 
upstairs again. “  These m ight have given m e a w a y ! ”  
H e  slid his rings o f f  his fingers and put them  into the 
pocket o f  his pyjam as.

M iriam ’s d oor  was unlocked. H e  opened  it gently , 
and turned on  the electric light. M iriam  open ed  her 
eyes, stared at h im  dully  for a second, and then, w ith  
a m uffled scream , d ived  beneath the bed-clothes and 
pretended  to b e  fast asleep.

M r. Purgle was careful to  throw  everything in the 
room  into a state o f  chaos before  taking the jew el-case  
ou t o f  the hat-box . H e had already attended to the 
appearance o f  the sitting-room s and had p laced  the 
m ore portable  valuables in a neat and recent excavation  
beh ind  the sideboard. H e then ran lightly  dow n  the 
stairs, tearing o f f  his disguise as he w ent.

W hile the N ew gate fringe, the mask and the m uffler 
w ere burn ing in the grate, he restored his bow ler 
to  its norm al shape and hung it up, w ith  the coat, on  
its usual peg. T h e  jew el-case  was then safely hidden 
aw ay in the hole, and the sideboard, w ith  enorm ous 
labour, pushed back  against the wall. A  cou p le  o f  
tiny w edges knocked in w ith  the poker rendered it 
practica lly  im m ovable.

T h ere  was on ly  one thing left to d o  and that was
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to  d oc to r  the d oor  leading to  the garden. I t  w ou ld  
have been  wiser to  d o  so before. I f  M iriam  had  raised 
the alarm  it m ight have proved  aw kw ard. H ow ever, 
as everything had gon e splendidly, it d id n ’ t m atter. 
H u llo !— he had left the d oor  unlocked. T h a t was 
very careless o f  h im . H is m ind  must have been  too  
busy to  notice  it. H e  must break on e  o f  the glass 
panels from  the outside o f  course. Y es, this one near 
the key.

As he cautiously opened  the d oor  he heard the sound 
o f  feet creepin g stealthily tow ards him . G ood  
H eavens! i f  the m an w ith  the N ew gate fringe w ere 
outside! W ith  a suprem e effort he kept con tro l o f  
h im self— closed the d oor  and locked  it. A  m om ent 
later the handle was turned vigorously  from  w ithout. 
A  vision o f  the m urdered butler at N ew  H all flashed 
in to his m ind. W ith  a gasp o f  terror he turned and 
fled d ow n  the passage.

Bang !  Bang !  Bang !
H ea ven s ! H e  was breaking his w ay i n ! N o ! 

Som eone was beating and thundering u p on  the front 
door. H e  cou ld  still hear the m an w ith  the N ew gate 
fringe rattling at the garden door. A  sudden crash 
o f  splintered glass sounded beh in d  him . W ith  frantic 
haste M r. Purgle undid  the bolts o f  the fron t d oor . 
A  w ave o f  co ld  air swept past h im  as J ack  and a p o lice  
sergeant entered.

“ T h an k  H eaven  y o u ’ve c o m e ! ”  said Purgle 
devoutly .

“  G ot h im ?  ”  asked Jack .
“  N o— h e ’ s g o n e ! ”
“ W h ere?  W h e n ? ”
“  O u t b y  the garden d oor. I  tried to stop h im .”
“  By J o v e ! ”  said Jack . “  I  d id n ’ t know  you  had  it 

in you . I ’ m  aw fully sorry for lots o f  things I ’ve said .”
“  W hen  d id  he go  ? ”  It  was the sergeant w h o spoke.
“ Just before  you  cam e in ,”  rep lied  Purgle, thanking 

the gods for having p layed  into his hands.
“  T h en  Jenkins has got him . T h a t ’s all right.



OF MR. PURGLE 59

W h a t! ”  he roared  suddenly, as a constable appeared  
on  the scene. “  Y o u ’ve let h im  escape, you  bun gling  
fo o l!  H e ’ s ju st bo lted  b y  the garden  door. I ’ ll 
have you  broken  for this you— you— you  id io t ! ”

“  N o  one left b y  that d oor , sir. I  saw som eone open  
it from  the inside, and I w ent for him — bu t he got it 
shut and locked . I ’ve just broken  it op en  m yself. H e ’s 
som ew here in  the house, sir. H e  ca n ’ t have got 
ou t.”

T h e  sergeant turned to M r. Purgle. “  I  thought 
you  saw h im  leave b y  that d o o r ,”  he said sharply.

“  I— I  thought I d id ,”  stam m ered M r. Purgle, 
som ew hat unnerved b y  the gods allow ing the m an 
outside the d o o r  to  b e  a policem an. “ It  was before 
the constable arrived. L ook  for his footm arks in 
the flow er-beds— that’ ll show  y o u .”

“  Y o u  said he had ju st left,”  rem arked the sergeant 
severely. “  H o w  d o  you  expect m e to  ca tch  the m an 
i f  you  aren ’ t accurate. Jenkins has been  w atch ing 
that d oor  for the last hour. H e  ca n ’ t have gon e that 
w ay. ”

“  I  saw a m an in the drive ,”  explained  Jack , 
“  and  they sent this b o b b y  from  the p o lice  station to 
keep an eye on  the b ack  o f  the house w h ile  the sergeant 
and  I h id  in the sh ru bs; and then M iriam  open ed  her 
w in d ow  and told  us there was a m an  in the house. 
T h e  rest you  k n ow .”

“  A n  aw ful look ing m a n ! ”  said M iriam , w h o had 
n ow  arrived on  the scene fully dressed. “  W ith  a 
b lack  mask and  a horrid  beard  under his ch in .”  She 
turned to  Purgle. “ Y o u  w ere qu ite right, he is a 
b ig  m an and just abou t you r size.”

“  A  little m an, miss, w ith  large feet,”  corrected  the 
sergeant.

“  U g h ! N o , he ’s not. R eally . H e ’s ju st abou t 
M r. Purgle ’s size.”

“  W ell, i f  he ’ s as b ig  as an elephant, w e shan’ t find  
h im  b y  talking,”  said the sergeant. “  Y o u  stop b y  the 
back  d oor  there, Jenkins. I ’ ll lock  the front d oor
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again  and  stop his getting ou t that w ay, and then w e ’ ll 
search the house.”

T h e  search, curiously enough, was unsuccessful. 
I t  seem ed to M r. Purgle that the sergeant regarded  
h im  w ith  suspicion. F or exam ple, he kept m uttering 
to  himself, “  A  b ig  m an abou t you r size.”  O n  enter
ing  M r. P urgle ’s room  he at on ce  looked  at the bed . 
T h e  d iscovery o f  a pair o f  dam p socks in the corner o f  
the room  interested h im  im m ensely. M r. Purgle 
cursed h im self inw ardly and lied g lib ly  abou t a cure 
for hot feet.

W h en  they returned to  the hall the sergeant 
requested a w ord  w ith  h im  in the d in ing-room . M r. 
Purgle had  n o  course bu t to assent. S om eh ow , the 
w ay in  w h ich  the sergeant closed the d o o r  m ade h im  
uneasy.

“  N o w  look  here,”  said the sergeant. “  T h ere  is 
som ething abou t all this I  d on ’ t understand. Y o u  
say you  saw this m an leave b y  the garden  d oor— and 
I know  he cou ld n ’ t have. T h erefore the m an w h o 
took  Miss G rayling ’s jew els is in the house. W e ’ve 
searched the house and there’s n o -on e  here. T h e  
m an w ith  the N ew gate fringe is a small m an and Miss 
G rayling says the m an  she saw was just abou t you r 
size. W h en  w e arrived w e found you  in the hall, and 
you  d on ’ t look  the type o f  m an w h o hunts desperate 
burglars single-handed. Against that is the fact that 
w e haven ’ t found the swag anyw here, andjyow cou ld n ’ t 
have left the house w ithout be in g  seen, either.”

“ W hat d o  you  m e a n ! ”  blustered M r. Purgle. 
“ T h e  m an g o t out, I  tell you . H e ’ s p rob a b ly  left 
tracks in the garden  i f  he d id . I ’ ll ab ide b y  that.”

“  V ery  w ell,”  said the sergeant. “  I ’ve said all I  
have to  say. Y o u ’ re keeping som ething back  and 
y ou ’ ll have to  explain  it all later. I  shall g ive all the 
facts to  the reporters ju st as I ’ve given them  to you , 
and peop le  w ill draw  their ow n  conclusions. I  shall 
have the house w atched, and w hoever has the jew els 
w on ’ t get them  aw ay from  here. H u llo ! W h a t’s u p ! ”
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A  stronger m an— or a w eaker m an— w ou id  have 
blustered the m atter out— bu t M r. Purgle had  co l
lapsed. T h e  evening papers w ou ld  con ta in  the w hole 
story and his em ployers w ou ld  at on ce  go  in to his 
accounts. H e  was ruined— disgraced— a th ie f a lrea d y ! 
W hat d id  this extra charge m atter ? T h e  exam ination  
o f  his accounts w ou ld  b e  the last link in the dam ning 
chain . H o w  had  the chain  been  fo rg ed ?  H e  had 
taken every precaution . T h e  insurance m on ey  had 
been  as g o o d  as in his hands— and now\— it was 
in cre d ib le !

S obb in g  w ith  m isery and disappointm ent he to ld  his 
tale. Fate had been  too  strong for him . H e  was a 
desp icable ob ject  as he blurted  ou t his story— bu t the 
sergeant was actually  m oved  to respect.

“  W e l l ! ”  he excla im ed, “  i f  y ou ’ d  b lu ffed  it ou t w e 
cou ld n ’ t have proved anything— especially w ith  the 
footm arks in  the garden— in fact I ’ m  n ot sure I 
w ou ld n ’ t have had  Jenkins sacked for letting his 
m an  past h im ! L u ck y  thing he w ent rou n d  to  the 
back  to  w atch , though— else w e ’ d  never have landed 
you . O f  course it was him  being there and us finding 
n o  one in the house that m ade it look  fishy.”

T h e  d oor  burst op en  and  Jack  rushed in. “  W e ’ve 
g o t h im ! ”  he shouted. “ Jenkins has h im  handcuffed . 
I  found  the beggar in  the coa l-cellar. H e ’ d  bu rrow ed  
right in under the coal. A  little chap  w ith  a N ew gate 
fringe and as strong as a horse.”

“  G o o d  L o r d ! ”  said M r. Purgle. T h en  he lurched 
u p  from  the table. “  I  was jo k in g ,”  he scream ed 
harshly. “  I  d id n ’ t take them . I was on ly  fooling  
y o u ! It  was a jok e , m an— it was a j o k e ! Y o u ’ve 
g o t the real m an  n o w ! ”

But the sergeant was already heaving and  straining 
at the sideboard.



Kenneth Hare

“  Some say that every o ld  inn cou ld  tell a story if it 
cou ld  speak, bu t I never heard o f  anything happen ing 
at the { O l d  T o ll H ou se.’ ”

T h e  speaker is a w om an  o f  late m idd le  age. She 
is fat. She is garrulous. She has n ot the knack o f  
the raconteur, for  her narrative is characterised b y  
endless repetitions.

“  N oth in g  interesting ever happened  at the ‘ O ld  
T o ll H ou se,’ w here Ethel and I w ere b o rn .”

T h ere  she is, you  see, at her repetitions already. 
A n d  she begins telling her story w ith  the tw ice re
peated assurance that she has no story to  tell. “  N oth 
ing  interesting,” — I presum e she intends to “  bestow  
all her tediousness ”  u p on  m e, as the constable 
proposed  d o in g  w ith  the D uke in  “  M u ch  A d o .”  
Perhaps tod ay  she w ill b e  less tedious than usual. I 
w ill risk it. But I  m ust n ot look  as though  I en joy  
the prospect o f  her conversation , o r  she w ill say, 
“ It  w on ’ t d o  for m e to stand talking here all day  
now , w ill it ?  I  must g o  and  get m y  sewing. O r, 
“  I  shall take a turn or tw o in the garden  w hile 
the sun is out. T h e  w eather doesn ’ t look  any too  
sure.”

If, how ever, I  look  as though  I  dreaded  the 
prospect o f  a talk w ith  her she w ill b e  delighted 
w ith  the idea  o f  securing a v ictim . I am  b e 
g inn ing to know  her, you  see, and arrive at an 
understanding o f  her tactics. I  pretend  to con cea l a 
yaw n. I  shift the w eight o f  m y b o d y , as though  
uneasily, from  on e  foot to  another. I  assume a look  
o f  unutterable b ored om . S o ! m y ruse is com pletely  
successful. She thinks she is bu tton h olin g  m e against 
m y  w ill, and under that im pression w ill h o ld  m e in  
conversation  until lunch -tim e. E xce llen t! I  have 
n o  letters to  w rite, and n oth in g  can  w ell b e  w orse 
than the books in  this hotel w hose backs I  have 
been  studying on ce  again. Lord Paddington as I
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Knew Him, Cricketing Personalities, Sunday Echoes in 
Weekday Hours, and A Jade o f  Spain, b y  M aria  H ow lett. 
A n d  I have n o  desire to  w alk, for I  am  acquainted  
w ith  alm ost all the rustic sights and sounds o f  this 
n e igh bou rh ood , at least over the w eek-end. T h e  
sights ou r beech w oods a fford  at this season are the 
thousands u p on  thousands o f  pallid  bu t assertive 
industrialists w h ich  touring car and m otor-coa ch  de
posit in every m ossy dingle. T h ere  they lie, prostrate 
grubs in  unsightly cocoon s  o f  greasy paper, m ineral- 
w ater bottles, and em pty  sardine tins. T h e  rustic 
sounds con ten d  w ith  their gram ophones and  wireless 
portables. T h e  rills m ay laugh, thrush or  linnet sing, 
the “  sweet w ind  ”  m ay “  gently  kiss the trees,”  bu t 
the v o ice  o f  the am orous A m erican  negro w ill drow n  
them  all. But w hat our visitors like best is to read 
the new spaper to  ja z z  accom pan im en t. In  this 
fashion concentration  u p on  h arm on y is diversified 
b y  an intelligent interest in politics, w hile the bra in 
fag in d u ced  b y  the study o f  our social and dem ocratic  
conditions is alleviated b y  the strains o f  m usic. But 
I declare the o ld  fat lady  has been  talking to  m e all 
this tim e, and  I haven ’ t heard a sy lla b le !

“  T h ings m ight have been  livelier for us girls, i f  
m y  parents had not been  w hat is ca lled  a ‘ devoted  
cou p le ,’ w h ich  was pleasant for them , n o  dou bt, bu t 
pretty tam e for us, so absorbed  and w rapped  up  in 
one another as they always w ere. T h ere  w ere on ly  
tw o ch ildren , A lice  and  I , and w e tw o, i f  on ly  from  
the loneliness o f  the p lace  and w ant o f  other com pa n y , 
w ere the best o f  friends as w ell as sisters.

“  T h e  inn  w here Father was land lord  and  w here w e 
w ere b oth  b orn  was a toll-house, and from  that it 
took  its nam e o f  * T h e  O ld  T o ll In n .’ T h e  road  
across w h ich  our toll-gate stretched was raised a 
good ish  b it above  the m eadow s on  either side, for 
these w ere low -ly in g  and m arshy, and in the w inter 
p roper fens w here m en and cattle m ight drow n. 
V e ry  lonely  it was, I  can  tell you , in w inter.
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“  O u r  inn stood  a g ood  tw o miles ou t o f  tow n , though 
to  b e  sure w e w ere all g o o d  walkers, and  thought 
noth ing  o f  that. It  was ‘ T o w n  ’ to us, bu t you  
aren ’ t to  understand it as be in g  m u ch  larger than a 
decentish-sized v illa g e ; ju st the houses a b it  larger 
perhaps.

“  T h ere  was a church , o f  course, and the usual 
n u m ber o f  chapels for peop le  w ho had peculiar 
views abou t G od . W e  w ere always o r th od ox  C h urch  
ourselves. T h ere  was a T o w n  H all w here they had 
the p o lice -cou rt trials in those days and m en w ere 
fined for over-driv ing  oxen , o r  for drunkenness, o r  for 
forgetting  to  hang ou t rear lights on  hay-w aggons 
and such-like. T h ere  was n o  theatre o r  anything 
like that, bu t in  the larger o f  the tw o public-houses, 
w h ich  was very assertive and ca lled  itself ‘  H o te l,’ 
there was a ram shackle dance  hall, w here the Christ
mas decorations used to  rem ain u p  and grow  dustier 
and dustier till far gon e  into the N ew  Y ear. T h ere  
w ere the usual sort o f  shops— bakers, butchers, a  
vegetable  shop— and you  cou ld  get you r hair cu t at 
a room  that was rented a b ov e  an ironm ongery . A n d  
there w ere tw o street m usicians w h o used to  com e  to 
entertain us on  m arket days, the one w ith  a harp and 
the other w ith  a harm onium . Still, it was less lonely  
than the ‘ O ld  T o l l , ’ and  M oth er used to b lam e us 
w hen w e w ere in  ou r teens, for always gallivanting 
in to  T o w n  instead o f  be in g  happy w hen w e w ere 
sewing, and m ind ing  the gate, and w ork ing in the 
vegetable  garden .”

T h e  fat lady sighed, a volum inous and w hale-like 
sigh, and  I sighed for sym pathy. I t  was not, after 
all, a rosy p icture.

“  T h e  toll was farm ed ou t to  us. W e pa id  the 
G overnm ent a fixed  rent every quarter. A n d  there 
was a regulated series o f  charges— so m u ch  for a 
foo t passenger, so m uch  for a rider, and so m uch  
for a horse and cart. W e  cou ld n ’ t put u p  the charges, 
m u ch  as w e should have liked to, bu t w hatever
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rem ained  over after payin g  the qu arter ’s rent was 
ou r profit. A n d  little enough  it often  was for the 
w ork  it gave us, open in g  and shutting the gate all 
the d ay  through  in  the rain and w ind . A lice  and I 
took  it in turn to  m ind  the gate, and  the on e  o f f  duty 
at the gate used to  help  the girl in the bar. M oth er 
kept the books and really ran the inn. Father w ou ld  
take the trap in to  T o w n  and  m ake the purchases. 
H e  d id n ’ t d o  m u ch  in  the inn  him self, because he 
fou n d  that he cou ld  m ake m ore b y  his p laying the 
v iolin . H e  was tw elve years older than M other— did  
I  tell you  th at?— and he was a m arvellous m usician. 
N o b o d y  never got to  know  ju st h ow  g o o d  he was, 
liv ing as retired  as he d id . T h ursday  was ‘ Farm ers’ 
D a y  ’ w hen the m arket was held in T o w n  and  w e 
got the overflow  that they cou ld n ’ t take in. T h en  
the ‘ O ld  T o ll  ’ w ou ld  fill up , and w e ran a great 
m id d ay  dinner. But n on e o f  those farmers was 
likely  to  know  g o o d  m usic from  bad . I t  stands to  
reason. It  w asn’ t their jo b .  So Father never got 
his opportu n ity  to  b e  know n b y  those w h o  cou ld  be  
a help  to  h im . A n d  I  m ust say he never seem ed to 
us to  seek it. H e  p layed , o f  course, at w eddings and 
balls and entertainm ents o f  all sorts, and  on e  w ay 
and  another he turned a pretty pen n y b y  it, bu t that 
was on ly  hack  w ork  w h ich  he d id  to  * b o il the p o t .’ 
H e  was a real m aster, i f  you  understand m e, and 
w onderfu l at a solo, b u t he liked best, w hen he 
was p laying serious m usic, to  d o  so in the evening 
at hom e, and  a few  gentlem en o f  the cou n ty  w ho 
appreciated  that sort o f  thing, and w ere real m usic- 
lovers, w ou ld  ride  o r  drive lon g  distances to  hear 
him . A t  first he refused to  take m on ey  for his 
p laying, because his nature was to b e  hospitable. 
But after a  tim e they insisted, and M oth er throw ing 
in her vote  on  their side o f  the argum ent, a considerable 
sum was pu t d ow n , the gentlem en ca lled  for w ine, 
and these even ing concerts began  to  b e  a regular 
institution w ith  us. A  strange m an  to  find at a
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w ayside ale house, for w hatever the ‘ O ld  T o ll  * m ay 
have been  in the past, I  ca n ’ t pretend  it was m uch  
m ore than that then.

“  Som etim es he w ou ld  look  in at the nursery w hen 
w e w ere ch ildren  and p lay  us nursery rhym e tunes 
to  d an ce  to. T h en  he w ou ld  hug us and  ca ll us his 
‘ little m onkeys ’ o r  ‘ lam bs.’ I  never m arried  
(th ough  A lice  d id ), so at sixty-five I ’ m  n o b o d y ’s 
m onkey or  lam b, and n o  on e  w ill inqu ire after m e 
w hen I  d ie  except the in com e tax or  the r a t e s !”  
T h ou g h  the in form ation  that the fat lady  was n o b o d y ’s 
m onkey distressed m e, the consolatory  w ord  I was 
seeking refused to  com e.

“  Nobody’s m onkey, M a d a m e?  ” — w ith  w ell-
sim ulated incredulity— “  that surely is im p oss ib le ! ”

Th is had  a prettyish, taking, ru ffles-and-rapier air 
abou t it, bu t it appeared  to  m e also to  con vey  a 
suggestion o f  iron y  w h ich  w ou ld n ’ t d o  at all, and 
before  I  cou ld  hit u p on  the w ay to  shape the m atter 
differently, the go lden  m om en t had  passed, and the 
un coveted  p lu m p  on e  was proceed in g  w ith  her 
narrative.

“  I  think I to ld  you  m y  father was m u ch  o lder than 
m y  m oth er?

“  ‘ I t ’ s a com fort to m e, lass,’ he said to  her one 
day , ‘ that w hen I ’m  gon e  y ou ’ ll b e  w ell p rov ided  
for. Th is inn w ill keep you , that’ s m y  com fort. 
E ven  should the girls n ot m arry, y o u ’ ll b e  a lon g  w ay 
a b ov e  poverty , all the three o f  you . I f  m y  personal 
gains have n ot been  m uch , yet I ’ve not been  ex
travagant w h ich  artists often  have the reputation  o f  
being. T h e  “  O ld  T o ll ”  has been  a g ood  friend 
to  us, all our d ays .’

“  ‘ M y  dear, d o n ’ t talk so ,’ cried  m y m other, and 
as she spoke the tears started in to  her eyes.

“  Som etim es m en cam e to  the toll late at night, 
o r  very  early in the m orn ing, so either A lice  or I  
always slept fu lly cloth ed  u p on  a sofa, boots  o f f  on ly , 
ready to  run  d ow n  on  the instant at the cry  o f



‘  H o u s e ! ’  o r  * G ate, h e r e ! ’  W e  took  turns regularly, 
Sundays in clu ded , on e  night on , on e  night off.

“  O n e  night— it was A lice ’s turn for duty, I  re
m em ber— w e stole o f f  to  ou r b ed room  after saying 
g o o d  night to  our parents.

“  6 G o o d  night, girls.’
“  T h ey  w ere absorbed  in on e  another as usual. 

I  think they said * g o o d  n ight ’  alm ost b y  routine, 
and  n ot as though  they m eant anything, o r  noticed  
us going. N ow  that ou r nursery days w ere things o f  
the lon g  past, w e m eant less to  M other. I  think, in 
a w ay, she was jea lou s o f  the attention ou r father 
gave us, that does happen  som etim es you  know , in 
families. But she need  n ot have been , for she was 
everyth ing to Father that was n ot his m usic, i f  you  
take m y m eaning.

“  S o  A lice  loosened the laces o f  her boots, w rapped  
herself in  a rug, and  stretched herself ou t on  the 
cou ch , ‘ on  sentry ’ for  the tolls. I  turned in to  
sleep.

“  ‘ Father’s beg inn ing to  look  very  o ld  these 
days,’ said A lice .

“  * W ell h e ’s getting o ld , ’ I  answered. ‘ Its strange 
really h ow  fond  M oth er keeps o f  h im  seeing how  
m u ch  you n ger she is than he. I t ’ s love ly  it should 
be  so, o f  course.

“ ‘ I t  is,’ said A lic e ; ‘ there’s n o  a ccou n tin g  for 
h ow  these things happen . Som etim es you  get 
couples that seem  to  b e  ever so m u ch  better 
assorted than you  w ou ld  think they w ou ld  be , and 
all they d o  is to  nag on e  another all to  pieces and 
then d ivorce.

“  ‘ W e ’re grow n  u p  too , you  k n ow ,’ I  said thought
fully, ‘  alm ost before  w e ’re aw are o f  w h at’s been  
happening. A n d  w here w e ’re to find anyone to 
m arry at the ‘ O ld  T o ll  G ate ,’ is m ore  than I 
k n ow .’

“  * O r  I ,  unless w e g o  to  T o w n  and get in to  talk 
w ith  the tw o street m usicians. T h en  you  can  m arry
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the on e  w ith  the harp  and  I  can  take the on e  w ith  
the harm onium .

“  ‘  N o  harps for  m e— it’ s too  like H eaven , and 
I ’ m  to o  you n g , thank you , to  be  thinking o f  that 
ju st yet. T h is  is a  lonely  hole  fo r  a girl to  get m arried 
from  and n o  m istake.’

“  ‘  T h ro w  that p iece  o f  orange peel over you r 
left shoulder w ith  you r right hand, and it ou gh t to  
com e  d ow n  in  the first letter o f  you r future husband ’s 
nam e. L e t ’s s e e ! O h , that m ight b e  a n y th in g ! ’

“  In  the m id d le  o f  the n ight I  was aw akened w ith 
a sudden start, terrified. I ’d  heard som ething fall, 
som ething h eavy  that w ent th u d ; n ot like a p iece  
o f  furniture o r  anything.

“  « W h a t’ s that, A lic e ?  ’
“  W hatever it was it had w akened m e w ith  a start, 

and  it takes som ething to  d o  that, for  I ’ m  a very 
sound sleeper.

“  ‘ W h a t’s h ap p en ed ?  ’
“  c Something m ust have— oh , I  d o n ’ t k n o w ! I ’ m  

frigh tened ,’ cried  A lice .
££ She leaped  u p  from  her sofa and  flung her arms 

rou n d  m e. She was slighter in  bu ild  than I and m ore 
nervous. I  never was nervous— or noth ing to  speak 
of. A lw ays co llected  and ca lm . T h en  through  the 
darkness I  heard a m ost fearful cry . A  cry  to  freeze 
you r b lo o d . A n d  A lice  gasped, w ith  her arm s abou t 
m y  b od y , and  m ade as though  she was trying to  h ide 
her head  un der the bedclothes. I  suppose w e b oth  
thought at the m om en t that thieves had broken  in 
and  that a m urder had  been  com m itted .

“  ‘ I ’ ll g o  d ow n  w hatever it is,’ said I.
“  ‘  S tay here w ith  m e .’
“  A lice  was qu ite  unnerved, p o o r  c h i ld ! I  flung 

m yself in to som e clothes and  w ent downstairs on  tiptoe. 
M oth er  and Father’s b ed room  d o o r  was w ide open , 
and  there I  saw w hat I  shall never forget to  m y  dyin g  
day . M oth er  was ly in g  on  her back  in  her nightdress 
w ith  eyes look in g  like d ead  glass and her m ou th  all
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twisted askew. M y  father was kneeling over her, 
exam in ing her b y  the light o f  their b ed room  candle. 
W ith  the sudden shock o f  that sight I  thought that 
m y  heart had stopped  beating. Father looked  
absolutely distracted.

“  * R u n  for the d octor , ch ild . I  daren ’ t leave 
your m other. She’s had a stroke.’

“  * D o n ’ t com e  in , A lice ,’ I  to ld  her. ‘ I t ’ ll on ly  
upset you . R u n  and harness u p , w hile I  pu t m y 
boots  on . I ’ ll drive in to  T o w n  and bring the d octor  
back  w ith  m e. Y o u  keep the ga te .’

“  F or  the road  m ust run on  in  spite o f  births, and 
deaths, and disasters, and toll m ust b e  taken. F or 
the h ighw ay is neither m ine n or yours, bu t the K in g ’ s.
Yes------- ” — and the fat o ld  lady  repeating herself, and
thereby spoiling her effect, continues, “  it’ s neither 
m ine nor y ou r ’ s the h ig h w a y ; it ’ s the K in g ’s.”

“  A lice  g o t the horse and trap ou t, that w e used 
for getting in  provisions, and  had  the gate fixed  back  
for m e. I  started the p o o r  horse w ith  the w hip , 
and  aw ay w e w ent like the w ind . F or  in  those days 
I  was n im ble  and active so as you  w ou ld  hardly 
believe. T h rou g h  pools and puddles w e w ent at 
the ga llop , splashing and  slashing through the driving 
rain  that was com in g  d ow n  in sheets, as though the 
trap at B ob b ie ’s heels was bu t so m u ch  thistledow n.

“  A  lon g  road  it was through  waste waters, for  the 
floods w ere ou t, and the w ay  before m e look ed  like 
a thin, stretching r ib b on  o f  m u d  across a lake. O u t
side the d o c to r ’s house I  h ook ed  the reins on  in 
fron t, ca lled  to  the horse to  w ait, leaped  dow n , and 
knocked  on  the d oor  w ith  the heavy knocker as though 
I  w ere m ad.

“  * D o n ’ t w ake the w hole  street, g ir l,’ he cried  
from  his b ed room  w in d ow , ‘ I ’m  com in g  d o w n ! ’

“  But w hen he saw the p ick le I  was in , he softened 
a b it.

“  ‘ C om e  ou t o f  the rain, you n g w om an , and tell m e 
w h at’s happened  in  as few  w ords as you  ca n .’
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“  * I  ca n ’ t com e  in . M oth er ’s had a stroke. She 
m ay b e  dead , i f  you  aren ’ t qu ick , before  I  can  drive 
you  back . O h , please, please, com e  at o n ce ! ’

“  ‘  I ’ ll jo in  you  im m ediately . T u rn  the horse 
rou n d  and I ’ ll b e  w ith  y o u ! ’

“  H e  co llected  his instruments, flung his coa t abou t 
h im , cram m ed  his hat on , and ju m p e d  in alongside 
m e.

“  A lice  was on  the alert for us and had the gate 
open . I  lighted the d octo r  upstairs.

“  A  g lance at M oth er told  h im  all he w anted  to  
know . T o  Father he s a id :

“  ‘ Y o u  m ust pull you rse lf together, M r. H ollow ay . 
W e  m ust look  facts in the face, m y  dear sir. I  can  
d o  noth ing here.

£“ Isi t ------ ? ’
“  ‘ I t  is. I t  m ight have been  a lon g  business. 

T h ere ’ s m ercy  in  that.’
“  F rom  that n ight m y  father refused ever to sleep 

again  at the ‘ O ld  T o ll . ’
“  ‘ I  cou ld n ’ t bear the id ea ,’ said he, £ never again 

cou ld  I  sleep u n der that ro o f. ’
“  N ext d ay  I  fou n d  h im  a single lod g in g  in the 

T o w n . H e  w ou ld  visit us and b e  w ith  us during the 
day, bu t always after supper he w ou ld  leave. A lice  
and  I  d id  the w h ole  w ork  o f  the inn, and things 
w ent dow n , for  there was m ore than the tw o o f  us 
on ly  cou ld  m anage. Father cou ld  d o  noth ing  bu t 
sit w ith  his head  sunk betw een  his hands.

“  ‘ W h en  she wants m e ,’ said he, ‘ she’ ll com e  for 
m e .’

“  I  was so frightened at this w ay o f  look ing at things 
that I  b rou gh t the d octo r  to  him .

“  ‘ Y o u  m ust get h im  ou t o f  this state,’ he told  m e, 
‘ or  I  w on ’ t answer for the consequences. H e ’ s fast 
sinking in to  m elancholia . I f  you  w ant help w ith  the 
inn, I  daresay I  can  find you  a stout lad  w h o  can  
turn his hand to  m ost things, and  i f  you  like, I ’ ll 
send h im  along for you  to see i f  you  think h e ’ ll suit.
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But you  m ust keep an eye on  you r father. D o n ’ t 
leave h im  alone, that’s the great poin t. T h e  less he 
sees o f  his ow n  com p a n y  the b etter : T ry  to draw  him  
ou t o f  him self. D istract h im . See i f  you  ca n ’ t rouse 
u p  in him  som e o f  his o ld  interests. W asn ’ t he a great 
violin ist o r  som ething o f  that sort? O h , he was. I 
thought som eb ody  had  to ld  m e so. T h en  that should 
m ake things pretty  sim ple. Y o u  have a p lan  o f  
cam paign  all ready  and w aiting for you  to adopt. 
M ak e h im  p lay  to you . T e ll h im  you  and you r sister 
miss his p laying. T e ll h im  you  w ant distraction. 
A p p ea l at on e  and  the sam e tim e to  his paternal 
instinct and the artist in  h im . H is is a  case rather 
for  the psychologist than the physician. A n d  let 
m e know  in  tw o or  three days’ tim e w hat success 
you  are having. N ow  d o n ’ t forget.’

“  ‘ D a d d y ,’ I  to ld  h im , that sam e a ftern oon , * you  
have n o  idea  h ow  A lice  and  I miss you r p laying in the 
evenings. A n d  w e feel the w ant o f  it m ore  than ever 
now . Y o u  k n ow ,’ and then I kissed h im  and sat on  his 
knee like w e used to d o  as ch ildren , ‘  y ou  m ustn ’ t 
neglect you r daughters, y ou ’re all w e ’ve got n ow .’

“  I  d id n ’ t tell h im  that the you n g  fellow  the d octo r  
had sent rou n d  to give us a help ing han d  was no 
m ere stable-boy , as w e ’d  been  supposing he w ou ld  
be , bu t a tight you n g fellow  w h o was studying 
m edicin e in  the hopes o f  being a d octo r  h im self one 
day . N o , it w ou ld n ’ t have d on e  then to tell D ad  
that A lice  had a crush on  him . N or  w ou ld  it have d on e  
altogether i f  I ’ d  to ld  D a d  that neither A lice  n or I 
had  any m ore ear for m usic than tw o cats on  the 
tiles, and that w e on ly  knew  he was w onderfu l because 
his gentlem en friends w ere always telling us he was. 
T h en  A lice  cam e and jo in e d  him , and she kissed him  
too , and b it b y  b it w e roused h im  from  his stupor 
and  m ade h im  p lay. T h en , in the m idd le  o f  his 
p layin g, a strange and terrible thing happened .

“  ‘ She’s com e  for m e,’ he said, and staring gravely 
straight ahead, he laid  d ow n  his fidd le  on  the table.
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H e  w alked to  the d oor , op en ed  it w ith out on ce  
low ering his eyes, p la ced  his han d  u p on  the handrail 
and began  w alking downstairs.

“  ‘ W here  are you  goin g, F a th e r ? ’ w e b oth  cried  
in a breath , and  alm ost sick w ith  terror.

“  ‘  She’s com e  for m e ,’ he said sim ply.
“  Innkeep ing , and  particu larly  w hen  you  com b in e  

it w ith  toll-keeping, is a  distracting business. Just 
w hen it was m ost essential that w e girls should keep 
ou r heads, and  above  all n ot let ou r father ou t o f  
ou r sights, there was a cry  o f  ‘ H o u s e ! ’ from  som e 
visitors ca lling for  drink b e low  in  the bar, and another 
o f  ‘ G a te ! W ake u p , s o m e b o d y ! G a te ! ’  from  the 
road .

“  I  prom ised m yse lf that I  should soon  com e  u p  w ith  
Father u p on  the road , and either keep h im  com p a n y  
to T o w n , o r  persuade him , for on ce , to return h om e 
again, and  at least spend the n ight under his ow n  
r o o f  at the ‘ O ld  T o l l . ’

“  But A lice , open in g  the gate to passengers, a llow ed 
ou r father to pass through on  his w ay  back  a long 
the road  to  his lodgings. H e  had  insisted. She had 
n ot know n h ow  to refuse, and fo llow ing  h im  w ith  
her eyes, she had seen h im  still m ov in g  like a sleep
walker, and still, as she guessed, w ith  that strange 
rapt look  in  his eyes.

6S T h e  com p a n y  in the bar w ere inclined  to b e  co n 
vivial. T h ey  asked to  ad journ  to  the glass room , and 
kept the talk, and laughter, and singing u p  till m idnight. 
E ven i f  it had  been  p o licy , w e cou ld  hardly  have 
asked them  to leave. A n d  w e had  n o  pretext to 
either, for, though jo lly , they w ere orderly  and 
decent, and on e  has to  consider the credit o f  on e ’s 
inn. O n e  m ust be hospitable, i f  on e  is to  appear 
hospitable, and one w ou ld  soon  get a  b a d  nam e and 
lose custom , i f  one began  b y  d o in g  churlish things. 
N o , that w ou ld n ’ t d o  at all.

“  W h en  at last they d id  g o , tw elve had  struck, 
rain had  set in  again  for  the night, and A lice  and I
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b oth  felt too  sleepy and exhausted to  d o  the jou rn ey . 
A n d  w hat g o o d  w ou ld  it d o , an y w a y? I f  Father was 
in  b ed  at his lodgings w hat g o o d  w ou ld  there b e  in 
w aking h im ?  A n d  i f  he w ere not, w h o  cou ld  w e 
find to  assist us in look ing for h im ? In  ou r part o f  
the w orld  in w inter-tim e the tradesm en and inhabi
tants are usually in  b ed  b y  ten o ’ c lock —-that sleepy 
it all is, or  was— I haven ’ t seen that part o f  the w orld  
for  years n ow . Besides, A lice  was in a fair w ay to 
being knocked  u p , w ith  overw ork  and  her w orry  
abou t Father’ s being taken so queer, and  one o f  us 
had  to b e  on  duty  for the gate.

“  ‘  G o  to  sleep n ow ,’ I  told  her, ‘ or, A lice , y o u ’ ll 
b e  taken sick, and that’ ll b e  n o  m anner o f  use either 
to  you rself or  a n y b od y  else. First thing to -m orrow  
w e’ ll d ecide  w h ich  o f  us shall go . D epen d  u p on  it, 
w e ’ve m erely  h ad  a scare. H e  had  a g o o d  supper, 
d id  D a d : tw o eggs and tw o rashers and  his p in t o f  
porter. N o t  m u ch  harm  is go in g  to  happen  to  a m an 
that has a g o o d  m eal in  h im , you  m ark m y  w ords.’

“  I  said all this to  com fort A lice , though  really  I  
cou ld  have d on e  w ith  a deal o f  com fortin g  m yself, 
for I  d id n ’ t k n ow  w hat to  m ake or  w hat to  think o f  
it. A n d  the m ore I  d id  think o f  it, the less I  liked it, 
I  ca n  tell you . ‘ She’s com e  for m e ’— fan cy  hearing 
your father say a thing like th a t ! A n d  then that look  
that cam e in to  his eyes, and  h im  w alking ou t o f  the 
house in the p ou rin g  rain  w ithout another w ord  to  
a liv ing sou l! T a lk  o f  the creeps, and dream s! I  
never had such a horrib le  n ight as that before, and 
I sincerely h op e  I  never shall again. I  cou ld n ’ t so 
m u ch  as close m y  eyes w ithout seeing h im — there! 
I  d o n ’ t like even to  think o f  it n ow , his carrying on  
like that. I t  was so queer— enough  to  unnerve you . 
I  was dressed, o f  course, as I  was on  du ty  for the gate, 
ju st the laces o f  m y boots  loosed, n o  m ore. I t  m ight 
be  fou r o r  it m ight b e  five o f  the m orn ing— m y w atch  
was n ot goin g  and the rain was still p ou rin g  d ow n —  
w hen I  was aw akened b y  the usual hail o f  ‘  G ate,



h e r e ! ’ from  the road  be low . I  tum bled  u p  and tied 
m y  boots.

“ ‘ G a t e ! ’
“  ‘ I ’ m  c o m in g ! ’ said I . ‘ N ow , d o n ’ t you  rouse 

yourself, A lice . I t ’ s m y  night for gate, isn’ t it ?  ’
“  By the light o f  the can d le  I  cou ld  see that she had  

been  crying.
“  ‘ I ’ ve been  thinking o f  h im ,’ said she. ‘ I ’ ll be  

getting u p  n ow , and  I ’ ll g o  in to T ow n . S om eb od y ’ s 
sure to  be  u p  b y  n ow , and I ’ ll ask at the lodgings 
i f ------- ’

“ 5 Gate 1 ’
“  ‘  A lrigh t, a lr ig h t! I  hear you . G ive  on e  a 

m inute, ca n ’ t y o u ?  I ’m  c o m in g ! ’
“  F rom  the w in d ow  I cou ld  see a party  o f  m en in 

the rain, bu t on ly  d im ly  because o f  the darkness. 
T h e y  w ere carrying w hat I  took  to b e  a longish log  
o f  w ood , w h ich  pu zzled  m e. I f  they w ere just 
clearing the road  o f  it to avoid  accidents, w hy d id n ’ t 
they p itch  it in to the d itch  at the side ? O n e  o f  them  
was carrying a hurricane lam p, w h ich  cast an od d  
m ixture o f  shine and  shadows. I  had the house key 
at m y  w aist-belt, and  soon  fitted it to the lock . As 
I  op en ed  the hall d oor , and  stood  for on e  m om en t 
pu lling  m y shawl close abou t m e, I  heard on e  o f  the 
party say.

“  ‘ N ow , lads, som eone m ust tell her. W h o ’ s that 
to  b e ?  ’

“  ‘ T w op en ce  to  p ay , please.’
“  But n o  on e  answered.
“  * T w op en ce  is the to ll,’ said I.
“  A n d  then the fellow  w ith  the hurricane lam p 

raised it, and  I  saw the rain splash— splashing d ow n  
on  the— w hat it was they w ere carrying.

“  4 D ead  m en p a y  n o  tolls,’ said he, * W en ch , let 
us in .’ ”
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Edgar Jepson

T H E  M U R D E R  A T  T H E  
F O S S I C K E R ’ S C L U B

T he barbarous m em bers o f  the Fossicker’ s C lu b  have 
erected  for  the conven ience o f  ladies w h o call to  take 
them  to entertainm ents, or their hom es, a com m od iou s  
cu p board  in the front o f  the hall. T h e  ladies w ait in it.

W hen  I  cam e in to the clu b  that n ight I d id  not 
look  to  see w hether there was anyone in the cu p b o a r d ; 
I  w alked straight to  the porter ’ s hutch. H opkins, 
the w aiter on  duty, looked  through the letters and 
told  m e there was none for  m e. I  hung up  m y  hat 
and cane and w alked u p  the stairs.

I  had n ot gon e u p  five stairs w hen I heard a w om an  
laugh— and a beastly laugh it was, snarling and jeerin g  
and com m on . T h ere  was a lady in  the cu pboard .

W hen  I cam e in to the ca rd -room  there was a vacant 
seat at the poker-table. I  settled d ow n  in it to  p lay  
the cast-iron gam e the m em bers o f  the Fossicker’ s 
p lay, the gam e m ost o f  them  have learnt b y  p laying 
w ith  hard cases at those ends o f  the w orld  w here gold  
and d iam onds grow .

A t  on ce  I found that the gam e was n ot as friendly 
as it m ight have b e e n : R ich a rd  de  C ou rcy  M urga- 
troyd  was ba d ly  peeved .

T h a t was noth ing n e w : he was a greasy fellow  w ith 
a nasty tem per, w h o w hined w hen he lost and gloated  
w hen he w on , a loose-lipped , fou l-m outhed  fellow  
w ith  a pasty face and snappy b lack  eyes w ith  very large 
whites to  them . I d id  n ot like him .

I  d o n ’ t know  how  he got in to  the c lu b  for  he had  n o  
qualifications for m em bership that I  cou ld  hear of, 
except the cap acity  to  sign a cheque. H e  said he was 
a S co tch m a n ; bu t M iserable Jones said that he was 
a half-bred, bu t illegitim ate, A rm enian  from  the 
B orough , and the farthest he had  ever gon e prospect
in g  was to Poplar, E ., and that for fag-ends. But 
M iserable Jones is the on ly  w hite m an w h o does not 
g o  d ow n  w ith  rotten fever w hen the grou n d  is broken
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o n  the up p er reaches o f  the Essequibo, w here the 
g o ld  grow s so thickly, and the w arm th there has 
soured him . Besides, he d id  n ot like R ich a rd  de 
C ou rcy  M u rgatroyd .

I  suppose M u rgatroyd  had lent som e influential 
m em ber o f  the com m ittee  m oney. H e  had quite a 
little fo llow ing , because every n ow  and then he grew  
very b lu ff  and hearty and stood  a g o o d  m any drinks. 
T h a t was w hen he w anted  to  get in to  som ething in  the 
w ay o f  a n ice  p iece  o f  grou n d , w ith  d iam onds or  go ld  
in  it, w h ich  som e m em ber had  fou n d  and com e  h om e 
to  get financed. H e  had  m ade m ost, i f  n ot all, o f  
his m oney b y  getting in  on  these ground-floors, and 
he had m ade a packet— m uch  m ore than the finders. 
But w e had to  get som eone to  finance ou r finds.

I  fou n d  that he was peeved  because M iserable 
Jones had beaten  h im  on  three g o o d  hands running 
and  then spoken o f  h im  as “  ou r Coeur de  L io n ,”  
and he w anted to  g o  on  p laying to  get back  his 
losses, bu t he had  a date w ith  a lady, and the lady 
was in the cu p b oa rd  w aiting for  h im . I t  was, o f  
course, the lady  I  had  heard laugh that beastly laugh.

H e  had never con cea led  from  us the fact that he 
was a devil o f  a fellow  w ith  w om en , and that was the 
kind o f  w om an  he was a devil o f  a  fellow  w ith.

N o  on e  was show ing h im  sym pathy, and I  poin ted  
ou t that he cou ld  hardly  expect to  b e  lucky in  love 
and at cards the sam e evening.

T h en  M iserable Jones beat his three aces w ith  a 
small straight.

I t  was the last straw, bu t it d id  n ot break his b a c k ; 
it on ly  in furiated h im  to a rage that is really rare. In  
the m idd le  o f  his cursing, H opkins cam e in to  the room . 
W e w ere laughing, and there was a g ood  deal o f  n o ise ; 
H opkins cam e to  the table and m urm ured  som ething 
in his ear.

M u rgatroyd  stopped short and gasped. H is pasty 
face w ent purple and the large whites o f  his b lack  eyes 
a b it red.
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H e threw  in  his han d  and said in  a thick, chokin g 
v o ic e : “ Im patien t, is she? I ’ ll g ive her som ething 
to  b e  im patient a b o u t! ”

H e  ju m p e d  u p , knock ing over his chair, and  w addled  
to  the door.

A s he w ent ou t o f  the room  I  said to  h im : “  T ry  to 
behave like a little gentlem an, de  C o u rcy ! ”

H e  slam m ed the d oor.
T w o  or  three m en said unkind things abou t him  

and any lady  w h o  w ou ld  m ake a friend o f  h im , and, 
since H opkins was there, w e ordered  drinks. I  cou ld  
see from  H opk ins ’ face that the lady  had  show n her 
im patience in som e unpleasant w ay, and he was 
pretty sick abou t it.

H e  was on e  o f  those pale, rabb ity -look in g  fellows 
w h o take things hard, bu t a very g ood  waiter.

W e settled d ow n  to  our gam e. M urgatroyd  d id  
n ot com e back , and H opk ins seem ed to  be  a lon g  w hile 
bringing the drinks. A t  last he cam e, and M iserable 
Jones asked h im  i f  he had  had  to  w ait w hile the 
whisky was be in g  distilled.

“  I t  w asn’ t that, sir,”  said H opk ins in  a shaky voice . 
“  But there’s b in  a m urder in the clu b , sir.”

“  A h , I  suppose M u rgatroyd  has at last got w hat was 
com in g  to  h im . H o w  d id  the lady m urder h im ?  ”  
said M iserable Jones pleasantly.

“ I t  w asn ’ t the lady  that m urdered  him , sir. It  was 
him  that m urdered  the la d y ,”  said H opkins.

“ O h , d id  h e ?  ”  said I.
“  W ell, leastways that’s h ow  it looks, sir,”  said 

H opkins. “  M r. R a yn er says he cam e in to the c lu b  and 
fou n d  M r. M u rgatroyd  standing in  the d oorw a y  o f  
the cu p b — the w aitin g-room  sir, w ith  on e  o f  those 
clubs o f f  the w all in his hand, and the lady  was lying 
on  the floor o f  it, and there’s b lo o d  on  the c lu b — on  
the k n ob b y  end o f  it, sir, and D r. Staines is exam in ing 
the in jury to  the lad y ’ s h ead .”

W e  w ere all look ing at him .
“ G o o d  G o d !  I f  som ebody  had to be  m urdered
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in the clu b , w h y  cou ld n ’ t it b e  our Coeur de  L io n ?  ”  
said M iserable Jones irritably.

“  W ell, it sounds as i f  h e ’ ll b e  hanged, so y ou ’ve 
noth ing to w orry  a bou t,”  said I.

It  was n ot callousness, o f  cou rse ; bu t all o f  us had  
seen too  m any m en com e  to  v io len t ends during the 
w ar or at the outposts o f  the E m pire, and bey on d , to  
get m uch  excited  abou t an ord inary  m urder or hang
ing. Besides, w e d id  n ot like M urgatroyd . I fancy 
w e had a feeling that a m an o f  his disposition and 
pecu liar brand  o f  cleverness w ou ld  b e  “  n on e the 
w aur o ’ a han ging ,”  as the o ld  S co tch  ju d g e  said to  a 
fe llow -countrym an  in  the dock .

T h en  V in cen t rose and  s a id : “  C om e  on , H awkins. 
W e ’re on  the com m ittee. W e ’d  better g o  d ow n  and 
look  to things. W arn er ’s ou t.”

W arner was the secretary.
W e  took  ou r drinks and trooped  downstairs in to  the 

hall.
Staines had  n ot bothered  abou t w hat the p o lice  

w ou ld  say, bu t carried  the b o d y  ou t o f  the cu p board  
and laid  it d ow n  on  the hearthrug in the hall. H e  
rose from  his exam ination  as w e trooped  in.

“ Q u ite  dead. D ied  instantly,”  he said. “ R in g  
up  Scotland  Y a rd .”

T h e  steward w ent in to the telephone b o x . I  looked  
at the dead  w om a n ’s face. S om eh ow  death had taken 
the cheapness ou t o f  the prettiness But it was a 
hard face, and death had  n ot taken ou t the hardness—  
ingrained, I  thought.

T h en  M iserable Jones stepped forw ard beside m e 
and looked  at it, and  I  felt h im  start. I  looked  at 
h im  and saw that he was look ing surprised— devilishly 
surprised. A n d  then he looked  dou btfu l, uncertain  
w hat to  d o . H e  knew  som ething— certain ly he knew  
som ething. W h at was it?

I  looked  rou n d  the hall, and I saw M urgatroyd  
sitting huddled  u p  on  a chair b y  the cu p b oa rd  d oor. 
H is m ou th  was h a lf  op en  and he looked  perfectly
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stupid, dazed . A n d  the club— it was an ord inary 
knobkerrie that the Australian blacks use— was still in 
his hand, its k n ob  resting on  the floor.

I turned to  look  at M iserable Jones again. H e  was 
look ing at M u rgatroyd , queerly , and his face had gone 
hard, even stubborn. I  guessed, qu ite easily, that 
w hatever he knew, he was n ot go in g  to tell. H e  d id  
not like M u rgatroyd .

T h en  he looked  rou n d  the hall as i f  he was look ing 
for  som eone. W h oever it was, he was n ot there.

A  kind o f  hush fell. People stopped talking, and 
som e one— a w aiter, I  think— was shuffling his feet, 
and som e o f  us w ere look ing at M u rgatroyd  and som e 
at the corpse, and in cam e tw o detective-inspectors 
and eased the strain.

T h ey  took  things over at once. T h ey  questioned 
R a y n e r ; they questioned Staines. T h en  they cleared 
the hall, bu t refused to  a llow  anyone to leave the 
club .

As w e w ere clearing ou t o f  the hall M u rgatroyd  m ade 
a b it o f  a scene. H e  suddenly stood u p  and  said that 
he had had noth ing to  d o  w ith  it, that the lady had 
called  for  h im  and he had  gon e  d ow n  to tell her that 
he cou ld  n ot com e  w ith  her, and he just stepped in to 
the cu p b oa rd  and there she was ly ing on  the floor, 
w ith  the knobkerrie at her feet, and he had p icked  it 
up , and R a yn er had  com e in w hen he was standing 
there.

T h ere  was n o  need for h im  to  m ake any statem ent 
at all till he was asked for  it, and he m ade this one in 
a noisy, excited  w ay that m ade a b a d  im pression.

W e  w ent in to  the b a r ; w e cou ld  n ot under the 
circum stances very  w ell g o  on  w ith  our gam e, and for 
a  little w hile no one seem ed to  w ant to say m uch , from  
w h ich  I gathered that the general feeling was that 
M u rgatroyd  had d on e  it. I t  certa inly looked  very 
like i t ;  bu t then it was such a queer thing for  him  
to  d o .

M iserable Jones rather crystallised ou r feeling w hen
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he sa id : “  I f  M u rgatroyd  m ust croak  his lady  friends, 
I  w ish he w ou ld n ’ t croak  them  in the c lu b .”

I t  certa in ly  d id  seem  u n clu bbable .
O n e  b y  on e  w e w ere sum m oned in to the hall and 

asked i f  w e cou ld  throw  any light on  the m atter. O f  
course w e w ere n ot goin g  to  say that M u rgatroyd  
had gon e d ow n  in a devil o f  a rage to  interview  the 
lady. A fter  all, the lady was dead , and all the 
botheration  in  the w orld  w ou ld  n ot brin g  her to  life 
again, and though M u rgatroyd  was n ot a m em ber o f  
the c lu b  to  b e  p rou d  o f, he was a m em ber.

But I  fou n d  that H opkins, though a w aiter o f  his 
experience should have know n better, had  given it 
aw ay. H e  had  to ld  the In spector that M u rgatroyd  had 
been  in a furious rage w hen he rose from  the poker 
table, and that he had said he was goin g  to g ive  the 
lad y  som ething to  b e  im patient abou t. O f  course 
w hen I  was asked i f  that was actually  so, I  had to 
adm it that it w a s; bu t I  added  quite distinctly that 
M u rgatroyd  was n ot p eeved  abou t the lady, bu t abou t 
his losses at poker and the row  he had had w ith  
M iserable Jones.

T h en  the bearing on  the m atter o f  that beastly laugh 
I  had  heard as I w ent upstairs struck m e, and I a d d e d : 
“  Besides, there was som eb ody  w ith  the lady w hen I 
cam e in to  the c lu b  abou t a quarter o f  an hour before 
the thing happened , for  I  heard her lau gh .”

T h is seem ed m aterial to  m e and it seem ed m aterial 
to  the Inspector, for  he questioned m e closely about 
it, and  I cou ld  tell h im  the tim e she laughed to abou t 
a m inute, for, as I cam e in to  the c lu b , I  had  look ed  at 
the hall clock .

T h en  he sent for  H opkins and  questioned h im  again. 
H opk ins was look ing bad ly  shaken u p  b y  the business ; 
he said that m y  statem ent had rem inded  h im  that he 
had  heard the lady  laugh. But she had com e  in to 
the clu b  alone, and  n o  one had  com e  in, that he saw, 
and jo in e d  her. It  was, h ow ever, possible that som e
on e  m ight have com e in  and jo in e d  her w ithout his



seeing him , for  he had  gon e  in to  the sm oking-room  and 
em ptied  the ash-trays and set the papers straight.

“  A n d  h ow  lon g  w ere you  aw ay from  you r desk in 
the h a ll?  ”  the In spector asked.

“  I t  m ight have been  four o r  five m inutes, sir,”  
said H opkins.

“  A n d  h ow  lon g  had the lady  been  w aiting before 
M r. M u rgatroyd  cam e d o w n ?  ”

“  T h e  best part o f  tw enty m inutes, I  should think. 
I  told  you  I  d id n ’ t n otice  exactly  at w hat tim e she 
cam e in .”

“  W ell, you  heard this laugh. D id n ’ t you  hear 
any sound o f  talking before  that? ”

“ N o , s ir : the d oor  o f  the w aiting-room  was shut 
till she opened  it, ju st be fore  she laughed, to  ask how  
m uch  longer M r. M u rgatroyd  was goin g  to  b e .”

“  W ell, w hen you  heard her laugh, you  m ust have 
know n that som eone was w ith  her. W h y  d id n ’ t you  
tell m e abou t it w hen I first questioned y o u ?  ”

“  Because you  never asked m e, sir. Besides, it 
d id n ’ t o ccu r  to  m e that an y b od y  was w ith  her. She 
m ight have laughed at som ething she’ d  thought o f .”

I t  alm ost seem ed to  m e as i f  H opkins was trying to  
m ake things w orse for M u rgatroyd . O f  course he 
d id  n ot like h im .

“  N ow  abou t that d o o r ,”  said the Inspector. “  W as 
it open  after the lady  laughed ? D id  it stay op en  till 
you  w ent u p  to  the ca rd -ro o m ?  ”

“  I  d o n ’ t know , sir. I  w asn ’ t in  the hall all the tim e.
I  w ent back  to  the sm oking-room  to  pu t back  the 
books the gentlem en had  been  reading in  the shelves.”  

“  W ell, w hen  the lady  finally cam e ou t and told  
you  that she d id n ’ t believe y ou ’ d  let M r. M u rgatroyd  
know  that she was in  the c lu b , and that, i f  you  had, 
you  w ere to  g o  and tell h im  that she was sick o f  w aiting 
for  h im  and  she’d  jo l ly  w ell com e  and fetch  h im  i f  he 
d id n ’ t com e  at on ce , d id  you  think that there was 
som eone else in  the w a itin g-room  w ith  her, o r  d id n ’ t 
y o u ?  ”

F OSSIC KER’S CLUB 83



THE MURDER AT THE84

“  I  d id n ’ t think anything at all abou t it, sir. Y o u  
see, the lad y  was w orry ing m e. I  was afraid  I  should 
have to  stop  her goin g  upstairs and there w ou ld  be  an 
unpleasant fraykass.”

T h a t was as far as the p o lice  cou ld  get that night, 
and  they let us g o :  bu t not M u rg a troy d ; they took  
h im  aw ay w ith  them  and kept him .

As w e cam e out o f  the c lu b  M iserable Jones said to 
m e : “ T h e  p o lice  seem to have a pretty g ood  case 
against M u rgatroyd . But o f  course he d id n ’ t d o  it .”

“  W h y  are you  so sure ? ”  I  asked.
“  H e  hasn’ t the gu ts.”
“  O f  course. Y o u ’re absolutely right,”  said I.
“  A n d  those m ongrel D agos use , knives, n ot clubs. 

T h e y  d o n ’ t b e lon g  to  the bashing races.”
“  R ig h t again ,”  I  said. “  T h ere  m ust have been  

som eone in  the cu p b oa rd  w ith  the g ir l.”
But that was w here the p o lice  fell d o w n : they 

cou ld  n ot find anyone w h o  cou ld  have been  in  the 
cu p b oa rd  w ith  R ose  H ilton , as she called herself. 
F or  a w onder, they cou ld  find ou t very  little abou t her. 
She had  appeared  in a second-rate n ight-club  about 
a year before  her unfortunate visit to  the Fossicker’s 
C lu b . T h ere  she had m et M urgatroyd , and they 
had  foregathered. T h e  p o lice  m ade quite certain 
that during the last ten m onths, at any rate, she had 
had  n o  b o y  friends except M urgatroyd , and it was 
n ot very likely that a w om an  had m urdered her, for 
w om en  d o  n ot use clubs for  m urdering peop le. A lso 
it look ed  as i f  the m urderer had know n w hich  o f  the 
clubs hanging on  the w all o f  the hall was the best to 
use. It  was also d ifficult to see h ow  she had let him  
hit her w ithout m aking a fuss abou t it and scream ing—  
unless he had  com e in to the w a itin g-room  hold ing the 
knobkerrie ou t o f  sight beh ind  h im  till he struck.

T h ere  w ere n o  finger-m arks on  its handle except 
M u rgatroyd ’ s. But since he had had it in his m oist 
and flabby  hand for abou t a quarter o f  an hour, he 
m ight have obliterated a cou p le  o f  dozen .
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O f  course the p o lice  like to  hang som eb ody  in a case 
like this. I t  is their business. A n d  the obv ious 
person to  hang was M u rgatroyd . T h e y  set abou t it.

T h ey  certainly had  a g ood  case : w hen a lady  is 
found  w ith  a fractured skull and a m an  is standing 
over her w ith  a b lood -sta ined  knobkerrie in his hand, it 
is, as a rule, unnecessary to  look  farther for  the m an  
w h o  fractured it. T h en  there was the m o t iv e : 
M u rgatroyd  had gon e  downstairs in  a state o f  im m ense 
exasperation, p rob a b ly  to  b e  exasperated yet m ore. 
A lso  the lady  w h o lived in the flat next to R ose  
H ilton  had heard them  quarrelling m ore than on ce  
before. O f  course, to  m e, it was in  M u rga troyd ’s 
favour that scrapping was on e  o f  their h ab its ; but 
w ith  a ju ry  it w ou ld  certa in ly tell against h im . A lso 
he had had  every opportu n ity  o f  exam in ing the clubs 
on  the walls and learning that the knobkerrie was 
m u ch  the handiest for  a E uropean  to use.

I t  w ou ld  tell against him , too , that he had  m ade no 
statem ent till that stupid outburst after the detectives 
had com e. H e  had  seem ed too  dazed , and the ju ry  
w ou ld  think that it was b y  the enorm ity o f  the crim e. 
I  d id  n o t ; I  thought his essential stupidity had  com e 
w ell to  the top  and left h im  ju st flabbergasted.

S o it certa in ly seem ed odds on  the p o lice . But it 
was n ot a thing w e cou ld  very w ell bet about, because 
M u rgatroyd  was a m em ber o f  the clu b . M iserable 
Jones d id  suggest that because he was a m em ber o f  
the c lu b  w e ought to have a c lu b  sweepstake on  the 
result, bu t n o  one took  the suggestion up.

M u rgatroyd  had  plenty o f  m on ey  to  spend on  his 
defence, and he was spending it. But his detectives 
cou ld  n ot find, any m ore than the p o lice  cou ld , any 
on e  w h o cou ld  have been  in the cu p b oa rd  w ith  R ose  
H ilton . F or the last year her life was an op en  b o o k ; 
before  that it was a blank. T h e  papers tried to  help 
b y  publishing her p h o to g ra p h ; bu t it was n ot strikingly 
recognisable, and  n o b o d y  recognised it. U n fortu 
nately, they also published M u rgatroyd ’s photograph ,
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and w e agreed that any m an  or  w om an  w h o  was 
go in g  to  sit on  the ju ry  that tried h im  w ou ld  com e  in to 
cou rt w ith  a strong im pression that they w ere goin g to 
try  a born  m urderer. But perhaps it was as w ell that 
they should b e  a b it used to  his face be fore  they saw it.

I t  was pretty clear that everyth ing depended  on  the 
w ay the ju ry  was handled, and M urgatroyd  had  in 
W atkin  W ills as g o o d  a m an w ith  a ju ry  as you  cou ld  
find.

As M iserable Jones poin ted  out, the real difficulty 
w ou ld  b e  to  prevent that ju ry  from  hanging M u rga 
troyd  for  leading an irregular life rather than for 
m urdering R ose  H ilton .

A  g o o d  m any m em bers o f  the c lu b  attended the 
trial, and  o f  course all o f  us w h o  had been  p laying 
poker w ith  M urgatroyd  that n ight had  been  sub
poenaed to  give evidence abou t the state o f  his tem per 
w hen he left the card -tab le .

H opkins was the aw kw ard witness, and he looked  
w orried  to  death  b y  the business. N o b o d y  tam pered 
w ith him  o f  course. But the defence d id  everything 
they cou ld  to con v in ce  h im  that there m ust have been 
som eone in the cu p b oa rd  w ith  R ose  H ilton  w hen he 
w ent upstairs to fetch  M u rgatroyd . T h ey  really tried 
various m ethods o f  suggestion on  h im ; bu t they cou ld  
n o t  get it in to his head  that there certa in ly  had  been 
som eone in  the cu p board  w ith her. H e  w ou ld  g o  on  
saying that he thought she had  laughed at som ething 
she had  thought of. N ot even tw o or  three m em bers 
o f  the com m ittee  cou ld  get that im pression ou t o f  his 
head. O f  course w hat he thought w ou ld  n ot have 
been  ev id en ce ; bu t had he been  induced  to  think 
otherw ise it w ou ld  have m ade a g ood  deal o f  d ifference 
to  the w ay he gave his evidence. I t  was the sam e w ith 
the m atter o f  M u rgatroyd ’s exasperation. A  g ood  
m any peop le  suggested to  h im — I d id  m yself— that he 
exaggerated  i t ; bu t he w ou ld  n ot adm it it. H e  w ou ld  
g o  on  saying that i f  ever a m an m eant m urder, M r. 
M u rgatroyd  d id  w hen he left the poker-table .
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O f  course he stuck to  his opin ions qu ite  respectfully. 
A n d  that d id  n ot m ake it any better. In  the b o x  he 
was a very  g o o d  witness— for the prosecution . W atkin 
W ills handled h im  a d m ira b ly ; bu t he d id  n ot shake 
him . In  his qu iet w ay H opkins p rodu ced  the im 
pression— and a strong im pression, too— on  the minds 
o f  the Bar and the spectators, and doubtless on  the 
m inds o f  the ju ry , too, that M urgatroyd  had been  in a 
m urderous tem per, and that it was u n com m on ly  
d ou btfu l that anyone bu t he had  been  in  the cu pboard .

T h e  poker players w ent in to the b o x  one after the 
other, and w e rather weakened the evidence abou t 
M u rgatroyd ’ s m urderousness. C ertainly M iserable 
Jones and I  w ere quite con vin ced  that how ever 
m urderous a tem per M urgatroyd  m ight b e  in , he had 
n ot got the guts to  com m it a m urder. M y  evidence 
abou t R ose  H ilton ’ s laugh was, o f  course, u n com m on ly  
im portant, and I  had n o  d ou b t w hatever in  m y  m ind  
that R ose  H ilton  had laughed at som eb ody  and not 
at anything she had  thought of. I  m ade it clear.

M u rgatroyd  w ent in to  the b o x , and he m ade a m uch  
better show  than m ight have been  expected . It  was 
plain enough to  m e that he was telling the truth. But 
I cou ld  hard ly  exp ect it to  b e  p lain  to  the ju ry .

W atkins W ills had  skated over the irregular life 
part o f  the business in that tactful, m an-of-the-w orld  
kind o f  w ay, w h ich  gives a ju ry  a pleasing feeling 
abou t its m an  o f  the worldliness. But Paviour, one 
o f  the saintliest o f  our ju dges, had  to  ru b  it in a b it in 
his sum m ing-up, and it is always dangerous to  the 
m an  in the dock .

W ell, it was touch  and go . T h e  ju ry  took  tw o hours 
and forty  m inutes to  arrive at their verd ict, and  then 
it w as: “  N o t  G u ilty .”

T h a t laugh o f  R ose  H ilton ’s I  had  heard ju st saved 
M u rgatroyd ’ s bacon .

I t  was a re lie f in  a w a y ; b u t  I  cam e ou t o f  the court, 
w ith  M iserable Jones, w onderin g w h o had  been  in 
the cu p b oa rd  w ith  R ose  H ilton .
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T h en  M iserable sa id : “  A n d  on ce  m ore you  see 
that it ’ s a  m an ’ s follies that brin g  h im  to  grief, and 
not his crim es.”

“  Y es. D id  you  ever have a gran dm oth er?  ”  said I.
“  O f  course I had  a grandm other— tw o, b u t they 

b oth  d ied  be fore  I  was born , and I never saw them .”
“  T h a t ’s ju st as w ell, fo r  i f  you  had , y ou ’ d  certa inly 

have taught them  to  suck eggs,”  said I.
“  But I ’m  perfectly  right,”  he protested. “  I t ’ s a 

first-class exam ple. I f  M u rgatroyd  hadn ’ t been  such 
a foo l as to  take u p  w ith  a w om an  like R ose  H opkins, 
he w ou ld n ’ t have g o t d on e  in as he has d o n e .”

“  R ose  who? ”  I  said, rather loudly.
“  H opkins. I  cam e across her tw o years ago  w hen 

I  was last in E ngland. She hadn ’ t d rop p ed  the nam e 
o f  H opkins then, fo r  she had  on ly  gon e  o f f  w ith  a m an 
I  knew  (A rbuthnot) abou t six m onths— after giv ing 
that unfortunate beggar, H opkins, three years’ m arried  
helh”

“  T h en  it was H opk ins she laughed that beastly 
laugh a t?  ”

“  Sure.”
“  A n d  it was H opkins ?--------”
“  Sure.”
“  But hang it all, m a n ! It  w ou ld  have been  beastly 

aw kw ard for you  i f  the ju ry  had found  M urgatroyd  
gu ilty .”

“  O h , w ell, I  suppose I  should have had  to  g o  and 
see the H o m e  Secretary abou t it .”

“  A n d  a hell o f  a  row  he ’d  have m ade abou t your 
n ot com in g  forw ard  sooner.”

“  I  dare s a y ; bu t I w asn ’ t goin g  to interfere unless I 
had  to. I  d o n ’ t like ou r Coeur de  L ion , and  H opkins 
is a very g o o d  w aiter, the best w e have in  the club . 
I  d id n ’ t see w h y  w e should lose a g o o d  w aiter to  save 
Coeur de  L io n ’ s feelings, and on  accou n t o f  a baggage 
like R o se .”

I  thought for  a m om en t and sa id : “  I  fancy  you  
d id n ’ t like her either.”
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“  E veryone w h o  had  anything to  d o  w ith  her seems 
to  have fou n d  her rather a mistake. A rbu th n ot d id .”  

I  d id  n ot say anything for a w h ile ; I  was getting 
the bearings a ccu ra te ly ; then I sa id : “ W ell, I
suppose that all’ s w ell that ends w ell.”

H e  looked  at m e and said a b it  c o ld ly : “  I  think 
you  m ust have had  a b rom id e  nurse.”
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Edgar Jepson

A N  A C C I D E N T

T hese international m arriages are stupid things from  
the poin t o f  v iew  o f  m arriage. A t  least that is m y  ex
perience o f  them . O f  course the con tractin g  parties, 
as the lawyers w h o draw  up  the settlements call them , 
get w hat they ch iefly  w a n t : the m an gets the m oney, 
and the w om an  gets the title. But nearly  always they 
get a p oor  th ing in the w ay o f  m arriage.

I t  is on ly  natural. T h ey  have different tastes and 
different prejudices. T h ey  d o  n ot understand one 
another at all. T h ey  are always getting on  on e  an
other ’s nerves; and  often  they positively shock one 
another b y  things they say, o r  do— quite small, 
trivial things, bu t very grating. A n d  there is very 
little ch an ce  o f  their ever com in g  to  understand one 
another and m ake allow ances. T h ey  are nearly 
always y o u n g ; and the m an at least is foolish. Y ou  
d o  not expect m u ch  sense in a Peer— at any rate in an 
English Peer.

Possibly i f  they gave themselves tim e and fell in 
love  w ith  on e  another, it w ou ld  b e  d ifferen t: they 
w ou ld  n ot grate on  on e  another so. But they so 
seldom  d o . T h e  m an goes for the m oney , the girl 
for the title, hell for leather.

C ertainly D rexh am  and V irg in ia  got a very p oor  
th ing in  the w ay o f  m arriage ; at least V irg in ia  did . 
D rexham  got w hat he w anted. V irg in ia ’s m oney
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restored the C ourt, so that it is n ow  qu ite the finest 
and m ost com fortab le  p lace  in  west Sussex, replete 
w ith  every m o d e m  conven ience, as the prospectuses 
say. A lso her m on ey  kept it u p  and  left D rexham  free 
to  spend all his ow n  (he had tw enty thousand a year—  
pounds, not dollars) on  his racing-stable and other 
amusem ents. But bey on d  the title V irg in ia  got noth ing 
that I cou ld  see ; and  really a title is not very filling.

I  was u n com m on ly  sorry for V irgin ia . I  should 
have been  sorry for any w om an  w h o m arried  D rexham , 
for, n ot to  pu t to o  fine a p o in t on  it, he was always a 
perfect little b lighter, one o f  those sm all-m outhed m en 
w ith  neat features and small, em pty  eyes, too  close 
together. H e  was always very neat and d a p p e r ; and 
he had a little neat m oustache he was always pulling. 
I  d o n ’ t qu ite  know  w hy he always rem inded  m e o f  a 
shop -w alker; bu t he d id . Perhaps it was his v o ic e : 
it was always so soapy w hen he w anted you  to  d o  
som ething for h im , and so fretful w hen he d id n ’ t.

G oodness knows it w asn’ t m y  fault that he was such 
a little b lighter. As his cousin  and his heir, I  had tried 
w ith  b o o t  and hand and stick to  put the fear o f  G od  
into h im  all the years w e w ere boys together. T h e  
earliest thing I rem em ber is sm acking D rexh am ’ s 
head. But som ehow  I  never succeeded w ith him , 
though  I  got m any a licking from  ou r tutor for doing  
m y best. Nevertheless it is a com fort to  think that I 
was the on e  g o o d  influence in  his life, the kind he 
cou ld  really feel.

I  was a g o o d  deal sorrier for V irg in ia  than I  should 
have been  for m ost w om en , not on ly  because she was 
such a delicate, pretty creature, bu t also because she 
was such a little innocent. H er father had  m ade his 
m illions ou t o f  real estate on  the P acific  S lo p e ; and 
she had  lived  m ost o f  her life there. O f  course she 
had travelled in E u ro p e ; bu t I  think they m ust have 
kept her packed  in  co tton -w oo l during the jou rn ey .

I  happened  to  b e  in the R ock ies, shooting, so that 
w hen I  got D rexh am ’s letter asking m e to  com e  to
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M onterey  and  see h im  through  his m arriage, I  cou ld  
n ot very w ell refuse, though  D rexh am ’ s m arriage was 
the very last thing in  the w orld  I  w anted to  b e  m ixed 
up  in. W h en  I  reached M onterey  I  found  everyth ing 
in full swing, settlements be in g  signed and  the trousseau 
on  its w ay from  Paris.

W hen  I saw V irg in ia  and got to  know  her a little, 
I  w anted bad ly  to  stop the m arriage. She was so 
delicate and charm ing, and yet so full o f  life that it 
seem ed an infernal sham e that a m ean and selfish little 
houn d  like D rexham  should spoil and  ruin  her life. 
But I  saw that I  cou ld  d o  noth ing . I f  her father had 
been  alive, I  m ight have m anaged  it— you  can  say 
things to  a  m an. But it was clear that there was n o  
d o in g  anything w ith  her m other. A t  all times she 
w ou ld  b e  as stupid as a bo iled  o w l ; and n ow  she was 
quite o f f  her head at her daughter’ s w ip in g the eyes o f  
the daughters o f  all her friends b y  m aking such a 
splendid social success, as she ca lled  it, and carrying 
o f f  an English M arquess.

Besides, she told  m e cheerfully that V irg in ia  was 
putting m y  nose ou t o f  jo in t  b y  m arrying D rexham  
and rem ovin g  all chance o f  m y  com in g  in to the title 
and  estates. W h at g o o d  w ou ld  m y  telling her w hy 
D rexh am  had lost every chance o f  m arrying decently  
in E ngland have been  in the face o f  that ? O f  course 
he had put her up  to  it, in  case I  should interfere. 
W hatever you  m ight say against D rexh am ’s intelli
gence, you  cou ld  say noth ing against his cunning.

H e  was using his soapy vo ice  all the t im e ; and  as 
for V irg in ia , h ow  cou ld  a girl o f  tw enty, sheltered as 
she had been , ju d g e  a m a n ?  I  believe she thought 
h im  a M arquess in a novel— rom antic. I  thought it 
best to  sit tight and m ake friends w ith  her. T h a t w ay 
I  m ight be  ab le  to  b e  m ore  useful later on.

W ell, the m arriage cam e o f f ; and I  w ent back  to 
the R ock ies. I t  was six m onths before  I  returned to 
E ngland and  w ent d ow n  to  the C ou rt. I  found, as I 
had feared, that V irg in ia  was changed , n ot in the
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w ay that m arriage changes m ost w om en , bu t in a 
w orse w ay. H er  b ig  brow n  eyes w ere b igger than 
ever in her thinner fa c e ; and they w ere duller. T h e  
sparkle had  gon e  ou t o f  th e m ; and the life had gone 
ou t o f  her. She d id  not often  sm ile ; and in tw o days 
I d id  n ot hear her laugh once.

O f  course w hoever D rexham  had m arried it w ou ld  
have been  the sa m e ; he was a born  little bu lly  o f  the 
cruel k ind. But I was u n com m on ly  sorry for V irg in ia . 
I  was pretty sick too  at being able  to  find n o  w ay o f  
m ending matters. I f  I  interfered, D rexham  w ou ld  
on ly  m ake it w orse for her w hen I was n ot th ere ; and 
I am  quite sure that V irg in ia  w ou ld  have m ade at any 
rate a show  o f  be in g  furious w ith  m e. She was a 
loyal little soul.

So I  d id  m y best to  cheer her u p ; and I d id  get her 
a lo t m ore  cheerful w hen she was ou t o f  D rexham ’s 
sight. I  think she even pu t on  a little flesh ; and 
certainly her eyes grew  a little brighter.

I  stayed at the C ou rt as lon g  as I  cou ld — certainly 
longer than D rexham  w anted m e to stay ; bu t I 
never d id  stand any nonsense from  D rexham . T h en  I 
had to  g o  to  U gan d a  w ith  a m an, shooting.

O n  the last night V irg in ia  and I w ere rather glum . 
I was glum  at leaving her to undiluted D rex h a m ; 
and she was glum  that there w ou ld  b e  no on e  to  cheer 
her up.

T h en  I sa id : “ L ook  here, L ittle O w l ” — I  called  
her L ittle O w l because her eyes w ere so b ig— “  you  
m ustn’ t take things so hard. T h e y ’re n ot w orth  it. 
T h e y ’re not really .”

“  I ’ ll try not to ,”  she said, not very hopefu lly .
“  Y o u ’ ll have to  pu t you r b ack  in to trying not to. 

I t ’ s n o  g ood  letting you r life be  m ade a mess o f  for 
n o th in g ; and  it is n o th in g .”

She knew  w ell enough  that I was speaking o f  
D rexham .

“  I will try,”  she said m ore firm ly.
“  I f  it does get too  m uch  for you , just m ake an effort 

and b o lt to M onterey— prom ise.”



“  She did not often smile ”
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She p rom ised ; indeed  w e shook hands on  i t ;  and 
I  started for U ga n d a  w ith an easier m ind . Either 
V irg in ia  w ou ld  get hardened to  D rexh am ’s sneering 
and jib in g , and not feel it, o r  she w ou ld  leave him .

I  was aw ay for nearly a year. Som etim es I  got a 
bu dget o f  letters— three or  four m ails in a lu m p ; and 
in  one o f  them  cam e the news that the D rexham  baby  
had  been  born , and it was a girl. I  knew  that that 
w ou ld  not m ake things any better, for  D rexham  had 
been  very keen on  its be in g  a b o y  and an heir. H e 
w ou ld  m ake h im self m ore  unpleasant than ever.

W hen  I  d id  return to  E ngland, I  learnt that V ir 
gin ia  was still w ith  D re x h a m ; and  I w ent straight o f f  
to  the C ourt, for I  was anxious to  see h ow  things w ere 
goin g .

T h e  sight o f  V irg in ia  gave m e a shock  o f  the worst. 
H er  eyes w ere b igger than ever, and  quite dull. She 
d id  not on ly  look  spiritless; she looked  frightened. 
She was as thin as a r a il ; her face was h a g g a rd ; and 
she w alked feebly— she w ho had  been  so full o f  life. 
I t  was pathetic.

Fortunately she was a lone in the b lue draw in g-room  
w hen I  first saw h e r ; and there was n o  one to  h ear m e 
burst out, for I  d on ’ t think I  cou ld  have stopped 
m yself. I  w anted to know  w h y she had  n ot kept her 
prom ise to  m e and bo lted  to M onterey.

She looked  frightened ou t o f  her life, and said 
q u ick ly : “ H u sh ! Y o u  m ustn ’ t say such th ings! I f  
I  ran  aw ay, he— he’d  take b a b y  aw ay from  m e.”

S o  that was i t : D rexh am  had  been  getting at her 
through  the ch ild . I  pu lled  m yself up  short. I  saw 
that I  had  to  b e  very careful. I  asked to  b e  shown 
the b a b y  at once. I  cou ld n ’ t have d on e  anything 
better. I t  put a little life in to V irg in ia ; and her 
eyes actually  shone a little as she show ed the b a b y  to 
m e. It  was like her— brow n-eyed .

“  H e  ca n ’ t bear to  set eyes on  her,”  she said.
“  L u ck y  for her,”  said I.
“  Perhaps it is,”  said V irg in ia  after a pause, as i f  

she had  never thought o f  that.

9 5
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But w hen w e left the bab y , she turned qu ite  spiritless 
again. She asked m e som e polite  questions abou t m y 
travels and m y sh ootin g ; bu t I  d o n ’ t think she heard 
m y answers.

I  found  that they w ere entertaining a h ouse-party ; 
and at tea I  m et it. It was a p a rty ! D rexham  had 
never been able  to  m ake a decent friend (decent peop le  
never got beyon d  acquaintanceship w ith h im ; and 
they d id  n ot get very far in that), and he had collected  
an extraordinary gang o f  sporting and  other r iff-ra ff—  
w ealthy riff-ra ff, Solly Bernstein, the ow ner o f  B lan
ket, the St. Leger favourite, was one o f  th e m ; a w ealthy 
racing m an from  H am bu rg  was an oth er; and there 
w ere their w om en , and  the E gerton-L idgetts, w h o run 
the private gam bling-house at A lbert G ate, and friends 
o f  the sportsm en and friends o f  the E gerton-L idgetts. 
But the cream  o f  the gathering perhaps was M rs. 
Caw sley-Carruthers, the heroine o f  the Longstrand 
and other d ivorce  cases. T h ey  were a crew  to find at 
D rexh am  C ou rt!

D rexh am  was pleased to see m e for once , because I 
had d on e  a little exp loring  during m y  shooting-trip , 
and m y  nam e was in the papers. H e  liked that kind 
o f  thing. A n d  I  was quite civ il to h im , for I  had 
m ade u p  m y  m ind  to  sit as tight as w ax till I  saw m y 
w ay to  d o  som ething definite. It  w asn’ t b y  any 
m eans easy to sit tight, for tw ice during tea he turned 
on  V irg in ia  w ith  a snarling sneer, positively vicious. 
It was qu ite w anton  t o o ;  she had n ot open ed  her 
m outh . T h e  w orst sign was that none o f  his guests 
took  the slightest n otice  o f  it. I t  was evidently the 
usual thing.

V irg in ia  and I got aw ay from  them  till it was tim e 
to dress for dinner. It  was n ot a pleasant m eal. T h e  
party was b y  w ay o f  being sm art; and  its w ay o f  
show ing  its smartness was to  brag  o f  w hat it had paid  
for things and to  indu lge in  b roa d  jok es and talk 
w h ich  w ou ld  hard ly  b e  a llow ed in a decent tap -room . 
I  expected  to  find that V irg in ia  had  grow n  used to  it,



AN AC CIDENT 97

for it was clear that she m ust have had  plenty o f  it. 
But I saw that she had not. M ore  than on ce  I saw 
her w ince and flush at the things they said. It 
d id  n ot m end matters that D rexh am  was m aking open  
love to M rs. Caw sley-Carruthers all the tim e.

I had m ade u p  m y  m ind, as I say, to  sit tight till I 
saw m y w a y ; and I  stuck to that intention. I  had 
first o f  all to get V irg in ia ’ s com plete  con fidence—  
get a kind o f  con tro l over her, i f  I cou ld , so that she 
w ou ld  d o  as I  told  her. Therefore I  spent all the 
tim e I  cou ld  w ith  her. She was in the habit o f  spend
ing m ost o f  her tim e w ith the b a b y  in the peach - 
garden, for n o  on e  ever cam e into i t ; and i f  they d id , 
she cou ld  bolt, since a little d oor  in her w ing opened  
into it. It  was a kitchen garden, o f  course, full o f  
vegetab les; bu t there was a little law n in the m iddle o f  
it w ith  a sun-dial, and the b a b y  used to  craw l about 
the grass. I t  seem ed a lively ch ild  for five m onths 
old . It  was a jo l ly  enough  p lace after A frica , i f  on ly  
V irg in ia  had n ot looked  so ill and m iserable. A fter 
the second day  she d id  begin  to grow  a little m ore 
cheerful, for I  tried to  keep her m ind  on  cheerful 
things, but on ly  a very little m ore. I  n oticed  that 
she never on ce  spoke D rexham ’s nam e. She never 
called  h im  “  H erbert ”  o r  “  D rexham  ” — she always 
spoke o f  h im  as “  h e .”  “  H e  ”  d id  this, or  said that.

It  was a week before I  first suggested carrying her 
and  the ba b y  o f f  to her m other at M onterey. I  d id  
n ot press i t ; D rexham  had so w orked on  her that she 
was in a state o f  ab ject terror at the thought o f  it. 
I t  w ou ld  take weeks to m ake her see that, after the 
w ay  he had  treated her, the C aliforn ian  Courts w ou ld  
never let h im  take her ba b y  from  her. A n d  I doubted  
that I had the weeks to d o  it in. A  w om an  ca n ’ t go  
on  being as thin and terrified as that, w ith  D rexham  
still at her all the tim e, w ithout a b rea k d ow n ; and it 
was clear that i f  she d id  collapse, it w ou ld  b e  for good . 
I  was sure enough, too , that D rexham  knew  it. I 
was u p  against it hard. I  cou ld  not see a w ay.

D
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T h en  on e  afternoon  I  was in the sm ok ing-room  w ith  
D rexham  w hen V irg in ia  cam e in w ith  a telegram  in 
her hand. She looked  frightened to  death.

“  A — a cousin  o f  m ine— G am aliel M eredith— has 
w ired to  say that he ’ s on  his w ay to  see m e. H e  
— he’ ll b e  here this afternoon— and he ’ ll expect 
to  stay,”  she said to  h im  in a breathless kind o f  
w ay.

“  H e  will— w ill h e ?  ”  said D rexham  slowly, in his 
w orst sneering tone. “  W ell, he ju st w on ’ t d o  
anything o f  the kind. I t ’s qu ite enough  for m e to  
have on e  o f  you r m easly C alifornian breed in  the 
h ou se ; I  w on ’ t have another. So you  can  ju st stop 
h im  setting foot in  it any w ay you  like. But stop i t ! ”  
he snarled.

I stood u p  rather q u ick ly ; and  D rexham  never 
guessed h ow  near he was to be in g  throw n through  the 
shut w indow .

“  Th is w on ’ t d o ! ”  I  said angrily. “  M eredith ’ s a 
friend o f  m ine. I  m et h im  in the R ock ies. A n d  I ’ m  
not go in g  to  have h im  insulted.”

It  was not t r u e ; I  had  never set eyes on  any M ere 
dith  in the R ock ies. But it had flashed on  m e that a 
cousin  o f  V irg in ia ’s m ight prove  useful. A lso I spoke 
loud ly , for it always rattled D rexham  w hen I  raised 
m y  v o ic e ; I  had  so often  raised m y foot a long w ith  
it.

“  I  d o n ’ t ca re ! I  w on ’ t have him  h ere ! ”  snarled 
D re x h a m ; bu t there was less pow er to his snarl.

“  I ’ m  sure /  d on ’ t w ant h im ,”  said V irg in ia .
T h a t was the very thing I  w anted. I t  took  V irg in ia  

clean  out o f  the m atter.
“ It  isn’ t that at a l l ! ”  I  shouted at D rexham . 

“  T h e  m an ’ s a friend o f  m in e ! H e  was very civ il to 
m e in the S tates; and I ’ m  dam ned  i f  y ou ’ re go in g  to 
insult h im ! T h e  fact is y ou ’re getting too  bucked , 
D rex h a m ! Y o u  w ant taking d ow n  a p e g ! A  little 
swine like you  insult a  friend o f  m in e ! D am n it ! 
I ’ ll jo l ly  w ell put you  ou t o f  the w ay o f  insulting anyone
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him .

H e  thought that he had  really stirred m e up  to  one 
o f  m y  rages (he knew  all abou t th em ), and  he back ed  
aw ay, w hite abou t the gills, w ith  his arms out.

“  W h o— w h o wants to  insult h im ! H ave  it your 
ow n  w a y ! A ll this fuss about a dam ned  A m e r ic a n ! ”  
he squealed, and  fairly bolted .

“  I ’m  go in g  to  fetch  h im  m yself! A n d  you  be  
devilishly careful h ow  you  treat h i m ! ”  I  bellow ed  
after him .

V irg in ia  had  d rop p ed  in to an easy-chair, and was 
lying back  panting. I  had given her a fr ig h t; bu t 
that cou ld n ’ t b e  helped.

I  took  the w ire from  her, patted  her shoulder, and 
sa id : “  T h ere , th e re : there’s noth ing for you  to  be  
frightened o f — it ’s n ot you  I ’m  go in g  to  eat, little 
o w l.”

“  Y o u ’ re d rea d fu l! Perfectly d rea d fu l! I ’d  n o  idea 
you  cou ld  beh ave  like that,”  she gasped.

“  H o w  d o  y ou  suppose I  get abou t A fr ica ?  ”  I  said. 
“  Besides, D rexh am  shouldn ’ t ann oy  m e .”

She began  to  breathe m ore easily ; then she sat 
u p  and s a id : “  A n d  so you  actually  know  G a m e.”

“  N ot from  A d a m ,”  I  said cheerfully . “  But I  
thought it m ight cheer you  u p  a b it to  have a cousin 
h ere .”

“  S o you  w ere deceitful too— as w ell as savage,”  
she said severely ; bu t from  her tone I  d id  n ot think 
that she m in ded  m uch .

“  I  was d ip lom a tic ,”  I  said. “  But I  m ust be  o ff, 
i f  I ’m  to  m eet you r cousin  at the station .”

“  I f  you  think I  w ant h im  to see m e— looking like 
th is ! ”  she said m iserably.

“  O h , h e ’ ll cheer you  u p ,”  I  said, hurrying off.
M y  car was soon  re a d y ; and I  drove to  the station 

and  reached  it as the train cam e in . I  had no 
d ifficu lty  in recognising M eredith , for he was w earing 
those queer A m erican  clothes, w ith  the broad , square,
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p ad d ed  shoulders, and trousers that flop  abou t the 
legs; and I  in troduced  m yself to  him . I  liked the 
look  o f  h im ; he was a tall, slim, loosely bu ilt you n g 
fellow  o f  abou t eight and twenty, clean-shaven o f  
course, w ith  a lean, tanned, boyish  face, long, thin 
lips, and keen, cheerful b lue eyes. But I was a little 
d isapp oin ted ; he d id  n ot look  the kind o f  m an  to 
handle this aw kw ard business.

As w e drove  to the C ou rt he seem ed enorm ously 
im pressed b y  everything. It  was just ord inary  quiet 
English scenery, m eadow s and fields and  w o o d s ; 
bu t he cou ld  n ot stop talking abou t it. H e  said it was 
so beautifu l and civilised and restful.

As I  expected , he was aw fu lly shocked  b y  the sight o f  
V irg in ia , so thin and haggard and pale, though she 
was look ing a little better than usual in the excitem ent 
o f  seeing h im  again. I  left them  together, and later 
I  found  h im  w ith  V irg in ia  and the b a b y  in the 
Peach  G arden . She was talking to  h im  in  A m e r ica n ; 
and she d id  look  a little brighter. She called  h im  
“  G am e,”  and he called her “  V irg ie .”

A t  tea she in troduced  h im  to D re x h a m ; and D rex - 
ham  treated h im  quite civilly . I  w atch ed  M eredith , 
and saw that he seem ed very m uch  interested in  the 
other guests; he listened to  them  and w atched  them , 
look ing a g ood  deal surprised. D rexham  was fairly 
q u ie t ; he always was after w e had  had  a row . O n ly  
on ce  d id  he snarl at V irg in ia ; and I saw M eredith  
frow n. A  queer, deep line running d ow n  betw een 
his eyebrow s w ent w ith  the frow n.

A fter tea D rexham  and m ost o f  the others settled 
d ow n  to  b r id g e ; and V irg in ia  offered  to  show  M eredith  
over the house. She asked m e to  go  w ith  th e m ; and 
I w ent. I  m ade a d iscovery : V irg in ia  was not on ly  
very prou d  o f  the C ourt, bu t very fond  o f  it. I  am  
very fon d  o f  the C ou rt m yself; bu t it surprised m e 
that she should b e  fon d  o f  it after the life D rexham  
had led  her in  it.

M eredith  was as keen on  it as he had  been  on  the
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scenery. H e  said that it was just w onderfu l to  h im  
to  b e  in a house w here H en ry  V I I I  and Q u een  E liza
beth  and Charles I I  and W illiam  o f  O range had 
sta y ed ; and he was n ot h u m b u g g in g ; he w as n o  end 
bucked  at staying in  the sam e house.

A t  d inner the talk was rather w orse than usual. I  
think that the house-party was bent on  show ing the 
unsophisticated you n g W esterner h ow  sm art it cou ld  
be. M eredith  looked  puzzled  and  uncom fortab le  at 
tim es; and he looked  on ce  or tw ice at V irg in ia  
inquiringly. But, naturally, V irg in ia  was n ot look ing 
his w ay. W h at is m ore, she was n ot w in cin g  or  flush
ing as u su a l; she kept her face expressionless.

O n ce  or  tw ice, for  n o  m ortal reason o f  any kind, 
D rexham  was nasty to  her (I  expect he thought that 
she w ou ld  feel it m ore  w ith  her cousin  present), and I 
saw that deep  line betw een  M ered ith ’s eyebrow s.

A fter d inner the party  settled d ow n  to  baccarat. I 
w ent ou t in to the garden, and presently M eredith  
cam e to  m e. H e  observed to  m e that D rexh am ’s 
friends w ere “  dead-sure sports.”

“  Y o u ’re dead  sure to be  d on e  in  the eye i f  you  play 
w ith them ,”  I  said.

“  Is that so ? ”  he said quick ly. T h en  after a pause 
he a d d e d : “  But isn’ t it m ighty  od d  that they should 
b e  here— at a M arquess’ s? ”

“  Y o u  w on ’ t find anything od d  in it w hen you  com e 
to  know  D rexham  a b it ,”  I  said frankly, for I  had 
m ade u p  m y  m ind that the sooner his eyes w ere 
opened  the better.

H e  looked  at m e sharply; bu t before he cou ld  say 
anything V irg in ia  jo in e d  us.

I  learnt that they had seen a g o o d  deal m ore o f  one 
another at one tim e than m ost cousins. F or tw o years, 
w hen V irg in ia  was sixteen, she and her m other had 
lived on  the ranch  o f  M ered ith ’s father. N aturally he 
had been  qu ite  alive to  the change in her.

H e  was very  qu iet next day, look ing cheerful and 
boyish  all the t im e ; bu t I d o n ’ t think he missed m uch .
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O n ce  or  tw ice I  saw h im  look ing hard at D rexham , 
as i f  he w ere try ing to  m ake h im  out. H is being at 
the C ou rt m ade n o  d ifference to  the w ay D rexham  
treated V irg in ia ; he was always goin g  ou t o f  his w ay  
to  sneer o r  snarl at her. M eredith  d id  n ot seem  to  
p ay  m u ch  attention  to  i t ;  bu t on ce  I  saw his nostrils 
tw itch ing o d d ly ; and I was pretty  sure he was payin g  
a g o o d  deal m ore  attention  to  it than he seem ed to  be . 
I  was g lad  he was goin g s low : he w ou ld  b e  m ore 
useful i f  he had  h im self w ell in  hand.

In  the afternoon I  offered  to drive h im  rou n d  the 
n eigh bou rh ood  in  m y  c a r ; and he seem ed very 
pleased to  com e. H e  brou gh t a thick red  gu ide-book  
w ith  h im ; and instead o f  m y  show ing h im  the neigh 
b ou rh ood , he show ed it to  m e. H e  fou n d  in his b ook  
tw o R o m a n  cam ps, som e S axon  barrow s, a battlefield 
o f  the W ars o f  the Roses, a H o ly  w ell, a  house in  w hich  
a p oe t o f  the nam e o f  C ow p er lived , a  churchyard  in 
w h ich  a p oet, w hose nam e I  have forgotten , is buried , 
and an inn w h ich  is m entioned  in  one o f  D ickens’s 
novels. H e  seem ed so surprised that I  had  never 
heard o f  any o f  these places.

H e  was full o f  them  at d in n e r ; and  his excitem ent 
am used the others a g o o d  deal. E gerton -L idgett 
started to  ch a ff  h im  abou t them  in  a supercilious and 
offensive w a y ; and I had  to  m ake m yself a b it  dis
agreeable and shut h im  up . V irg in ia  look ed  pleased 
w ith  m e.

T h ings w ent qu ite qu ietly  for  abou t a w eek. I  saw 
m ore o f  M eredith  than anyone else d id , for  he seem ed 
to  have taken a fan cy  to  m e ; and I  liked him . W e  
talked abou t a g o o d  m an y things in  E ngland and 
A m e r ica ; bu t w e d id  n ot talk abou t V irg in ia . I  
felt all the tim e that she was ju st at the back  o f  all ou r 
conversation , w aiting to  be  talked abou t w hen the right 
tim e ca m e ; and I  guessed that he felt the sam e. 
D rexh am  w ent on  sneering and snarling at her and 
m aking love  to  M rs. Cawsley-Carruthers. I  think 
that the lady  was leading h im  a dance, for he was
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u n com m on ly  peevish and unpleasant. Several o f  his 
guests learnt that friendship w ith  a M arquess was not 
all sm ooth goin g. T h en  on e  n ight at d inner he burst 
ou t at V irg in ia  m ore furiously than ever. I  had  to 
check  him .

T h e  next a fternoon  I  cam e on  V irg in ia  and  M eredith  
in  the Peach  G arden  a b it su d d en ly ; and I  saw that 
V irg in ia  had been  crying , and  that M eredith  was not 
look ing at all boyish  and cheerful. H is lips w ere set 
very th in ; and  his eyes w ere sparkling, and the line 
betw een his eyebrow s was very deep . I  saw that he 
had been  having it ou t w ith  V irg in ia ; and  I  was glad 
o f  it. W e  m ight n ow  b e  able  to  get on  a bit. But 
they said noth ing abou t i t ;  and  w e talked as i f  
V irg in ia  had n ot been  crying.

T h a t n ight M eredith  was strolling u p  and d ow n  the 
terrace w ith  m e. H e  was look in g  u n com m on ly  
g lo o m y ; and I  w asn’ t feeling in clined  to  talk. A t  last 
he burst ou t abou t the business; and the nicest thing 
he said abou t D rexh am  was that he was a m ean 
skunk. H e  ended  b y  saying that he was killing 
V irg in ia .

“  Yes : he is. A n d  I  believe he knows it ,”  I  said. 
“  W hat are you  goin g  to  d o  abou t it?  ”

“  I  d o n ’ t k n ow ,”  he said rather helplessly. “  T h a t ’s 
w hat I ’ve  com e  to  you  to  hear. Y o u  know  the ropes 
in  this country . I  tried to persuade V irg ie  to  com e 
back  w ith  m e to  M onterey . But she w on ’ t.”

“  N o : she w on ’ t. I ’ ve d on e  all I  know  to  persuade 
her. But I  ca n ’ t stir her. D rexh am  has got her 
frightened to  d e a th ; and you  ca n ’ t get it in to her head 
that he cou ld n ’ t get the b a b y  aw ay from  her i f  she 
left h im . Y e t  it ’ s the on ly  thing for  her to  d o .”

“  She w on ’ t d o  it ,”  he said very glum ly.
“  N o. A n d  you  can  understand her terror. I f  he 

treats her like this before  peop le, it ’ s any odds that he 
treats her w orse still w hen they’re a lone.”

I  heard h im  grind  his teeth.
“  I f  I had  thought it w ou ld  stop him , I ’ d  have given
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him  the thrashing o f  a lifetim e,”  I  w ent on . “  But 
I ’ m  sure he ’d  b e  w orse as soon  as m y  back  was turned. 
I  ca n ’ t for the life o f  m e think w h at to  d o .”

W e looked  at one another qu ite  helplessly ; then he 
sa id :

“  O h , this is a m ighty  n ice cou n try— -just as rom an tic  
and  civilised as can  be— and folks are vurry polite. 
But w hat it wants is som e unw ritten law . I t ’ s just 
yelling for  it— yes— sir: yelling.”

“  G o o d  L ord , n o ! Y o u  can ’ t try that kind o f  thing 
on  h ere ! I f  you  d id  knock  D rexham  on  the head—  
it w ou ld n ’ t m atter h ow  m uch  he deserved it— they’ d  
hang you  as sure as a g u n ! ”

“  W ell, w hat is to  b e  d o n e ?  W e can ’ t get her aw ay 
from  h im — you  say you rself he ’ s g o t her p lu m b  scared. 
T h e  thing to d o  is to  get h im  aw ay from  her.”

“  I f  he ’d  on ly  g o  o f f  w ith  M rs. Caw sley-Carruthers. 
But they’re b oth  too  cunning for  that. N o : the thing 
to  d o  is to w ork  aw ay at it till w e do get it in to  her 
head that she can  leave h im  safely,”  I  said.

“  I  d on ’ t believe w e ’ve got the tim e,”  he said.
T h a t was the trouble. But yet I  think that that was 

how  he w ou ld  have tried to w ork  it, i f  it hadn ’ t been  
for V irg in ia ’s arm .

T h e  next afternoon w e w ent to  the Peach  G a rd e n ; 
and the nurse b rou gh t ou t the bab y . O f  a sudden  she 
set up a furious h ow lin g ; and V irg in ia  cam e rushing 
out o f  the d oor  in the w ing, straight from  her bed room . 
She was w earing a loose kind o f  w rap o f  the k im on o 
kind w ith  b ig  sleeves; and as she handled the b a b y  
her arms w ere bare to  the elbow .

O n  her right arm — the thinnest, frailest little right 
arm  you  ever saw— there w ere three broadish  b lue 
bruises, evidently  m ade b y  savagely gripping fingers. 
I looked  at M eredith . H is tan w asn ’ t m uch  darker 
than crea m -co lou r ; and his nostrils w ere tw itching 
in their od d  w ay. I  was feeling pretty sick m yself.

T h e  b a b y  hushed qu ick ly ; and then V irg in ia  
rem em bered  her bare arms. She pulled  the sleeve
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over the bruises w ith  a look  o f  fright and g lan ced  at us, 
and sta m m ered :

“  I— I— b -b -b u m p ed  it against the b -b-bannisters.”
I t  was a loya l little lie, bu t qu ite transparent.
She hurried  back  in to the house.
M eredith  and I stared at on e  a n o th er ; and I  s a id : 

“  I— I d id n ’ t think h e ’d  d are .”
T h e  w ords cam e stiffly ; m y tongue seem ed to  be  

sticking.
M eredith  took  h old  o f  m y  arm  and drew  m e across 

the law n ou t o f  sight and hearing o f  the nurse. I 
suppose I  was look ing a b it upset. I t  was enough to 
upset a n y on e ; and M eredith  certa in ly looked  pretty 
queer. H e  was talking queerly  too , telling m e that I 
was to  leave D rexham  to h im ; that I was his heir, 
and it w ou ld n ’ t d o  for  m e to  d o  anything. H e  said it 
three o r  four times. I t  look ed  alm ost as i f  he thought 
I was go in g  to  give D rexh am  a dose o f  the unw ritten 
law— knock h im  on  the head, or som ething. Perhaps 
I looked  like i t ;  certa in ly M eredith  d id .

I should think it was a g o o d  quarter o f  an hour 
before  w e w ere quite ready to  g o  back  and  b e  cheerfu l 
w ith  V irg in ia  and the baby . She looked  at us anxious
ly  as w e cam e up. But o f  course w e said noth ing 
abou t the bruises.

I  found  it very hard w ork  trying to  b e  cheerful. 
In  fact, I  w asn’ t : I  was still upset and  glum . But 
M eredith  was cheerfu l for b oth  o f  us. I  felt som ehow  
that he had m ade up  his m ind  w hat he was go in g  to 
d o , and it m ade it fairly easy for h im  to b e  cheerful. 
I  cou ld n ’ t see m y  w ay. O f  course I was goin g to 
give D rexh am  the thrashing o f  his life ; bu t that 
w ou ld  n ot d o  any lasting good .

I n oticed  that though  M eredith  was cheerfu l and 
sm iled a g o o d  deal, that line betw een  his eyebrow s was 
deep  and  stayed deep.

A fter tea D rexh am ’ s guests d id  n ot get to their 
b rid ge  at o n c e ; there was som e shooting at clay 
pigeons. E gerton -L idget had challenged  D rexham
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to  a  m a tch ; and  D rexh am  just beat h im . M eredith  
was trem endously interested in it, though he w anted 
to  call a  gun  a “  fow ling-p iece  ” ; and he pleased 
D rexham  b y  back ing h im  for  a  tenner. I  w ondered  
h ow  he cou ld  m anage to  b e  civ il to  h im . I  was not 
being civ il to  him .

T h ere  was n ot m u ch  shooting after their m a tch ; 
and the others w ent o f f  to their cards. But M eredith  
and I  stayed on  practising ; and I spent nearly an 
hour trying to  teach h im  to hit the flying discs w ithout 
success. But I  d id  succeed in getting in to his head  that 
guns are very tricky things, that a  ja r  w ill discharge 
them , and that they need very carefu l handling. 
B y the end  o f  the hour I had got h im  qu ite ca re fu l; and 
he was handling his gun  properly .

W hen  the dressing bell rang w e w ent back  to  the 
house and took  ou r guns to  the gu n -room . I  saw to  
it that he un loaded  his g u n ; and then I  left h im  there 
exam in ing a rabbit-rifle.

As I dressed for  d inner I  m ade u p  m y  m ind  that it 
w ou ld  be  best to  deal w ith  D rexh am  that n ight, after 
his friends had finished their gam bling and gon e  to  
bed . I  w ou ld  teach h im  never to  bruise V irg in ia ’ s 
arm  again. I  was sure I  cou ld  teach h im  that, 
though I  should never b e  able to  teach h im  to  keep 
his rasping tongue q u ie t : n o  on e  cou ld .

D inner was rather quieter than usual. M rs. Caw s- 
ley-Carruthers was too  busy talking quietly to  D rex 
ham  to keep the general talk as smart as u su a l; and 
D rexham  on ly  sneered at V irg in ia  once . M eredith  
talked m ore than usual, and m ade A m erican  jokes 
and laughed at them  pretty loudly.

A fter the w om en  had left us, a  discussion arose 
betw een h im  and D rexh am  (I  d on ’ t know  w h ich  o f  
them  started it) abou t the m echanism  o f  a  ham m erless 
gun. I t  grew  rather hot. A t  least D rexham  and 
E gerton -L idgett, w h o jo in e d  in , b oth  lost their tem pers. 
M eredith  was ca lm  enough, bu t an n oy in g ; an d  I 
thought it rather cheek on  his part since he cou ld  not
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possibly know  anything abou t guns. B oth  o f  the 
others said as m uch . W h en  w e rose to  jo in  the ladies 
the three o f  them  w ent o f f  to the gu n -room , still 
w rangling. I  fo llow ed  them . I  felt that M eredith  
was u p  to  som eth in g ; bu t I cou ld  n ot m ake ou t w hat.

H e  w ent in to the gu n -room  first, and  D rexham  
cam e ju st beh in d  h im . As I  cam e to  the d oor  I  saw 
M eredith  ca tch  a gu n  rather qu ick ly  from  the ra ck ; 
and he turned and s a id :

“  I ’ ll show  you  w h at I  m ean .”
As he said it the gu n  slipped from  his hands and its 

butt ja rred  on  the tiled floor. T h ere  was an ear- 
splitting ban g— the gu n -room  was n ot large— and 
though o f  course the p ow d er was smokeless, the p lace 
was full o f  a mist.

“  Sakes a liv e ! I t  was lo a d e d ! ”  M eredith  cried.
H is vo ice  was all w ro n g ; there w asn’ t enough  

surprise in  it.
T h en  I saw that D rexh am  was d ow n  on  his face.
I  pushed forw ard , past E gerton -L idgett, stooped 

and turned D rexham  over. T h ere  was n o  need to  
send for  a d octor . B oth  barrels m ust have been lo a d e d ; 
and they had  b low n  a hole  in  h im  I  cou ld  have put 
m y  fist into. I  d ou b t i f  he ever knew  that the gun  
had been  pu t aw ay loaded . H e  m ust have been  dead  
before  he cou ld  feel a single pellet.

“  W ell, I ’ m  d a m n ed ! ”  said E gerton -L idgett so ftly ; 
and he sat d ow n  on  the table.

I  look ed  u p  at M ered ith ; he had  turned aw ay and 
was grop in g  at the w in dow  fastening. T h e  side o f  his 
face I  cou ld  see was w hite enough.

T h en  V irg in ia ’ s vo ice  cried  in the passage: “  W hat 
has h ap p en ed ?  Is anyone h u rt? ”

I  m ade on e  ju m p  for the d oorw ay  and  filled it. I  
d id n ’ t w ant her to see D rexh am  like that.

“  Y o u  can ’ t com e  i n ! T h ere ’ s been  an accident 
and D rexh am ’s h u rt! ”  I  said.

She tried to  push past m e ; bu t I  caught hold  o f  her 
and drew  her u p  the passage, sa y in g :
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“  Y o u  m ustn’ t see h im  now . W ait till the d o c to r ’s 
been. Y o u ’d  better go  u p  to  you r room .”

She cam e quietly , sobb in g  softly.
A t  the end o f  the passage she said in a breathless, 

frightened v o ic e : “  It— it w asn’ t y o u ?  ”
“  N o . I t  was an accident— a gun slipped ou t o f  

M eredith ’ s hands, hit the floor, and w ent o ff .”
“  Is he k illed? ”  she said.
“  I t ’ s very serious,”  said I.
She sobbed  a g a in ; and I  helped her u p  the stairs 

to  her b ed room , and w aited till her m aid  cam e. 
W hen I  cam e downstairs the house was in  an uproar. 
A  lady— I d id  not g o  to  see w hich— was in a fit o f  
hysterics in  the draw in g-room . T h e  w om en  servants, 
very w hite, and m ost o f  them  crying , w ere clustered 
in the little hall at the end o f  the passage to  the gu n 
room . I sent them  o f f  to  the kitchen.

In  the g u n -room  w ere the butler and  tw o footm en . 
T h ey  had  laid  D rexh am  on  a table and covered  him  
w ith a sheet. T h e  butler to ld  m e that M eredith  had 
been  very sick, and E gerton -L idgett had taken him  
up  to his b ed room . A  car had gon e  for  the doctor.

I  p icked  u p  the gun w h ich  had d on e  the m ischief. 
It  was D rexh am ’s ow n  gun, the p igeon  gun he had 
been using in the afternoon. T h a t d id  surprise m e. 
D rexham  was the last m an  in the w orld  to leave the 
cartridges in  his g u n ; he was always so fearful o f  
accidents. C ertain ly  I had not seen h im  take the 
cartridges o u t ; bu t I had an idea that he had not 
loaded  it after his last tw o shots.

T h e  next tw o days w ere trying, though I was pretty 
busy m aking arrangem ents. V irg in ia  sat w ith  the 
b a b y  in the Peach  G arden  m ost o f  the day, very quiet. 
Y ou  cou ld  alm ost see the scared look  lifting from  her 
face. I  spent a g ood  deal o f  m y  spare tim e w ith  her 
(she seem ed to like it), bu t w e hardly talked at all.

M eredith  w andered about the C ourt and  the 
gardens restlessly, look ing very shaky. H e  d id  not 
seem to  care to ta lk ; and he said noth ing to m e at any
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rate, abou t the accident. It  was queer, bu t everybody 
was saying, “ P oor M r. M e r e d ith !”  n ob od y  said, 
“  P oor D re x h a m ! ” — not even E gerton -L idgett w ho 
had to  stay on, o f  course, for the inquest.

T h e  inquest d id  not throw  any light on  the question 
o f  h ow  D rexh am ’ s gun cam e to  be  loaded . E very
b o d y  seem ed to take it for granted that he had  left it 
loaded  him self. M eredith  looked  very shaky; but 
he gave his evidence all right. E verybod y  seem ed 
sorry for h im ; the coron er m ade things as easy as 
he cou ld  for h im ; and w hen the ju ry  brought in a 
verd ict o f  death b y  m isadventure, they added  a 
rider saying that he was not to  blam e.

N aturally he was eager to  get aw ay from  D rexham  
C o u r t ; and in the afternoon after the inquest I drove 
him  to the station. W e d id  n ot talk m u ch  on  the w ay 
to  it.

T h e  train cam e i n ; he g o t in to a carriage and leant 
ou t o f  the w in d o w ; and w e shook hands and said 
g ood -b y e . But, as usual, the train stuck in the station.

T h en  he sa id : “ I think V irg ie  w ill be  all right n o w ; 
bu t y o u ’ ll look  after her.”

“  O h , yes,”  I  said.
H e  was still look ing rather shaky; and I  w anted to 

bu ck  him  u p  a b it ;  so I sa id : “  L ook  h ere : I  h op e  
you— you  aren ’ t goin g  to  w orry  abou t D rexh am .”

“  N ot on  you r life ! ”  he said. “  I t  was a d an d y  
shot, w asn ’ t it?  I  never loosed  o f f  a gun  qu ick er since 
I s topped  a grizz ly  in a surprise rush,”  A n d  he 
looked  alm ost as boyish  and cheerfu l as on  the d ay  he 
cam e.

A ll the sam e it was n ot qu ite  n ice  o f  h im  to  m ention  
it, I  thought.
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Stretching  ou t her arm  in the darkness, J en n y  felt 
the unglassed face o f  the clock , and was am azed  to 
d iscover that the hands stood  at tw enty-five past six.

S ix in the m orn ing, and still d a rk ! D u rin g  this 
tim e o f  the year, M ay , the sun usually rose at abou t 
six in the W est Indies, and this m orn ing it was p itch - 
b la ck ! She had  prom ised  to  b e  at the w aterside b y  
d a w n ; H arry  w ou ld  b e  w aiting for her, w atch ing 
w ith  his m en for  a  glim pse o f  her through the pale  
T ro p ic  daw n.

Y et the daw n  had  n ot com e.
But she m ust b e  up  n ow , H arry  w ou ld  b e  w a it in g .. . .
G ingerly  she craw led  ou t o f  b ed , taking care n ot 

to  w ake u p  her husband, and  began  swiftly to dress. 
She knew , how ever, that it was very  unlikely that 
T o m  w ou ld  w ake, he threw  h im self in to  sleep, every 
night, his brain  and b o d y  sodden  w ith  rum , and  n oth in g  
short o f  a hurricane cou ld  bring h im  to  life till lon g  
after daw n.

D ark  as it was, she d id  n ot light the lam p , for  she 
fou n d  little d ifficu lty  in  dressing: she had  laid  her 
clothes ou t carefu lly before goin g  to  b ed  in  preparation  
for  ju st such an em ergency.

H ook in g  the heavy stays o f  the period , w ith  infinite 
trou b le  pu lling  the laces tight, and  hitch ing u p  thick 
petticoats, Jen n y  was h ap p y  at having som ething to  
d o  to  keep her m in d  from  troubling  over the d an 
gerous step she was abou t to  take. F or  Jen n y  was 
n o  ligh t-o ’ -love . Y ears o f  torture, o f  living w ith  a 
drunkard she had  learned to loathe, had  been  needed  
to  screw  her cou rage  to  this step. She was on ly  
cap ab le  o f  taking that step b y  n ot thinking abou t it, 
b y  trusting purely  to  action .

O n ce  she started to  think she knew  that she w ou ld  
w ithdraw , and she d id  n ot w ant to  w ith d ra w ; it was 
safest to  trust to  her em otions, to  her love  for H arry , 
her hatred o f  T o m , and  to  the desire to  see on ce  m ore

n o
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the m isty outline o f  o ld  E ngland after years in  this 
sun-baked island.

H er clothes w ere packed  in the bags in  the k itch en ; 
she grop ed  for them  through a house m ade strangely 
unfam iliar b y  the darkness. She had never know n 
such a m orn ing. Perhaps her clock  was fast ? It  must 
b e  fa s t ! D aw n  should have com e  lon g  ago. Y e t  she 
n oticed  a light in the house next d oor , and heard 
outside the hushed voices o f  m en and w om en , the 
sound o f  the p ig  and goa t be in g  untethered. T h a t 
m eant it m ust really b e  six o ’c lock . Y et this dark
ness, this pa ll o f  im penetrable  blackness that seem ed 
like a slide o f  m etal over  her eyeballs— it w asn ’ t r ig h t ! 
Perhaps she was b l in d ! N o , n o ! In  sudden agony, 
she op en ed  her large eyes very  w ide, and  blinked 
th em ; then w ith  enorm ous relief, she knew  that she 
cou ld  n ot b e  b lin d  because the lighted w in d ow  next 
d o o r  shone m urkily at her as i f  through fog.

F o g ! O f  course, it m ust be  som e new  kind o f  f o g ! 
But she had never k now n a fog  to be  so b lack  as this, 
and  there was n o  feeling o f  m ist in the air. T h e  air, 
as a  m atter o f  fact, was pecu liarly  dry.

But J en n y  was n o  cow ard . She had  w orked  u p  
all her cou rage  for this one m om ent, and n ow  she 
w ou ld  n ot draw  back . I f  it was m idnight, she w ou ld  
sit at the w ater-side until daw n  rather than go  back . 
I t  seem ed to  her that this w ou ld  be  her last chance 
to  escape, to draw  back  n ow  w ou ld  m ean to b e  tied 
fo r  ever to  this drunken devil o f  a husband.

T h e  blackness d id  n ot lessen : n o  sun rose over the 
plains. V e ry  steadily she w alked a long the street 
that was n o  longer a street bu t was som ething hidden . 
T o  each  side o f  her the lighted w indow s w ere opaque, 
w ere d im  glass shields seen under w ater at night. 
She cou ld  hear the hum  o f  m any voices, the speakers 
unseen. T h en  som ething solid brushed against her 
skirt, sending a gush o f  horror to her heart. T h e  
th ing claw ed  w ith  hands u p  to her waist, and she heard 
a negress m u m blin g  a prayer.



112 ACT OF GOD

“  W h a t is it?  ”  asked Jenn y, peering dow n . She 
spoke in a whisper, as i f  afraid  to raise her vo ice . 
“  W h a t’ s h a p p en ed ?  ”

“  D e  L a h d  h ab  taken de  revenge on  he ’ s ch illu n ,”  
m oaned  the darkness. “  D ere  will b e  n o  m o ’ 
earth . . . ”  and the soft vo ice  w ailed  in to a hym n.

A n grily , Jen n y  shook the w om an  o f f  and strode on , 
breaking suddenly in to a run, bu t the bags w eighed  
her dow n . T h e y  w ere frightfu lly heavy. W h y  had  
she packed  so m u ch ?  So m an y unnecessary things ? 
She w ou ld n ’ t need them  all. In  L on d on  she w ou ld  
bu y  thousands better . . .  in  L on d on  . . . L on d on  . . .

She ran  qu ick ly, and the bags swung rou n d  and 
struck at her legs, like dogs trying to hold  her back . 
She raced  on , gasping. T h is, surely, was the b a y ?  
T h e  beach  was there, and the wharves— w here w ere 
the w harves?

A h ead , she saw a qu ivering b lu r o f  co lou r, a m an ’s 
vo ice  halloed , it was H a rry ’s vo ice  . . . thank G od  . . ,

She was in his arms. She cou ld  n ot see h im , bu t 
she knew  that it was his m outh  on  hers, that these 
w ere his hands fond ling  her shoulders under the 
cape.

“  H a r r y ! ”  she cried. “  W h at has happened  to the 
w o r ld ?  ”  She was am azed  to  find herself sobb ing , 
her nerves w ere so on  edge. A n d  she had  dream ed 
o f  this d a w n ; n ow  that it had com e  G od  had coated  
the w orld  in darkness. “ W h y  this d a rk n ess?”  she 
cried .

“  I  d on ’ t k n ow ,”  he w hispered. “  I  ca n ’ t under
stand it. I ’ve  never know n such a th ing.”

“  L et ’s go  now , at on ce , for  heaven ’ s sake! ”  she 
cried . “  Th is p lace  is accu rsed ! ”

“  W e  ca n ’ t go  yet. I  cou ld n ’ t find  m y ship in  
this— this fo g .”

“  F o g ?  D o  you  think it ’ s fo g ?  ”
“  W hat else can  it b e ?  ”  But there was n o  cer

tainty, n o  reassurance in his vo ice . “  I ’ve never 
know n such a th ing,”  he repeated, puzzled .

O n  all sides, darkness— darkness that gave n o  hint



ACT OF GOD 113

o f  things h idden , that seem ed an end in itself, as i f  
they w ere enclosed in  a velvet cylinder. But through 
the darkness, sounds w ere grow ing.

P eople w ere starting to  shout from  house to  house, 
all asking the inevitable question— W hat, in G o d ’s 
nam e, had  h a p p en ed ?  T h e y  lit spare lam ps and 
candles, eyes w ide w ith  terror, w ith  unansw ered 
questions, as they gazed  blankly at a sky that was no 
longer infinite, m iles above  them , bu t had  low ered 
its heavy, starless n ight to an inch  before  their faces.

“  M y  G od  ! ”  scream ed J en n y  suddenly. “  W h a t’s 
on  m y  ch eek ? ”

Som eth ing delicate, feathery, was running on  her 
ch eek ; like dry  rain, it w as; som ething sm arted her 
lips, hurt her open  eyes. T h e  heavens w ere m e lt in g ! 
She brushed the stu ff aw ay, bu t it fell again as swiftly 
as she brushed it o f f ; gently  it fell, in  on e  continuous 
slow  d ow n pou r. She put her shaking hand on 
H a rry ’ s face, and felt a scum  o f  this strange, dust
like substance there too.

“  W h at is it?  ”  she cried.
N o  answer, bu t she felt the strong arms abou t her 

shoulders h o ld in g  her tigh tly ; she heard his breath 
com in g  in slow , lon g  gasps like the breath ing o f  a 
m an  tensed u p  for the leap o f  an enem y, o f  a m an 
gathering together all his strength, physical and 
m ental, in  fearful w aiting.

A  negro nearby  kept u p  a m onotonous ch a n t:
“  W e’re all gonna die, gonna die,

A nd go on high, to de sky,
For de D ay ob  Judgm ent’s nigh. . . .”

O thers took  it up , and the soft, c roon in g  negro voices 
sw elled u p  to G od , w ithout fear, w ith  a stately fatalism.

“ Is it the last d a y ?  ”  m urm ured  Jen n y fearfully.
“  N onsense,”  snapped H arry . “  Last day  in d eed ! 

I t ’ ll clear u p  any m inute.”
But it d id  n ot clear up. I t  rem ained  the same 

im penetrab le  blackness that was darker than any 
n ight cou ld  be— and this was m orn in g ! a T ro p ic  
m o rn in g !
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“  D e  L a h d  am  c o m in g ! ”  shouted a negro suddenly. 
“  O n  y o ’ knees, all o b  y o ’ , and pray  to de  L ahd , y o ’ 
sinners, on  y o ’ knees and m eet de  L a h d  w id  w eeping 
and w id  w ailing a ’ de  gnashing o b  teeth. D is island 
are bustin ’ w id  a passel o b  wickednesses. O n  y o ’ 
knees, all o b  y o ’ , all o b  y o ’ , co lou red  m an, w hite m an, 
all o b  y o ’ . . .”

T h e  v o ice  cam e eerily through the blackness like 
the v o ice  o f  a p roph et. T h e  fact that it was a n egro ’s 
vo ice  gave to it, som ehow , a deeper feeling o f  horror.

Jen n y  clu tched  at her lover, twisting in a spasm 
o f  fear.

“  I  ca n ’ t bear it !  ”  she scream ed suddenly. “  I t ’ s 
G o d ’s ju d g m en t, H arry , on  this very m orn ing it m ust 
h a p p en ! I t ’s m ore  than a cc id en t! I  ca n ’ t g o  w ith 
you  n o w ! ”

“ Y o u  f o o l ! ”  H e  grip p ed  her firm ly. “ I t ’s 
noth ing, I  tell y o u ! I t ’ ll pass; it ’ s som e m ere 
natural p h en om en on .”

“  I t  w o n ’ t p a ss ! ”
A ll the strain o f  the last few  weeks, the courage it 

had  taken for her to  desert her hom e, the constant 
fear o f  detection , and the feeling o f  sham e at the 
thought that she, a  m arried  w om an , was flying from  
her husband w ith  another m an— all these things that 
had lived  under the ca lm  o f  her consciousness n ow  
burst forth  in to unreasoning terror, a terror that took  
as its form  the vague phantom s o f  a ch ild h ood ’s g od , an 
om nipotent and infinitely revengeful being.

“  I t ’ s sent on  us for  ou r sins,”  she sobbed . “  It  is 
the end. H o w  can  I face the L ord  w ith  this sin on  
m y hands ? I  should pray  to thank H im  that it w ent 
n o  further, that I ’ ve tim e yet to  repent before  the 
w hole  w orld  passes.”

“  Y o u  m ustn ’ t, J en n y  . .
“ L et g o ! ”
She squirm ed ou t o f  his grasp. She was breathing 

heavily, the perspiration  m ix ing  w ith  the strange 
substance on  her face and itch ing there.
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“  D o n ’ t tou ch  m e ! ”  she cried.
As he stretched ou t an arm  to  h o ld  her back , she 

swung so suddenly aside that she alm ost fell, bu t 
righted herself in a m om en t and , stum bling a few  
steps, lurched  o f f  sobb in g  in to the darkness.

H arry took  a few  steps after her, then s to p p e d ; he 
dared n ot leave his m en  lest he m ight n ot find them  
again until the sun rose. H e  stood  and  gazed  u p  at 
the cloudless, the starless sky, that seem ed an inch  
before his face, and he felt a gentle touch  as o f  half- 
ghostly fingers flecking on  his skin stealth ily ; and 
suddenly there was fear in his heart. H e  was w ell- 
n igh  g lad  n ow  that the w om a n  was gon e, love  her 
though he d id  m ore than aught else in  the w o r ld ; 
soundlessly, he w hispered a p ra y e r ; his m anliness, as 
yet, forb ad e  h im  to utter it a loud .

T h rou g h  the darkness Jen n y  b lun dered  tow ards 
hom e. T h ere  was n o  d ifficulty in getting there, no 
risk o f  her losing her w ay. I t  was a straight path. 
But she d id  n ot keep to  the p a th ; she b lundered  in to 
fences and against trees, tearing her skirt on  thorns. 
P eop le  stum bled b lin d ly  against h e r ; a drunkard 
caught her around  the waist.

S om eh ow  she struggled from  him , knock ing in to  
other unseen peop le. A  m an  w ith  a torch  rushed 
tow ards her. H e  was stark naked, and  his lon g  red 
beard  seem ed like a splash o f  b lo o d  in the d im  lig h t ; 
his nakedness was scum m ed w ith  a grey dust as i f  
he w ere an In d ian  painted for the w arpath . H e  
scream ed in a reedy vo ice  for the peop le  to  fo llow  
him  to  G od .

T h e  tow n  had  gon e  m ad  in  the blackness. Som e 
negroes craw led  to  the graveyard to  stay w ith  their 
dead  k indred and to  rise w ith  them  w hen the Last 
T ru m p  roared  the sky asunder. T h ere  was a terrific 
bon fire  in a clearing, and around it drunkards lay 
and  drank in atheistical defiance o f  G od , a defiance 
that was half-terror, drinking at G o d ; and , worse . . . 
m en and w om en , w hite and b lack , ro lled  around  the
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fire, m ad  w ith  the ecstasy o f  fear. T h ey  had raided 
a nearby public-house, and had smashed op en  a large 
cask o f  rum , feeding the flames as w ell as their bodies 
w ith  the spirit.

L ike devils they seem ed to Jen n y  as she staggered by . 
T h e  church  was lit u p  w ith a gentle radiance, and she 
heard from  w ithin the organ  p laying a hym n o f  
supplication  w hile the voices o f  devout m en and w om en 
w ere raised in exultant song.

But she d id  n ot stop. Past shops and houses she w ent, 
until at last she reached her ow n  front gate. She 
d id  n ot know  h ow  she recognised it. Instinctively she 
w ent to  it, w ren ched  it open .

N o  light shone from  the house. She flung op en  the 
fron t d o o r  and rushed through the passage in to the 
s ittin g -room ; there she tripped  and fell to the flo o r : 
som ething was clu tch ing at her feet.

“ M y  G o d !  m y G o d ! m y G o d !  w h o ’s t h e r e ? ”  
w ailed a m an ’s vo ice  from  beside her on  the floor.

She lay back , gasping.
“ I t ’ s m e, T o m : it ’ s m e— J en n y ,”  she m oaned . 

“  W h ere ’ s the la m p ?  ”
“  T h e  la m p ?  W hat la m p ?  W hat d o  you  w ant a 

lam p fo r?  S oon  w e ’ ll b e  b lin d  w ith  light. O , G od , 
take p ity  on  m e, p ity  on  m e ! I  d id n ’ t know . . . . O  
C h r i s t ! . . . ”

H e  was sobbing , still half-crazed from  last n ight’s 
drink. I t  shocked her to  hear h im  cry  like that. It 
sounded like a sick anim al, n ot a m an.

“  D o n ’ t, T o m ,”  she w hispered, stretching ou t her 
hand in the darkness until it reached  his and her 
fingers closed abou t his wrist.

“  T o m ,”  she w hispered, and a feeling o f  religious 
exu ltation  arose w ith in  her. She felt afire w ith  h oly  
dread  and excitem ent. “  T o m , I ’ve g o t som ething 
to  tell y o u .”

H e  was silent a m om ent, then he burst o u t :
“  W hat haven ’ t I  to  tell y o u ! I ’m  a sw ine! I ’ve 

treated you  rottenly, filthily. I  should b e  shot. A h ,
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G o d , let m e confess, I  ca n ’ t face Y o u  w ith  this vileness 
in m y  heart. Just tim e ’s all I  w ant, tim e to  tell. A  
m inute, G o d ! Jen n y, Jenn y, lis ten ! ”

W ith  sudden desperation, sobb ing , he dragged  
h im self a long the floor tow ards her, gripp ing her hand.

“ J en n y ,”  he cried  eagerly , breathlessly, “  I ’ve 
drunk and I ’ve blasphem ed in G o d ’s sight. I ’ve 
been  the rottenest husband to  y o u .”

H e  cam e closer, like one m aim ed , dragging his 
lim bs after h im , m oan in g  until he rested his face, 
o ily  w ith  sweat, against her breasts.

“  A  rotten  husband, unfaithful . . . you r best friend 
too , M a ry  C ow ard  . . . ”

“ M ary  C o w a rd ! ”
Th is was new . She had never suspected th at!
“  Yes. O  G o d , Jenn y, tell m e y ou  forg ive m e. I f  

on ly  I  cou ld  start a g a in ! I  daren ’ t face G od  like th is ! ”  
H e  w h im pered  and pressed his h ot w et face tighter 

against her corsage. G ently  she raised her hand and 
stroked his unshaven cheek. She felt enorm ously 
m agnanim ous and , O h ! so g o o d !

“  W e  are in  G o d ’s sight now , T o m ,”  she w hispered, 
“  and I, too , have n ot been  guiltless . . .”

“  B u t . . . ”
“  T o -n ig h t I was p lanning to  run aw ay— I m ean this 

m orn ing, at the daw n  that G o d  w ithheld . W ith  
you r best friend, w ith  H arry  G ra ce .”

She spoke quietly , and thanked G od  in  her heart 
that she had been  rescued in tim e from  sin.

T o m  recoiled  suddenly as i f  her b o d y  had scalded 
him . She felt his hand shaking in  hers. T h rou gh  
the darkness he leaned forw ard and  tried to  see her, 
bu t she was like an eb on  statue against a b lack  velvet 
pall.

“ Y o u ? ”  he m uttered, scarcely believing her.
“  Y o u , m y  J e n n y ?  ”

“ Yes, T o m ;  this m orn in g ; w e had p lanned  
every th in g ; I  was go in g  to  run o f f  w ith  h im  in  the 
Shamrock for E n glan d .”

1 1 7
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“  M y  G o d ! ”
She w aited a m om ent, then as he d id  n ot speak, she 

m urm ured , c o a x in g ly :
“  Say that you  forgive m e. Please, T o m .”
Still, he d id  n ot speak, and  she grop ed  for his face 

w ith  her free han d  and p leadingly  w hispered to  h im : 
“  F org ive m e. I  can n ot bear it i f  you  d on ’ t 

forgive m e ! I  ca n ’ t face G od  w ith  this sin tugging at 
m y  heart. T ogeth er, both  o f  us sinners, let us face 
H i m ! ”

“  I— I  can n ot cast a stone,”  he m oan ed , and  his 
head  cam e forw ard to  rest again  on  her bod y .

“  W e  are a w retched  fa m ily ! ”  he cried . “  A h , G o d , 
w hat sinners w e a r e ! ”

“  I f  w e had on ly  another ch an ce  . . . ”
“  I  swear I ’d  never drink again, n ot a d rop , and 

I ’d  b e  as true as true to  you , J e n n y ! ”
“  A n d  I  to  you  . . . a lw a y s ! ”
She felt his fingers at her throat, then his w et m outh  

on  hers in  that unearthly darkness that was n ot the 
darkness o f  n ight n or o f  f o g ; w hile outside the peop le  
ran  and shouted crazily  at each  other, m en  and 
w om en  scream ing prayers and blasphem ies.

In  that quietness they lay together, w aiting w ith 
ach ing  hearts yet p la cid  m inds for the Last T ru m p  
that w ou ld  sum m on them  to G o d ’s great Ju d gm en t 
T h ron e . S om ehow , n ow  that they had  confessed to 
each  other, they felt glorified , as i f  already G o d ’s 
hand had  touched  them  in  forgiveness.

T h e y  w aited, w aited, w hile outside the noises grew  
fiercer : tins w ere be in g  clashed together, voices rose 
w ailing in song and inarticulate cries.

. . . T h e  voices stilled . . . T h ere  was a strange hush 
over everyth ing . . .

J en n y  m oved , raised herself on  on e  e lbow , and 
listened. W hat had quietened th em ? W as there 
som e vision in the sky ? H a d  G od  fo lded  back  a little 
o f  H is heaven and given them  a sign ?

T h en  suddenly a w om an  cried  hysterically :
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“  T h e  d a w n ! I  tell you— it ’s the d a w n ! ”
Jen n y  felt T o m ’s han d  stiffen in hers. H e  whis

p ere d :
“  D id  you  hear that, Jen n y ? I t ’ s com in g  n ow  . . . 

O n e  last kiss, q u ic k ly ! ”
T h ey  kissed; then sighing, in fearful expectation , 

he la id  his head , childlike, u p on  her breast, and 
w aited.

T h e  singing had  stopped  outside, they too  w aited 
in  the darkness, in  silence.

T h e  suspense was unbearable, it m ade J en n y  feel 
i l l ;  she shut her eyes, op en ed  them  a g a in ; noth ing 
had happened .

“  I  ca n ’ t bear it,”  she said suddenly, and  staggered 
to  her feet.

“  W h ere are you  g o in g ?  ”
She felt his hand gripp in g  her ankle.
“  D o n ’ t leave m e ,”  he m oaned . “  L e t ’ s stay 

together to  the last.”
“  I ’ m  goin g  ou t,”  she said, “  to  see.”
"  I ’ ll go  w ith  y o u .”
H e  dragged  h im self u p  and , still cling ing  to  her 

hand, fo llow ed  her ou t through the d oor , in to  the hall, 
and  d ow n  the steps to  the g a rd e n ; there they stood, 
am azed . Before them , in the east, there was a m ilky 
rad iance in the sky, daw n shouldering its w ay through 
dark  mists. T h is was n o  last su m m on s; it was the 
everyday sun itself battling w ith  earthly darkness; 
and in the thin light they cou ld  see a soft fall o f  
delicate dust com in g  d ow n  u p on  them . T h e  groun d  
was thick  to  above their ankles. Jen n y ’ s face was 
plastered as i f  she had rolled  in m ud.

W onderingly , they gazed  at each  other, and hand 
in hand, strolled to the gate.

P eop le  in the street w ere all look ing upw ards, 
w atch ing the daw n, their faces tense w ith a m ixture 
o f  fear and hope. B lack and w hite m en and w om en  
w ere there, their faces and clothes w ere heavy w ith  a 
greyish film . S low ly  they grew  ou t o f  the g loom ,
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every second  becom in g  m ore and  m ore distinct, as 
i f  they w ere be in g  m ou ld ed  b y  invisible fingers.

“ W hat— w hat’s h a p p e n e d ? ”  asked J en n y  to  a 
m an  nearby.

By great g o o d  fortune the m an she asked was 
C apta in  G rinsby, an am ateur scientist and abou t the 
on ly  m an  present w h o  cou ld  have told  her. H e  turned 
w ith  a contem ptuous leer.

“ W h a t  the devil d o  you  t h in k ? ”  he snapped, 
bad -tem pered  at seeing these religious converts w ho, 
a  few  m inutes since, had how led  h im  d ow n  as a heretic. 
“  I ’ve been  trying to  tell these fools all m orning. 
A  vo lcan o  p robab ly , perhaps at T rin id ad . D id n ’ t 
you  hear it ru m blin g  aw ay all last n igh t?  Th is dust 
is som e o f  the ashes, b low n  heaven knows h ow  m any 
miles on  this w ind  and b lock in g  ou t the sun. A  pack  
o f  fools, they ’d  m ake a m an  m a d .”

Jen n y  cou ld  not tell i f  it was re lie f or d isappointm ent 
that gushed from  her heart and brou gh t hot tears into 
her eyes. She dared  not look  at T o m . She leaned 
on  the gate, breath ing heavily.

“  A  v o lca n o ?  ”  she m uttered.
“ Y es, vo lcan ic  dust. W hat d id  you  think it w as? ”
She felt T o m  stir beside h e r ; he turned and started 

to m ake his w ay  back  to  the house.
As she stood un decided  w hat to  d o  next, a violen t 

trem bling affected  the earth at her feet. She turned 
to look  at T o m . H e  was slouching up  the path , then 
suddenly, in cred ib ly , he was n ot there. W here he 
had w alked was a gash in the earth. In  the thunder 
o f  the falling house, Jen n y  d id  not hear h im  scream . 
H er ow n  shriek was enough  to du ll all other sounds 
in her ears, for bey on d  the shuddering trees, the 
crashing houses, the ocean  m oved , seem ing to  lift as 
i f  a giant was stirring in his bed . T h e  ocean  raised 
a great arm , fingered w ith  fo a m ; raised the arm , 
then brou gh t it dow n , and the masts o f  the shipping 
cracked , the shrouds like a huge cob w eb  floating on  
the water.



“  H e screamed in a reedy voice f o r  the people to fo llo w  him to G od ."
(S eepage  11 5 .)
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T h a t was the last th ing that J en n y  saw. T h e  earth 
w iden ed  as i f  to gu lp  her in , and  she felt it crum ble , 
slide under her feet.

Before her, darkness and  im m easurable em ptiness; 
in her ears, the ech o  o f  her ow n  s cre a m ! T h e  ch o ice  
was taken from  her. T h e  ocean  m ust have captured  
H arry , bu t the earth had  op en ed  for her, had  taken 
her in to  its heart, d ow n  to  w here the sm ashed b od y  
o f  T o m  w aited.

John Lindsey

B L A C K M A I L

1
C a r e w  stood  beh in d  the curtain , w atch ing H all as 
he turned the corner. T h e  house was qu ite  still. 
H a ll had been  the last o f  the servants to  leave, p ro - 
testingly, because he w ished to  stay and see his m aster 
on  to  the train. C arew  had  laughed at him .

“  I f  you  d o ,”  he had said, “  y o u ’ ll lose you r ow n  
con n ection . I  can  m anage all right. I t  isn ’ t as 
though  I w ant d inner.”

H all had sm iled. A n d  C arew , w atch ing him , had  
thought h ow  lucky he was, h ow  others w ou ld  envy 
h im  the possession o f  so g o o d  a servant.

N o w  C arew  w alked across to  the cab in et b y  the 
fireplace, taking ou t glasses and a decanter. H e  
m ixed  h im self a stiff whisky. As he lifted the glass, 
he n oticed  that his hands trem bled  slightly. H e  was 
angry  w ith  him self. H a lf  a loud  he sa id :

“  Y o u  m usn ’ t d o  that. Y o u ’ ve g o t to  keep ca lm , or  
y o u ’ ll bu n gle  the w h ole  th ing .”

D rink ing the whisky, he sat dow n . S uddenly he 
felt im m ensely elated. In  tw o hours, an hour per
haps, he w ou ld  b e  quite free. H e  w ou ld  have finished 
w ith  Jag ger for ever, never seeing h im  again, know ing
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that noth ing cou ld  ever bring h im  back  to  life. I t  
had  been , he reflected, com paratively  easy after Jagger 
had consented to  com e  to  the house. A t  first he had  
been  suspicious. C arew  rem em bered  h ow , on  the 
first visit o f  all, he had  w alked rou n d  the room , 
exam in ing the doors and  the w indow s, peep ing 
beh in d  the furniture, desperately afraid  lest som eone 
m ight be  h idden . A t  length  he had  finished. T u rn 
ing to  C arew , he had  la u g h e d :

“  A lw ays as w ell to  m ake sure. A n d  n ow , as they 
say in  the L aw , h ow  abou t m y R efresh er? ”

A fter that he had  com e  every m onth . H e  had lost 
his hesitation. H a ll had got to  know  him , sm iling 
at h im  w hen he let h im  in, regarding h im  as an o ld  
friend, until even  Jagger— that m ost suspicious o f  
peop le— had begu n  to  forget to  look  rou n d  the room  
and som etim es, w hen  the business was don e , had 
stayed to  talk and  have a drink.

C arew  p icked  u p  his whisky n ow  and took  another 
sip.

H e  look ed  at the c lock . T h e  m inutes w ere passing 
very  slowly. L ighting  a cigarette, he began  to  g o  over 
his p lan , w onderin g  in  w hat points it cou ld  co n 
ce ivab ly  fail. But there w ere n o n e ! T h e  plan  
seem ed perfect. I t  was flawless. W h en  it was 
executed , he w ou ld  b e  free for the first tim e for six 
years. H e  w ou ld  b e  free as w ere the p eop le  he m et 
in the street. T h e  m orn in g ’s m ail w ou ld  h old  no 
m ore terrors for h im . E very tim e the telephone rang 
he w ou ld  not start to  his feet, h a lf dreading to  answer 
it, and at the sam e tim e afraid that som eone else m ight.

In  the beg inn ing , he rem em bered  he had  offered  to  
b u y  the letters. H e  had suggested an enorm ous sum. 
But Jag ger had on ly  laughed at h im :

5‘ D o n ’ t b e  a fool. D o  y ou  think I d o n ’ t know  
the va lue o f  these th ings? D o  you  think I  d o n ’ t 
know  m y  ow n  w eakness? I f  I  had a lu m p  sum  I ’d  
spend it at on ce  and  b e  n o  better off. N o , no. 
Y o u ’ ll keep paying. I  prefer m y  m onth ly  R efresher.”
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“  But . . C arew  had protested.
Jagger had  stopped  him . “  N ot another w ord ,”  

he said. “  Y o u ’ve got you r rem edy. Y o u  can  go  
to Law . But I ’m  not op en  to  argu m en t.”

A n d  then, C arew  rem em bered  again, he had  got 
u p  from  his seat in the park and had  w alked aw ay. 
H e  had  n ot w aited for C arew  to speak again. H e  
had  n ot bothered . H e  had  been  so sure o f  his ow n  
pow er. S o  for six years, he, C arew , had pa id  him . 
F or six years he had  been  afraid o f  w hat Jagger m ight 
d o , o f  w h om  he m ight tell.

H e  m oved  in his chair. O utside it was grow ing 
dark. T h ere  w ere lights in the w in d ow  o f  the house 
opposite. C arew , look ing up, was able  to see in to the 
room . F or a m om en t he w atch ed  a nursem aid as 
she hurried abou t her business. T h en  he rose and, 
sw itching on  on ly  on e  sm all standard lam p, drew  the 
curtains. Im m ediately  the room  becam e still and 
private. H e  d id  n ot w ant m u ch  ligh t for the 
even ing ’s w ork . H e  stood  listening, afraid that there 
m ight b e  a sound. But the house was perfectly  still.

H e  sm iled. M ov in g  across to  his desk, he opened  
it and un lock ed  the top  draw er.

F or  a m om en t he paused, still nervous, as though 
he w ere w aiting for som ething. T h en  from  the back  
o f  the draw er he took  the sm all bottle. H e  carried  
it over  to  the side-table and, rem oving  his ow n  glass, 
he a llow ed  one d rop  o f  the liqu id  to  fall in to  the other. 
I t  was qu ite  colourless. It lay like a tiny d rop  o f  
w ater in the b ottom  o f  the glass. C arew  carried  the 
bottle  back  to  the desk and rep laced  it in the draw er.

C huckling , he rem em bered  that in six hours the 
poison  w ou ld  have com plete ly  d isappeared. T h ere  
w ou ld  b e  n o  trace left in  the b od y . W h en  Jagger 
was found , far aw ay in the country , on  the C om m on  
to  w h ich  C arew  w ou ld  take him , there w ou ld  b e  
noth ing  to  show , noth ing to  m ake p eop le  believe that 
his death  had  been  other than an acciden t or 
exhaustion.
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H e ch u ck led  again. T h e  car  was in  the yard . 
T h e  trunk w h ich  H all had packed  so carefu lly  cou ld  
soon  b e  em ptied  and the b o d y  o f  Jagger p laced  inside. 
E verything was p erfect! he w ou ld  at last, after so 
long , b e  absolutely free. F or the first tim e for all 
these years there w ou ld  b e  n o  b lackm ail in his life, 
noth ing  to  rem ind h im  o f  that ghastly mistake, noth ing 
to  take h a lf his in com e aw ay from  him .

H e  w ent ou t in to  his b ed room  and began  unpacking 
the trunk.

2

W h en  the bell rang, C arew  w ent to  the d oor. H e  
stood  listening to  the sound o f  a  taxi as it w ent aw ay. 
H e  felt his heart beating w ith  w ild  excitem ent. H e  
turned the latch.

“  C om e  in ,”  he said, h o ld in g  the d o o r  open .
Jag ger stepped past h im  into the hall. T h e  other 

m an  w aited for a  m om en t on  the steps, staring at the 
houses opposite . T h e y  w ere so orderly , so solid in 
their appearance. H e  w on dered  vaguely w hat was 
happen ing beh in d  those closed doors.

T h en  he cam e in to the house. H e  shut the d oor  
qu ick ly , and turned to  face Jagger. T h e  visitor was 
leaning forw ard , exam in ing the w riting on  an en
ve lope w h ich  lay on  the hall table. C arew  felt a 
great w ave o f  hate pass through  him . H e  w anted to  
rush forw ard  and seize Jagger, seize h im  b y  the throat 
and  press and press. H e  stepped forw ard. H is 
fingers w orked  a long the seams o f  his trousers. H e  
felt h im self shaking. H is m ou th  was parched .
Jagger looked  up.

“ Punctual as u s u a l? ”  he asked, laughing in 
C arew ’s face.

C arew  n od d ed . H e  cou ld  n ot speak. H e  d id  not 
dare trust h im self to  op en  his m outh . A t  last he said, 
“  Shall w e g o  in to  m y  stu dy? ”

Jagger d id  n ot m ove  at on ce . H e  turned back  to
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the table and  look ed  again at the w riting on  the 
envelope.

“  A  w om an , e h ?  ”  H e  sniggered.
C arew  d id  n ot answer him . H e  saw  J a g ger ’s hand 

g o  forw ard.
“  I  w on d er,”  Jagger said, “  i f  I  should  know  the 

la d y ?  She m ight be  useful. I  m ight know  things 
she w ou ld  like to  k n ow .”

H e  looked  u p  in to C arew ’ s face. H e  laughed 
qu ietly , his eyes m ock in g  the other m an. Suddenly 
he n oticed  C arew ’s c len ch ed  fists.

Jagger stepped back . H e  was afraid he had gon e 
to o  far.

“  A ll r igh t,”  he m uttered, “  I  was on ly  jo k in g .”
H e  cam e aw ay from  the table, still w atch ing C arew , 

h a lf afraid that the other m an m ight attack him . 
H e  sm iled, slightly, as he thought o f  it. C arew  w ou ld  
n ot hurt him . H e  was a cow ard . H e  had  been  
afraid  to  fight over the letters. H e , Jagger, had 
noth ing to  fear from  him .

H e  turned. “  T h e  stu dy? ”  he asked.
C arew  n od d ed . H e  was sm iling n ow , m aster o f  

him self. H e  led  the w ay. In  the study, Jagger 
w alked across to  the fireplace and held his hands ou t 
to  the blaze. A bru ptly , as C arew  w atch ed  his visitor, 
he felt a  great scorn  for himself. H e  should  have 
d on e  all this lon g  ago, freeing himself.

C arew  sat d ow n  at his desk. H is whisky was beside 
h im . T h e  glass was still three parts full. W hen  
J a g ger  look ed  up , C arew  had the glass in his hand, 
and  was sipp ing the whisky. H e  m oved  his tongue 
across his lips, en joy ing the taste o f  the stuff.

Jag ger sat d ow n  in an arm chair.
“  W e ll?  ”  he asked, facing Carew .
H is v o ice  was harsh and threatening. H e  hated 

the other m an and  he despised him . H e  had  the 
great con tem pt for h im  that all blackm ailers have 
for their victim s.

“  Y o u ’ve  g o t  the necessary? ”  he asked.
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“  Y es ,”  C arew  said, “  I ’ ve got it .”
H e  gu lped  a little m ore  whisky, still w atch ing 

Jagger, still h op in g  that the other w ou ld  n otice  that 
he had  n ot been  offered  a drink.

Jag ger said, “  W ell, let’ s have it .”
Carew  leaned forw ard over the desk and  u n locked  

the draw er. H e  took  ou t a p ile  o f  notes. T h ey  w ere 
ord inary  on e -p ou n d  notes. H e  laid  the bu n dle  on  
the table near Jagger.

T h e  other m an  p icked  u p  the notes. H e  d id  n ot 
trouble  to cou n t them , bu t put them  in his pocket. 
“  I ’ ll have to  have m ore next tim e,”  he said. “  I  
need m ore. I ’ m  w orth  m ore to  y o u .”

C arew  d id  not look  at him . H e  felt h im self shaking 
w ith  interior excitem ent. “  H o w  m u ch ?  ”  he asked. 
H is vo ice  sounded strange, n ot like his ow n  at all. 
H e  w ondered  i f  Jagger w ou ld  n otice  it.

Jagger seem ed to  b e  thinking. H e  d id  n ot nam e 
a figure at once . H e  said instead, “  Y o u ’re very co m 
fortab le h ere .”  L ook in g  rou n d  enviously at the 
d im ly  lit room , he added , “ Y o u  d o n ’ t g ive m e m uch  
o f  a w elcom e, either.”

“  W hat d o  you  m ea n ? ”  C arew  asked.
Jagger grinned. “  Y o u  d o n ’ t exactly  regard m e as 

a lost brother, d o  y o u ?  ”  he said. H e  stretched ou t 
his feet tow ards the fire, sinking m ore deep ly  into his 
chair. H is eyes w andered  in the d irection  o f  the 
whisky bottle. H e  sm iled at Carew .

C arew  got up . T h e  room  seem ed to float before 
him . H e  felt as though  he w ere breath ing som ething 
other than air. “  A  drin k ? ”  he asked.

Jag ger grunted. N ow  that he had the m on ey  in 
his pocket, his con tem pt for C arew  was greater than 
ever. T h e  fellow  was a cow a rd , on ly  fit to  w ork  
for a m an  like him self, a m an w ith  brains.

“  I think a drink w ou ld  d o  n ice ly ,”  he said. T h en  
he took  a cigarette from  the b o x  at his side. H e  
struck a m atch  and lit it.

C arew  w alked over to  the table w here the drinks
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stood . H e  p icked  u p  J a g ger ’s glass. A  tiny spot o f  
liqu id  lay at the b o ttom  o f  the glass. T o  C arew , it 
seem ed im m ense, taking u p  all the room , filling it 
until it was im possible for Jagger n o t to  n otice  it ! 
H o w  grateful he was for the d im  lig h t! C arew ’s 
hand shook a little. Beside h im  he saw the curtain 
m ove  slightly. H e  felt a sudden terror. W hat i f  
som eone saw ? But that co u ld  n ot b e  possible. T h e  
servants w ere out. T h ere  was n o  on e  in the house. 
H e  pou red  som e whisky in to  the glass, and  carried  it 
over to  Jagger.

T h en , he fetched the syphon . “  Say w h en ,”  he 
said.

A fter C arew  had  rep laced  the syphon  on  the table, 
he sat d ow n  again  b y  the desk. H e  lit a cigarette 
and  inhaled  d eep ly , finding im m ense com fort in  it.

Jag ger sat still, w atch ing the bubbles as they rose 
in  his glass. T h e  w ind  stirred the curtains again. 
F or a m om en t C arew ’s heart stood  still. Jagger 
look ed  across at Carew .

“  T o  the goose that lays the go ld en  eggs,”  he said.
H e  pu t the glass to  his lips and  drank.

3
As soon  as the b o d y  o f  Jag ger was qu ite  still in the 

chair, C arew  stood  up . H e  d id  n ot look  at the b o d y  
as he set abou t his w ork . N ow  that Jag ger was dead , 
he w anted to  forget h im , to  lose all k now ledge o f  his 
features, as though  the m an  had  never entered his 
life. H e  took  the glass w h ich  had held  J a g ger ’s drink 
and  carried  it in to  the bath room . H o ld in g  it under the 
tap, he w ashed it thorough ly . T h en  he d ried  it and  
returned to  his study and  p laced  it on  the shelf. T h ere  
m ust b e  n o  ev idence  that he had  had  a guest. E very
thing m ust b e  cleared  aw ay. H e  w orked  qu ick ly  and 
m ethod ica lly . T h e  c lo ck  on  the m antel-p iece ticked 
on . F rom  his b ed room  C arew  fetched  the clothes in 
w h ich  he w ou ld  dress Jagger. S low ly , w ith  im m ense

E
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care, he changed  the other suit, rem oving  it from  the 
b o d y  and  dressing Jagger in the suit he had bou g h t for 
h im . W h en  he had finished, he took  his guest’ s clothes 
downstairs to  the k itchen and pu t them  on  the fire.

T h e  cloth  gave o f f  a keen smell as it burnt. C arew  
w on dered , “  W h at i f  H a ll smells som ething w hen he 
returns ? ”  Perhaps he should open  the w in d ow ? H e  
hesitated. A fter all, the danger was not so great. H a ll 
w ou ld  not b e  b ack  for a week. T h e  smell w ou ld  have 
gon e lon g  before  then. T h ere  w ou ld  b e  no evidence to 
con n ect the d iscovery  o f  the b o d y  o f  an unknow n m an 
on  a Surrey C om m on  w ith  his (C arew ’ s) visit to  
T orq u a y . H e  had carried  the w hole  th ing ou t 
splendidly . N ow  he had on ly  to  put the b o d y  in the 
trunk and lift it in to his car. A fter all, there w ou ld  
b e  n o  danger. E verything w ou ld  b e  so sim ple as to 
b e  foo l-p roof.

H e  w ent in to his b ed room . T h e  c lo ck  in the hall 
struck eight. C arew  started. H e  was getting ner
vous : he was letting little things like that upset h im . 
H e  hurried  back  in to his study. Jag ger still lay in the 
chair. C arew  felt a ghastly repulsion . H e  could n ot 
tou ch  the dead  m an  again . H e  d id  n ot w ant to  touch  
him . H e  shook him self. A lm ost physically  he thrust 
the thought from  him . T h en  he w ent over to  the 
table and  m ixed  h im self another drink. H e  sat 
d ow n  in  his chair. Behind h im  the curtains m oved , 
as though  the w ind  con tin u ed  to  stir them .

C arew  drank his whisky. H e  pu t d ow n  the glass. 
T h en , qu ick ly , not look in g  at the dead  face, he stooped  
and p icked  up  the b o d y  and carried  it in to  his b ed room . 
T h e  trunk was already open . C arew  d o u b le d  u p  the 
b o d y  inside and lock ed  the lid.

4
T h e  c lo ck  in a n earby ch u rch  steeple struck ten 

as C arew  drove  in to his garage. H e  stopped  the car 
and got out. E veryth ing had w orked  for his success. 
T h e  car had run sm oothly. T h e  C om m on , w here
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he had chosen to leave the b od y , had been  quite 
deserted. N o  on e  had  seen him  leave and n o  one 
had seen h im  return. A n d , i f  they had , w hat business 
was it o f  their’s that he had chosen to m ake a slight 
alteration in  his h o lid a y  plans ?

H e  had  n o  feeling o f  guilt that Jagger was dead , 
on ly  a vast liberation  o f  spirit, a great gladness that, 
at last, it was all over. H e  was free now . N o  on e  
bu t Jagger had know n o f  his mistake. T h e  letters 
w hich  Jagger had possessed w ou ld  b e  worthless to 
anyone else. T h e y  w ere on ly  dangerous i f  they w ere 
used as corrob ora tion  to a certain story.

C arew  lifted the trunk o f f  the grid  and  carried it 
through the back yard  into the kitchen. Presently he 
w ou ld  pack  it again as H all had  packed  it. T h ere  
w ou ld  b e  n o  clue.

H e  sniffed the air. A lready the smell o f  the burnt 
clothes had  gone.

But he needed  another drink before  he repacked 
the trunk and restarted on  his jou rn ey . H e  pushed 
op en  the d o o r  o f  his study and  w ent inside. H e  sat 
d ow n  in his chair. W ith ou t w arning, he sudden ly  felt 
nervous. I t  was so easy to take a false step, to  d o  the 
on e  thing that w ou ld  show  peop le  he had failed.

H is depression d id  n ot last. H e  had  d on e  the 
deed . H e  had  don e  it perfectly. T h ere  was n o  need 
to w orry . H e  stretched ou t his hand and poured  
whisky in to a glass.

Behind h im  the d oor  slow ly opened .
C arew  d id  not see the open in g  d oor. H e  d id  not 

see H all, the butler, as he stood, w atch ing him .
H e  lifted his glass.
H all cam e in to the room . F or  a m om en t he stood 

qu ite  still, eyeing his master.
T h en  he raised his hand and cou gh ed . A n d  sud

den ly  the glass d ropp ed  from  C arew ’s hand. It  fell 
on  to  the floor. W ith  his face ashen w hite, C arew  
turned and saw H all. H e  d id  n ot speak. H e  cou ld  
not speak. H e  seem ed quite paralysed.

131
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“  I  missed m y  train, sir, because I  was foolish 
enough  to  leave m y ticket at hom e. I  thought it 
w ou ld  b e  wiser to  spend the night in tow n , sir. T h e  
later train is d ep lorab ly  slow .”

C arew ’s tem ples throbbed . Perhaps all was not 
lost. Perhaps H all knew  noth ing. M a yb e , after he 
had  missed his train he had spent som e tim e at a 
public-house, and  on ly  returned w hen the smell o f  
burn ing clothes had  vanished from  the air. But h ow  
was he, C arew , to  explain  his p resence? O r  the 
em pty  trunk? But, how ever lam e his excuses m ight 
be , surely H all w ou ld  n ot b e  able  to  d ed u ce  the truth ?

As C arew ’ s bra in  w ild ly  searched for som ething to  
say, H a ll m oved  forw ard. H is feet in  the carpet 
m ad e n o  noise. A n d  C arew , paralysed, m otionless, 
w atch ed  h im  as, w ith  ghastly precision , he w alked 
over to  the desk.

“  W hen  I returned, sir,”  H a ll con tin u ed , tonelessly, 
“  I  naturally thought that you  had departed, sir. I  
was relieved to see that you  had  left the study w in dow  
open . Y o u  see, sir, the blinds w ere pu lled  and you  had  
very little light in  the room . I  stepped over the sill . . .”

H all paused. H e  op en ed  the draw er in the desk 
w here the little bottle  lay. H e  held  it up  to  the d im  
light. Som e o f  the liqu id  rem ained. T h ere  w ere 
beads o f  sweat on  C arew ’s brow .

H a ll slipped the little bottle  in to  his pocket. H is 
face was still suave, that o f  the perfect servant. H e  
s a id : “  Th is w ill be  very useful. Is there anything 
m ore you  w ill b e  w anting to-n ight, sir ? T o -m o rro w  I  
w ou ld  b e  grateful i f  you  cou ld  spare m e a few  m inutes’ 
private conversation . T h ere  are one or tw o things 
I wish to  purchase, sir. A n d  I  w ou ld  like to  consult 
you  abou t them .”

W ith  a terrible ca lm  H all left the room . C arew  lay 
w rith ing in  his chair. S o  it was to  go  o n ?  Jagger 
was dead , bu t H all had stepped in to the dead  m an ’s 
shoes. A n d  this tim e the secret was far grim m er and 
the torturer for ever at his e lb o w !



Anthony M. Ludovici

Strangers always believed  L ou ise and M arcelle  
R am eau  w ere m other and daughter. I t  seem ed 
incred ib le  that tw o such passionate faces cou ld  be 
found  side b y  side, under on e  roo f, in one village— aye, 
even in  on e  w orld— unless they w ere blood-relations. 
E ach  w om an  was the ep itom e o f  fem ale exuberance. 
C ou ld  there b e  any w ay o f  accounting  for  her 
dup lication , therefore, except b y  hereditary influence ?

B oth  had  the sam e disquieting intensity. Both 
cou ld  b e  irresistibly charm ing and  ferocious in  turn. 
A n d  b oth  displayed that air o f  deep  con cern  abou t 
their ow n  affairs w h ich  ch illed  the superficial observer, 
and caused their friends to  m oralise abou t the need 
o f  altruism  in  the m od ern  w orld .

Louise R a m ea u  was really M arce lle ’s m other-in - 
law .

Th is relationship, w h ich  is d ifficu lt to  a proverb , 
was m ore acutely  vexatious w ith  them , because, in 
add ition  to  the fierce heat o f  their passions, c ircu m 
stances com pelled  them  to live u n der the sam e roof. 
But there w ere com pensations. E a ch  knew  herself to 
b e  a superior w om an. E ach  look ed  d ow n  u p on  the 
rest o f  w om ankind  w ith  con tem pt and p ity ; and each  
knew  w here she m ust look  i f  she w ished for  a w om an  
w orthy o f  her steel. Y ear in, year out, this constituted 
on e  o f  the deepest bonds betw een  them . T h eir  
com m on  ob je c t  o f  w orship— L ou ise ’ s son, M arce lle ’s 
husband— involved  them  m ore often  than either 
dared  to  acknow ledge in m utual hate, in longings 
for m utual a n n ih ila tion ; bu t here too  the source o f  
bitterness was also the best check  to  its expression ; 
for  was n ot F ernand ’ s peace  o f  m in d , F ernand ’s 
happiness, the suprem e ob ject  o f  b oth  their lives?

Louise had  reared Fernand at the breast. In  this 
respect she was the true peasant w om an  o f  France. 
H is bones w ere her bones, his skin was her skin. I f  
he cu t a finger, it was her b lo o d  that flow ed , i f  he

*33
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w ept it was her heart that ached . M arcelle , on  the 
other hand, had w on  Fernand in op en  battle, am id 
scores o f  other aspirants, and had  born e  h im  a son.

“  T h e y  are n ot all bad  peop le  that look  like that,”  
said the village priest to  M ile . G ave, w hen the tw o 
w ere discussing the pecu liarly  p iercin g  eyes o f  the 
R a m ea u  w om en , soon  after the fam ily  had com e  to 
the village from  the south.

“  N o , Father, I  d on ’ t say they are,”  M ile . G ave 
replied, still on ly  h a lf  con v in ced  that such dark liqu id  
eyes and such p iercing looks cou ld  ever b e  g ood . 
“  I was on ly  asking you r op in ion .”

M ile . G ave was one o f  the m agnates o f  the village 
o f  D ou ville -la -R iv iere , H er  father had  been  a coa l 
m erchant o f  D iepp e  and had left her a com fortab le  
fortune, w h ich , w hile it enabled  her to  live in  luxury, 
also p rov id ed  a sufficient surplus for the perform ance 
o f  m any “  g o o d  w ork s” .

T h e  R am eaus had  on ly  recently  com e  from  the 
region  o f  M arseilles. Fernand, an able  m echanic, 
having fou n d  rem unerative w ork  at a  loca l au tom obile  
factory , it had been  w orth  their w hile to  aban don  
their o ld  h om e on  the M editerranean. But the 
straw -coloured  hair o f  the surrounding popu lation , 
the cider-pots, and  the m arking o f  the cow s still 
seem ed distressingly unfam iliar— as unfam iliar as the 
R am eaus’ southern accent, swarthy skin, and keen 
b lack  eyes seem ed to  the cautious, reticent peasants 
o f  D ouville .

“  T h e y  w ill eat each  other’s noses o f f  on e  o f  these 
days,”  observed M ad am e V a rin , the R am eau s’ right- 
hand neighbour to  her other neighbour, M ad am e 
L ed ou x . “  I  can  hear them  quarrelling w hen he is 
gone. T h ey  never stop .”

M ad am e L ed ou x  laughed and revealed the bad , 
d iscoloured  teeth o f  the habitual cider-drinker.

Father D epresle, a  m ore  than usually hum an and 
intelligent rustic divine, had fou n d  it an exceptionally  
operose task to  defend  the new  additions to his flock
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against its o ld er  m em bers. T h e ir  exotic  looks w ould  
have passed, for  w h o  had  not m et a m eridional in  his 
life ?  But it was their pecu liar intensity, their un 
m istakable fire, against w h ich  the fingers o f  his 
N orm an  parishioners burned .

A  confessor, m oreover, m ay b e  scrupulously faithful 
to  the seal o f  the confessional, and yet b e  unable to 
stifle secret m isgivings w hen he recalls certa in  things. 
Such  m isgivings w ou ld  infest Father D epresle ’s m ind  
w hen he passed the R am eaus’ c o t ta g e ; for, although 
he m ay n ot have dreaded  any particu lar act, the 
w hole tenour o f  their spirits, as revealed in their co n 
fessions, m ade h im  vaguely  apprehensive. D eep  
hum an  passions poin ting  n ow  to love  alm ost super
hum an, and  anon  to  loath ing that cou ld  c o o l itself 
on ly  in b lo o d — this was groun d  that the sober N orm an  
priest trod  w ith  the infirm  footin g  o f  a ch ild .

“  L e  gars,” — that is h ow  M arcelle  and Louise 
referred to  Fernand. T h e y  never m entioned  h im  b y  
nam e.

O n  a certa in  F riday, late in J u ly  1914, M arcelle  
R am eau  poured  ou t a lon g  confession to the cure, in 
w h ich  she adm itted  having quarrelled  bitterly w ith 
her m other-in -law  abou t “  le gars ” , having secretly 
w ished to  kill the w om an , and having even thought 
o f  m eans w hereby to  ach ieve this nefarious end.

A  little later, on  the sam e day , Louise R am eau  
confessed that she had gon e  to the outhouse the day  
before, after a quarrel w ith  M arcelle  abou t “  le gars ” , 
w ith  the ob je ct  o f  find ing the m allet w ith  w h ich  to 
kill her daughter-in -law , bu t that on  the w ay back  
she had relented.

It  is n o t d ifficult to  see that w ith  tw o such m em bers 
in his flock, Father D epresle was entitled to  question 
w hether he was any longer truly a shepherd. It 
seem ed to h im  that, through n o  fault o f  his ow n , he 
had b ecom e a bear leader.

T h rou gh ou t the Saturday and  S unday fo llow ing  
these confessions M arcelle  was aghast at the length



o f  her m oth er-in -law ’s prayers, w hile L ou ise was 
equa lly  con fou n d ed  b y  the length  o f  M arcelle ’ s. In  
a small cottage it is d ifficu lt to  con cea l penitential 
orisons, and  as each  w om an  knew  the reason o f  her 
ow n  “  A ves ” , it was w ith  trepidation  that both  
speculated u p on  w hat they overheard.

O n  the M on d a y , how ever, their speculations on  
this head  w ere b rou gh t to  a sudden and tragic end 
w hen there spread through the village w hat was to  
the tw o w om en  the blackest, m ost b lood -cu rd lin g  
news that cou ld  possibly b e  h ea rd : G erm an y had 
declared  w ar u p on  F ra n ce ; F ran ce was already 
m obilising.

“  W ell, w h a t?  ”  M arcelle  dem an ded  hoarsely, her 
lips a  little pale , and her fingers p layin g nervously 
w ith  her ch ild ’s locks. “  L e  gars w ill n ot have to  g o .”

Louise R a m ea u  drew  back  the curtain  and gazed  
ou t in to  the village street, w here ch ildren  w ith  
co lou red  favours w ere parad ing and  singing, and w here 
adults w ere rushing to  and fro  w ith  pointless feverish 
haste. She too  was very pale, bu t endeavoured  to  
m aster her em otion .

“  I  w on d er w hether he w ill b e  late to -d a y ,”  she said, 
and then added , w ith  m ore h op e  than con viction , 
“  N o , he w o n ’ t have to  g o .”

M ad am e V a rin  cam e in . She was excited , 
hilarious. “  A ll the m en are g o in g ,”  she cried . 
“ T h e y  w ill w ant som e beating, those G erm ans! 
Isn ’ t it terrib le? M ile . G ave is serving w ine and 
brioches in her garden  to  the boys w h o are presenting 
them selves.”

S uddenly a lou d  cheer drew  all the w om en  to the 
w in dow . I t  was M onsieur le C ure go in g  from  the 
Presbytery to  the Square to  bless the first batch  o f  
mobilises.

“ G o o d -b y e ; I  m ust g o ! ”  excla im ed  M adam e 
V a rin , and she jo in e d  the throng outside.

“  F o o ls ! ”  cried  M arcelle  as she w atch ed  the crow ds. 
“  S oon  they w ill b e  shouting on  another n o t e ! ”
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A t  last “  le gars ”  returned.
T h e  tw o w om en  w ere speechless w ith  fear. O n e  

bent d ow n  as i f  to  adjust her ch ild ’ s dress, the other 
reached  frantica lly  for  a  tin on  the lofty  kitchen 
m antel-p iece. B oth  w ished to  delay  enlightenm ent.

“  W e ll?  ”  Fernand excla im ed , “  w hat d o  you  think 
o f  i t ? ”

“  B ut, you  m iserable creature,”  M arcelle  cried , 
horrified  that he should have had the cynicism  to  
postpone his news to  a second breath , “  d o  you  g o  
t o o ? ”

“  Mats non !  ”  he replied. “  M y  class is n ot yet 
ca lled  u p . A n d  M . L abou rdette  says that w hen it is 
ca lled  u p  he w ill have to  m ake representations to  the 
authorities, as he can n ot spare m e, and his is a  key 
industry.”

B oth  w om en  fell on  his neck  and  sobbed  w ith  jo y .
“  A h , it is too  g ood , too  g o o d ! ”  they excla im ed  in 

unison, w hile the ch ild , look in g  on  at this exh ib ition  
o f  adult tears and laughter, m ade curious com posite  
grim aces sufficiently n on -com m itta l to  a llow  h im  to  
ad op t any m ood  his seniors settled upon .

M ad am e V a rin  was n ot so com plete ly  vicious as to  
feel d isappointm ent at the g o o d  fortune o f  the 
R am eaus, bu t that the news was, to  her, a setback, 
she cou ld  n ot deny. E ver since the R am eaus had  
b ecom e  her neighbours, the w om en ’s concentration  
u p on  Fernand to  the exclusion  o f  all other interests 
had exasperated her. T h e y  seem ed to b e  too  h ap p y  
in  their obsession, too  rich ly  en dow ed  in  love. M adam e 
L ed ou x , on  the other hand, w h o  heard noth ing o f  
the quarrels betw een  L ou ise and  M arcelle , and saw 
on ly  their bliss at a  distance, as it m anifested itse lf to  
a n e igh bou r on ce-rem oved , regarded  the im m unity 
o f  Fernand R a m ea u  as a national scandal.

“  W h at is the g o o d  o f  that great b ear ,”  she w ou ld  
ask M a d a m e V a rin , “  i f  he can n ot defend  his P atrie? ”

M ile . G ave , w h o had n ot the faintest idea  o f  Fer
n an d ’s real age, and w h o  took  h im  to b e  m uch
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you nger than he really was, agreed entirely w ith  
M ad am e L e d o u x ; w hile the o ld  cure, unw illing to 
em broil h im self w ith  his m ost influential parishioners 
— the w ealthy spinster, and M . L abourdette , Fer
n an d ’s rich  em ployer— -m aintained a neutral attitude, 
w h ich  he expressed b y  shrugging his shoulders and 
sa y in g :

“  W hat d o  you  w a n t?  Surely the State must 
know  w hat it is a b o u t ! W h en  it needs R a m ea u  it 
w ill take h im .”

M eanw hile  the peril that had suddenly entered the 
lives o f  Louise and M arcelle  strangely m od ified  their 
relationship. As M ad am e V a rin  excla im ed  to  
M ad am e L ed ou x , “  T h ey  n o  longer cr im p  each 
other ’s m ops n o w .”

T ru th  to  tell, they felt themselves suddenly united 
b y  a b o n d  that their previous life cou ld  never have 
forged . T h e y  w ere fighting side b y  side against the 
w hole  village for  w hat they held m ost precious, for 
the m eaning o f  their jo in t  existence. E ver m ore 
im pudently  w eek b y  w eek, hour b y  hour, the finger 
o f  envy and scorn , reproach  and m alice, was poin ted  
at their cottage, in  at their w in d ow ,— aye, even at their 
m an. T h e  o ld  m en, the neighbours, the w om en  w h o 
had lost their husbands, everyone had  b ecom e their 
com m on  enem y.

“  T h ey  are m onsters! ”  hissed M arcelle.
“  T h e y  call their envy patriotism , and their cruelty 

their sense o f  ju stice ,”  observed the elder w om an.
“  S acrifice ! ”  cried  M arcelle , “  h ow  can  she, that 

w ithered apple, that extinct vo lcan o— the G ave— dare 
to speak o f  you n g healthy m en im m olating themselves 
for her ? W hy, to  kill even a toad  in order to p ro lon g  
her existence for  on e  m inute w ou ld  be  an outrage 
against h u m an ity ! ”

“  D o n ’ t upset yourself, M arce lle ,”  her elder ex 
cla im ed , chokin g w ith rage herself. “  T h ey  w ill not 
get him . M . L abou rdette  will see to that.”

M eanw hile  the w ar w ent on  and  on . M ore  and
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m ore m en  w ere ca lled  for, m ore  and m ore boys 
d rop p ed  their ploughs, their lathes, and their spanners, 
and jo in e d  the poilus.

“  I  think,”  rem arked M ile . G ave to Father Depresle 
one autum n d ay  in 1915, “ you  ought really to  get 
you r spiritual influence to  bear b o th  on  R am eau  and 
his ch ief. It  is a  disgrace that he should be  skulking 
in those au tom obile  works w hile others are m aking 
the suprem e sacrifice.”

“  W h at d o  you  w an t?  ”  excla im ed the unfortunate 
cure. “ T h e  State surely knows w hat it is a b o u t! 
It w ill get h im  w hen  it needs h im .”

M eanw hile  rum ours spread through the village that 
the R a m ea u  w om en  w ere practising special devotions 
in  ord er to  preserve their m an. A s a counterblast to 
this, all the w om an  responsible for  this rum our re
peated  special prayers in  w h ich , though  R a m ea u ’ s 
nam e was n ot actually  m entioned , it was m ade 
sufficiently p lain  to  the m eanest intelligence w h o 
precisely was m eant. T h e  A lm igh ty  was im plored  
to arrange that all ambusques in  the village, even those 
w h o  w ere d o in g  useful engineering w ork , m ight g o  to 
defen d  their Patrie at the front.

C h ildren  began  to  tax the R a m ea u  ch ild  w ith 
having an atnbusque for a father. T h is was too  m uch .

“ Te l l  m e w h o said th at! W hat was his n a m e? ”  
cried  M arcelle.

So m an y had said it that the p o o r  ch ild  was n on 
plussed. V ery  soon  after this fruitless inqu iry  a 
n e igh bou r ’ s ch ild  received  a sounding sm ack from  
M arcelle , ju st outside the R a m ea u ’ s gate, and w ent 
aw ay how ling.

“  T h e y  want h im  to  stay at h om e,”  protested 
M ile . G ave to  Father D epresle in J u ly  1916, just 
be fore  the great Som m e offensive. “  T h ey  show  no 
sign o f  w ishing h im  to  g o  to  the fro n t! ”

“  But I  ask y o u ,”  excla im ed  the harassed cure, “  is 
that n ot qu ite natura l? S ince w hen have w om en  
liked to  see their husbands and  sons sacrificed? ”
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M ile. G ave, in w h om , ow in g  to  the unattached 
existence she led, the flam e o f  patriotism  burned  
m ore  furiously than in m ost p eop le , look ed  at the 
cure w ith  a shade o f  rancour.

“ Y o u  defend  th e m ! ”  she cried.
“  N o , I  exp la in  them ,”  rep lied  the cautious priest.
O ccasionally , over  their even ing m eal, Fernand 

w ou ld  h int darkly that he was m editating giv ing notice  
at the factory , M . L abourdette  o r  n o  M . L abourdette . 
T h e  last tim e he ventured to  d o  this he created  a 
distressing scene.

“  W h a t?  ”  excla im ed  his m other, “  you  ungrateful 
creatu re ! this is h ow  you  propose  to  rew ard  your 
m aster after he has been  unscrew ing his arm s to 
retain y o u ! ”

“  M y  class has been  ca lled  u p  lon g  a g o ,”  Fernand 
protested feebly.

“  O h , b e  q u ie t !”  cried  M arcelle , rising from  the table 
and putting  a hand on  her chest. “  C a n ’ t you  see that 
you  stop m y  sw allow ing w hen you  speak like th a t?  ”

“  I t ’s all very  w ell,”  Fernand grow led . “  I  d o n ’ t 
care w hat p eop le  say. I  p a y  n o  heed to  the voices in 
the village. But i f  a  m an  hears in  h im self a  vo ice  
— w hat th en ? ”

M arcelle  w alked in to  the k itchen an d  slam m ed the 
d oor.

“  Y o u  see, you  on ly  upset h er,”  said his m other, 
also on  the verge o f  tears herself. “  W h at is the g ood  
of i t ? ”

A  m om en t later M arce lle ’ s head  appeared  rou n d  
the c o m e r  o f  the k itchen d oor.

“  A re  you  go in g  to  b e  qu iet abou t th a t?  ”  she 
asked, look ing at her husband through  eyes slightly 
bed im m ed.

“  W ell, yes,”  Fernand grunted reluctantly. “  C om e 
and  sit d ow n  and finish you r d in n er.”

T h e  S om m e battles had  lon g  ago com e  to  an end. 
T h e  A llied  losses h ad  been  severe. Fernand asked for 
a private interview  w ith  M . Labourdette .



“  W ell, m y  friend, w hat is it ?  ”  inqu ired  the 
chief, g lancing u p  from  his new spaper in  the k indly, 
fam iliar w ay  o f  F rench  em ployers w ith  their head  
w orkm en.

“  W ou ld  m onsieur understand,”  Fernand began , 
“  i f  I  asked m onsieur to  release m e for the a rm y ?  ”

M . L abou rd ette  d rop p ed  his paper, buried  his face 
in his hands and thought for a m om ent.

“  A n d  w hat abou t the cars for Syria, the engines 
for Russia, m y dear sir?  ”  he asked in that grum blin g, 
half-hearted tone b y  w h ich  a m an  betrays that he 
has already con ced ed  the p o in t at issue. F or  M . 
L abou rdette  had had  previous interviews o f  the sam e 
kind w ith  F ernand, and  each  tim e the resistance o f  
the ch ie f had w eakened.

Fernand shrugged his shoulders. “  T h e  others will 
have to  d o  a little m ore  w ork ,”  he replied.

“  W hen  d o  you  w ant to  g o ?  ”
“  T o -d a y .”
“ T o - d a y ! ”  M . L abou rdette  repeated  in  alarm . 

“ T o - n i g h t ? ”
“ N o ,  n o w .”
M . L abou rd ette  rose from  his chair and  rang a 

bell. A  b o y  entered.
“ Te l l  M ariette ,”  he said, “  to  brin g  m e tw o glasses 

and  a bottle  o f  the C hateau M argau x .”
T h a t d ay  was the blackest perhaps in all M arce lle ’s 

existence. F ernand  d id  n ot com e  b ack  to  lunch . 
W h en  she ca lled  at the works to  d iscover w hat had 
happened , she was to ld  the truth, and b y  five o ’ c lock  
a telegram  arrived  from  D iepp e .

“  I  have enlisted am  goin g  to  ca m p  near 
R o u e n  w ill get leave soon . L ov e . F ern an d .”

“  But I  tell you  they d o  n ot feel it ,”  sobbed  M arcelle  
and  L ou ise R a m ea u  together, as Father D epresle, 
trying to  console  them  that n ight, poin ted  to  the 
bravery  o f  the other w om en  in  the village. “ Y o u  
say they show  fortitude, resignation. W e say it is
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ind ifference. A re  all o f  them  better, braver and 
stronger w om en  than w e are?  ”

“  I  ca n ’ t say that,”  re joined  the u nh appy divine.
“  W ell, then, i f  they are n ot all better and braver 

than w e are, som e o f  them  at least m ust b e  in d ifferen t; 
otherwise h ow  cou ld  they b e  so ca lm , so tem perate, 
so ch eerfu l?  ”

Father D epresle turned to go. H e  felt he had better 
not try further argum ents.

“  G ood -b y e , m y ch ild ren ,”  he said. “  I  am  very, 
very sorry for y o u .”

“  St. A n th on y  to  the w a ll! ”  excla im ed the m other- 
in -law  as soon  as he had gon e, turning the saint’s face 
in disgrace to  the w all as she spoke. “  T h a t ’s the 
first th in g ! ”

“ St. M ich ael as w ell to  the w a l l ! ”  added  the 
daughter-in -law , cop y in g  L ou ise ’s treatm ent o f  St. 
A n th ony. “ A h ,  yes, he deserves it t o o !  ”

“ T h e  V irg in  also to  the w all !  ”  cried  Lou ise, in 
an access o f  u n con trollab le  grief. “ Yes,  even the 
H o ly  V irg in ! ”

M arcelle  sudden ly stood stock still, her hand on  
the cru c ifix ; then, d rop p in g  her arm , g lan ced  
gu iltily  at Louise.

“  Yes, yes,”  assented the frantic w om an. “  H im  
t o o ! ”  A n d  she ad d ed , as she look ed  rou n d  her 
sitting-room  w ith  an air o f  great satisfaction, “  A fter 
all, they are on ly  in d isgrace.”

“ Y o u  m ust n ot b e  too  c lever,”  urged  M arcelle , as 
she w alked across the fields w ith  Fernand a m on th  
later. “  C a n ’ t you  b e  a foo l and show  you rse lf 
in cap ab le  o f  learn in g? ”

H e  was in uniform . H e  had  been  a llow ed  three 
days leave in  the m id d le  o f  his training.

“  T h e  w orst o f  it is I  forget m yself. Besides, they 
know  I  have don e  m y  service,”  Fernand ob jected .

“  Surely they can ’ t rem em ber w hat you  w ere like 
w hen you  d id  you r serv ice! A n d  certa in ly it w ou ld
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b e  dangerous to  send an absolute id iot in to  the firing 
line, because he m ight, b y  com m ittin g  a how ler, 
endanger the w h ole  sector. I f  you  behave like an 
absolute id io t they ’ ll never dare to  send y o u .”

“  It  is d ifficu lt,”  Fernand protested.
“  O h , w ell, i f  y ou ’ re so keen abou t be in g  killed it 

ca n ’ t b e  h e lp ed ,”  M arcelle  excla im ed  angrily, her 
eyes flood in g  w ith  tears.

A  few  days later, w hen Fernand had returned to 
ca m p , M ad am e V a rin  ca lled  to get a lungful o f  her 
neighbours ’ m isery.

“  A h , w ell, it is w ar, it is w ar,”  she cried , hugging 
her elbow s sm ugly.

“  U n fortu nately ,”  said the elder M ad am e R a m ea u  
bitterly , n o t trou blin g  to  look  up , “  the sort o f  peop le  
ou r  you n g  m en are dy in g  for scarcely  justify  the 
sacrifice .”

“ It  is n ot the peop le , it is the cou n try  they are 
d y in g  fo r ,”  M ad am e V a rin  snapped.

“  A n d  pray w hat g o o d  w ou ld  the cou n try  b e  w ithout 
the p e o p le ?  ”  cried  M arcelle , turning to  her neigh
b o u r  as i f  she w ere go in g  to  b ite  her. “  D o  you  
suppose it is for the m ap  o f  France our Fernand will 
f ight?  T h a t is a  stupid thing to  say! ”

M ad am e V a rin  retreated. H er  underhand N orm an  
strategy in  w ar was for the m om en t defeated b y  these 
w om en ’s dem on iaca l frankness.

“  O f  course,”  observed M arcelle , tw o or three 
days before  Fernand was to  com e  h om e on  his final 
leave, “  it is his health that ou gh t u ltim ately to prevent 
the authorities, i f  they are rational, from  keeping h im  
in  the lin e .”

B oth  w om en  knew  perfectly  w ell in their heart o f  
hearts that it was precisely  F ernand ’s perfect, fragrant 
health that constituted his m ost fascinating ch a rm ; 
b u t this d id  not deter them  from  w agging their heads 
gravely  over this a larm ing aspect o f  the question.

“  N o b o d y  knows better than I d o ,”  said Louise very 
solem nly, “  h ow  delicate he is. W hen  he was a



ch ild  I  had  to  b e  trem endously careful. A  little draught 
an d  it was all over. H e  had a dangerous ca ta rrh ! ”

“  A n d  the trenches are o f  course very c o ld ,”  added  
M arcelle , w ith  the air o f  on e  reluctantly  finding 
ob jection s to  som ething otherwise em inently  desirable.

A t  last the d ay  cam e. O w in g  to  an alteration in 
his orders, Fernand was a llow ed  on ly  tw enty-four 
hours in w h ich  to  b id  g o o d -b y e  to  his m other, his w ife 
and  ch ild . B oth  the w om en  w ere w onderfu lly  ca lm  
— unpleasantly so— as the hour o f  his arrival ap 
proach ed . A ll the saints, the H o ly  V irg in  and  the 
C rucifix  w ere m ade to  face rou n d  the proper w ay.

“  A fter a ll,”  said Louise, “  they m ay have the best 
intentions. T h ere  is yet tim e for them  to  redeem  
their character.”

Fernand arrived. I t  was a dull day. H e  fancied  
that his w e lcom e was a co ld  one. M . L abourdette , 
feeling that he cou ld  not deprive the w om en  o f  one 
m inute o f  F ernand ’s tim e, cam e to w ish h im  g ood -b y e  
at the cottage. Father D epresle also cam e, as d id  
the neighbours and  M ile . G ave. T h e  latter brou gh t 
a silver charm , a fountain  pen , and a collapsib le  m ug.

F ernand ’s health  was drunk.
“  W h en  d o  you  leav e? ”  asked his chief, look ing a 

little anxiously at the pale fierce faces o f  the R a m ea u  
w om en .

“  T o -m o rro w  m orn in g  at seven,”  rep lied  Fernand.
“ W h e r e f r o m ? ”
“  T h e  station here at D ou v ille .”
“  I  shall b e  there,”  said L abourdette .
“  S o shall I , ”  said Father D epresle.
M ile . G ave and the neighbours also prom ised  to  

be  there, and the party o f  visitors left the cottage.
“  She can n ot feel it as m u ch  as I d o ,”  said Louise 

to  herself, as she observed  her daughter-in -law ’s ca lm  
dem eanour through out the day. “  A fter all, m others, 
I  suppose, m ust suffer m ore  than wives at such tim es.”

“  I should  have th ou gh t,”  was M arce lle ’s secret 
com m en t that even ing, “  that she, be in g  his m other,
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w ou ld  have felt it even  m ore than I d o . H ow  can  
she b e  so in d ifferen t! But then w ives have passion 
as w ell as lo v e ! ”

T h ey  all w ent to  bed . T h e  d ay  had  been  excru 
ciatingly  ca lm . Fernand slept as on ly  tired soldiers 
sleep. T h e  w om en  d id  n ot sleep at all. T h e  
tim e w ent too  qu ick ly  for that. T h e  ch u rch  c lock  
seem ed to  b e  having fits, it ch im ed  the hours so 
rapid ly . A t  last, abou t five o ’ c lock , h a lf  an hour 
before Fernand was to b e  ca lled , M arcelle , unable to 
bear the suspense any longer, stole gently  ou t o f  bed . 
I t  was all right. Fernand was sleeping like an ox , 
and she crept lightly  downstairs to  the kitchen. She 
cou ld  n ot bear it a m inute longer. T h e  thought o f  
his go in g  was driv ing her m ad . M in u te  b y  m inute 
she felt her craziness increasing. Som eth ing m ust be  
don e. Th is m an  she adored , this flesh and b lo o d , this 
precious skin that she w orsh ipped , she m ust n ow  
injure. I t  was a m adden ing duty, a  cruel ordea l to 
im pose u p on  herself, bu t there was n o  other alter
native. I t  cou ld  n ot b e  h e lp e d ! She w ou ld  know  
h ow  to  in jure h im . She w ou ld  k n ow  w here to  strike. 
But cou ld  she trust a  G erm an  bu llet o r  bayon et to 
exercise the sam e prudent d iscrim ination?

W ith  feverish haste she searched the outhouse. 
T h e  instrum ent she sought had been  m islaid. She 
returned to  the kitchen. O h , it was terrib le ! But 
cou ld  she help  it ?  S om ething m ust b e  done. She 
stole upstairs, a ham m er in her hand. W ou ld  he still 
b e  asleep?

She reached  the top  o f  the stairs. She gently 
pushed op en  her b ed room  d oor . A t  the sam e 
m om en t a deafen ing roar rent the air, and petrified 
w ith  astonishm ent and h orror, she beh eld  her m other- 
in -law  upright beside F ernand ’s bed . H er  hands 
c lu tch ed  a m allet, w h ich  she b rou gh t d ow n  again and 
again  w ith  all her w eight u p on  his legs.
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“  Y o u  wish to see m e, sir? ”  said E go.

“  I  d o ,”  said the Assistant Com m issioner. “  I 
am  expectin g  a neigh bou r o f  yours and I thought it 
m ight b e  as w ell for you  to  b e  present—-your loca l 
know ledge m ight be  va luable .”

“  I see, sir. M a y  I ask w h ich  particu lar neighbour 
it is? ”

“  T h ere  is n o  occasion  for  nervousness, Inspector. 
So far as I know , the gentlem an is n ot com in g  to  lay any 
com pla in t against you— m ind  you , I  d on ’ t know  yet. 
But I should think it is unlikely, though  I  know  little 
o f  the life you  lead in that suburb o f  yours. H o w 
ever, it is Sir C u dw orth  B u m perby , o f  T h e  T ow ers, 
H am perton , w h om  I expect. W h at his business is I 
have n o  notion . I  understand that he rang u p  and 
asked for an appoin tm en t.”

“  N ow , w hat has o ld  B u m perby  been  u p  to ?  ”  asked 
E go, o f  the ceiling. “  I  suppose you  w ant to  know  all 
abou t him . C h airm an o f  our C ou n cil, prospective 
C onservative cand idate, takes an active part in  the 
p u b lic  life o f  the n e igh bou rh ood , is a leather m erchant 
in the city . L ives in on e  o f  our few  rem aining 
m ansions, T h e  T ow ers, w h ich  is a delightfu lly  situated 
and com m od iou s  residence standing in its ow n  park
like grounds o f  som e tw enty acres and  yet w ithin six 
miles o f  C h aring Cross, thus p rov id in g  an ideal 
retreat for  the business m an, as the estate agents put it. 
H e ’s a p om pou s o ld  b o y  w ith  n o  harm  in him , I 
should say.”

“ Y o u  know  o f  noth ing in the w ay o f  rum ours or  
gossip abou t h im ?  ”

“  H e  wears the w hite flow er o f  a blam eless life in 
his bu ttonhole , i f  any m an  ever d id , sir.”

B efore the Assistant C om m issioner cou ld  m ake any 
com m en t there was a knock  at the d oor  and a you n g 
constable  appeared .

T H E  V I C A R ’ S C R I M E
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“  Sir C u dw orth  B u m perby  to  see you , sir.”
A  stout and  florid  gentlem an, attired in  m orn ing 

coa t, striped trousers and w hite spats, fo llow ed  on  the 
announcem ent, rem ovin g  as he entered the room  a 
glossy silk hat from  his silver hair. T h e  Assistant 
C om m issioner rose and w aved  h im  to  a chair.

“  W h a t can  I d o  for  you , Sir C u d w orth ?  ”  he asked, 
w ith  officia l geniality, a kind that was apt to d am p  the 
enthusiasm  o f  troublesom e visitors. T h e  officia l eye 
had taken Sir C u d w orth ’s m easure and had co m 
m unicated  to  the officia l brain  that this o ld  b o y  was 
p rob a b ly  on e  o f  the w orld ’s nuisances.

“  I  trust that I am  n ot interrupting an im portant 
con feren ce ,”  said Sir C u dw orth , as he sat d ow n  on  
the chair w h ich  E go  had held  fo r  h im . “  W h y , it 
is m y  o ld  friend  In spector E g o ! Th is cou ld n ’ t be  
better, sir,”  he con tin u ed , turning to  the Assistant 
C om m issioner. “ I t  was in  m y  m in d  to  ask you  
w hether it w ou ld  b e  possible to  pu t the In spector on  
this c a s e ! ”

“  In d e e d ?  ”  com m en ted  the Assistant Com m issioner 
dryly.

“  H is loca l k n ow ledge w ou ld  b e  in va lu ab le ,”  
declared  Sir C u dw orth .

“  M a y  I suggest, sir, that before  w e go  further in to 
that you  should  tell us w hat it is all a b o u t?  ”

“  O f  course, o f  c o u rse ! ”  said Sir C u dw orth  hastily. 
“  W ell, the fact is, there have been  on e  or tw o attem pts 
to  burgle  m y  house, w h ich , as you  know , is at 
H a m p erton .”

“  Y es?  ”  said the Assistant C om m issioner patiently, 
w on derin g  w hether this o ld  fellow  thought the 
burgling o f  his absurd house a m atter for Scotland  
Y ard .

“  T h e  third attem pt was m ade last n igh t,’ ’ con tin u ed  
Sir C u dw orth , “  and I thought it tim e som ething 
was d on e  abou t i t . ”

“  So far, Sir C u d w orth ,”  said the Assistant C o m 
m issioner, in w hat E g o  recogn ized  as dangerously
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sm ooth  tones, “  I  have failed to gather w hy you  have 
thought fit to  consult us here. Y o u  have a very 
efficient p o lice  fo rce  in  PI am p er ton . Is it n ot a 
m atter rather w ith in  their p rov in ce  than m in e?  ”

“  O h , I ’ve  h ad  them  in, o f  course,”  said Sir C u d - 
w orth . “  T h e y ’ ve d on e  n oth in g  practica l— never 
expected  they w o u ld ! But I dare say you  think I ’ ve 
co m e  here to  com p la in  a bou t them . N oth in g  o f  the 
sort. I  k n ow  their difficulties w ell enough— n o  
clues, n oth in g  to  g o  upon . N o— the reason I cam e to 
headquarters was this.”  H ere  he leaned forw ard  
im pressively. “  T h e  third attem pt took  p lace  last 
n ight, as I ’ve  said. W ell— I saw the b u rg la r ! ”

“  W ell, S ir C u d  w orth ,”  said the Assistant C o m 
m issioner, “  w hat o f i t ?  W as it the Prim e M in ister? ”  

“  N o ,”  snapped Sir C u dw orth  trium phantly. 
“  F u n n y you  should  say t h a t ! It  w asn ’ t the Prim e 
M inister— b u t it was his cousin , the V ica r  o f  
H a m p e rto n ! ”

H e  leaned  back  in  his chair and  surveyed the tw o 
officers, con fiden t o f  the devastating effect o f  this 
announcem ent.

“  I  thought his h o b b y  was co llectin g  stam ps,”  said 
E g o , w ith  a pu zzled  air.

“  Y o u  ca n ’ t take m e in , M r. E g o ,”  said Sir C u dw orth , 
w ith  a chuck le . “  Y o u ’re as surprised as I  was, I  
k n ow  ! I  was sitting u p  late in  the library  w ith  all the 
w indow s heavily  curta ined , w hen  I heard a sound as 
i f  som eone was trying to  force  one o f  them . I  ju m p e d  
u p  and p u lled  the curtains aside bu t I  m ade som e noise, 
I  suppose, and  he heard m e. I  saw h im  ju st dis
appearing ou t o f  the shaft o f  light from  the w in d ow  and, 
believe m e or  n ot, it  was the V ica r . H e  had a thing 
like a je m m y  in  on e  hand and  there was the m ark on  
the w in d ow  w here he began  to  force  it .”

T h e  Assistant C om m issioner sat up .
“ Y o u  te lephoned  to  the loca l po lice , I  suppose, 

and som e sort o f  search was m a d e .”
“ N o ,  s ir ! I  d id  noth ing  o f  the k ind. I ’ ll adm it I
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had  m y  hand on  the telephone, w hen the thought 
cam e to  m e that perhaps I ’d  better say noth ing 
loca lly . I  thought to  m yse lf w hat a scandal it w ou ld  
m ake for the C h urch  and  for  the dear o ld  V ica r  h im 
self— a m an w e all love  and  respect. I f  h e ’s gon e 
w ron g  in his head, I  thought, there m ust be  som e w ay  o f  
arranging m atters quietly . A n d , above  all, h e ’s a 
cousin  o f  the Prim e M inister. Y es, I  thought that 
perhaps I ’ d  better b e  a b it d ip lom atic. As a can d i
date, I d o n ’ t w ant m y  nam e m ixed  u p  w ith  anything 
that w ou ld  b e  unpleasant to h im . I t ’ s a thing that 
should be  hushed u p , i f  possible, so I cam e to  you , 
thinking y o u ’d  know  best w hat should be  d on e .”

“  Y o u  acted  very  prudently  and very  w isely, Sir 
C u dw orth , i f  you  w ill a llow  m e to  say so. I am  very 
m u ch  ob lig ed  to  you  for  com in g  here ,”  said the 
Assistant C om m issioner gravely. “ I t  w ou ld  cer
tainly lead to  an unpleasant scandal both  for the 
C h u rch  and  for the Prim e M inister i f  this thing g o t 
in to the papers. P roceed ing  on  the assum ption that 
the reverend gentlem an has lost his reason, the kindest 
thing to d o  w ou ld  be  to  com m u n icate  w ith  his fam ily  
and to  in form  his B ishop o f  the circum stances. But w e 
m ustn ’ t ju m p  to  conclusions. F or exam ple, are you  
certain  that the person you  saw w asn ’ t som eb ody  
disguised as the v ica r?  ”

“  A bsolutely . Ask Inspector E go  w hether I cou ld  
b e  m istaken.”

“  I ’ m  inclined  to  agree w ith  Sir C u dw orth ,”  said 
E go. “  I f  he saw our v icar, he saw him . Y ou  
co u ld n ’ t m ake a m istake and n o  am ount o f  disguise 
cou ld  give anyone the face o f  a saint, w h ich  is w hat the 
face o f  the vicar is. H e ’ s the m ost extraord inarily  
guileless o ld  gentlem an I ’ve ever m et— w o n ’ t believe 
evil o f  anyone because he doesn ’ t know  w hat it is 
him self. A n d  his appearance is too  striking for a 
m istake to  be  m a d e .”

“  Y o u  m ean to say that he had  attem pted no 
disguise? ”  asked the Assistant C om m issioner.
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“  O h , yes, he h a d ! H e  was w earing an o ld  cloth  
cap  and a lon g  dark  coa t o f  som e kind. But it was n o  
g ood — it was ju st the sort o f  footlin g  disguise he w ou ld  
think o f !  ”

“  D o  you  k n ow  o f  any reason w h y  he should  try to  
break in to  you r h ou se? ”

“  T h ere  you  have m e beaten , sir. W h y , i f  he w anted 
anyth ing o f  m ine I ’d  have given it to  h im  gladly . N o , 
sir, the on ly  exp lan ation  is that h e ’s m a d ! ”

T h e  Assistant C om m issioner considered  for a 
m om ent.

“  W ell, Sir C u dw orth , I  think the best thing I can  
d o  at present is to  ad op t the suggestion you  m ade a 
few  m om ents back . I  shall ask Inspector E go , w h o  
knows the m an  and the n e igh bou rh ood , to  look  in to  it. 
M eantim e, I  shall b e  g lad  i f  you  w ill con tinue to 
preserve silence a bou t the a ffa ir.”

Sir C u dw orth  rose.
“  T h a t ’s all I  w an t,”  he said. “  I ’m  m u ch  ob liged  

to  you . I  w ou ld n ’ t have any harm  or  scandal com e  
to  the o ld  m an  for  anything. I f  M r. E g o  wants 
any help  from  m e I ’ ll b e  on ly  too  g lad  to  give it. 
N ow , I  m ust b e  o f f  to  the city— business w o n ’ t w ait, 
you  k n ow .”

“  T h ere ’s ju st on e  thing, Sir C u d w orth ,”  said E go , 
as he op en ed  the d oor  for  the visitor. “  W ill you  
telephone d ow n  to  you r house w hen you  get to  the 
office  and tell you r servants that I  m ay  w ant to see the 
lib ra ry ?  ”

“  I ’ ll tell them  to  g ive  you  the run o f  the p lace , 
In sp ector,”  said Sir C u dw orth  and took  his departure.

W h en  the d o o r  h ad  closed u p on  his rotu n d  figure the 
Assistant C om m issioner groaned.

“  W h o  w ou ld  b e  a p o licem a n ?  ”  he asked. “  U p on  
m y  w ord , E go , I ’ ve  had  to  d o  a g o o d  m an y queer 
things, bu t it ’ s the first tim e I ’ ve had to  take care o f  a 
m ad  vicar. H ow ev er, w e m ust b e  carefu l i f  the 
P .M .’ s fam ily is con cern ed .”

“  Q u ite , sir,”  agreed E go. “  W e  d o n ’ t w ant a
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scandal that w ou ld  shake the very  foundations o f  
society, as the reporters say. But I ’m  n ot at all sure 
that the o ld  gentlem an ’ s m ad . In  fact, I ’m  pretty 
sure he isn’ t .”

“  H o w  d o  you  k n o w ?  ”
“  I  know  the vicar, sir.”
“  W ell, perhaps you  w ill d escen d  from  the heights o f  

you r superior know ledge and tell m e w hat you  propose 
to  d o .”

“  A  detective ’ s jo b  is a  g o o d  deal like a gam e o f  
chess, sir. I t  all depends u p on  you r op p on en t ’s 
m oves, doesn ’ t it ?  I  d o n ’ t k n ow  w hat I  shall d o  till 
I ’ve  seen h im  to -n igh t I  p rop ose  to  lie in  w ait w ith  
Sir C u dw orth  and w atch  him . T h a t ’s the orth od ox  
p roceed in g , I  be lieve .”

“  H e  m a y  n ot com e  again .”
“  I  think he w ill. H e ’ s been  three times w ith out 

getting w hat he w anted , w hatever it is, and  he m ust 
w ant it pretty  bad ly . H e ’ ll com e  again  and I  think 
h e ’ ll com e  to-n ight, because I  shall take care that he is 
to ld  that the house w ill b e  em p ty .”

“  I  see. B ut the lo ca l force  m ust have an eye on  the 
p lace  n ow  and they m ay ca tch  him , w h ich  is ju st w hat 
tve d o n ’ t w an t.”

“  T h e y ’ ve missed h im  three times, sir, already. I 
d o n ’ t w ant to  say anyth ing to them  unless it ’ s necessary. 
T h e y ’re all m arried  m en .”

“  H ave  it you r ow n  w a y ! ”
“  T h an k  y ou , sir, I  w ill.”
“  O n ly  let m e w arn you , In sp ector,”  said his 

superior w ith  som e acerb ity , “  that i f  the Press gets 
h o ld  o f  the fact that the Prim e M inister has a cousin 
w h o  is v icar  b y  d ay  and burglar b y  n ight, you  m ay 
look  for  trouble  from  high  quarters. T h e  P .M . is 
rather ruthless w hen he is ann oyed  and  the H om e  
Secretary is h op in g  for  a peerage— so is his w ife. T h e  
H o m e  O ffice  p eop le  w ou ld  get the first kick, they 
w ou ld  pass it on  to  the Y a rd  and , believe m e, it w ou ld  
have lost n on e  o f  its force  b y  the tim e it reached  y o u .”
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“  In  that case,”  said E go w ith  d ignity , “  I  should 
retaliate.”

“ H o w ? ”
“  B y votin g  against the fe llo w ! A n d  I ’d  tell h im  so 

t o o ! ”

O

T h e  T ow ers, H am p er ton , was one o f  the few  re
m ain ing cou n try  houses in that suburb, n oted  n ot so 
m an y years ago  as a rural retreat. I t  had n o  great 
claim s to  antiqu ity , h ow ever. I t  was bu ilt b y  the 
present ow n er ’s grandfather and the fam ily  had  clung 
to it w hile  the proprietors o f  sim ilar establishments 
had gon e  farther afield and the red -brick  villas o f  
suburbia  had sw allow ed u p  the o ld  parks and gardens 
on e  b y  one. Its fate, E go  reflected , as he m ade his 
w ay  u p  the drive, was to  b e  sold  b y  ord er o f  the 
executors and either pu lled  d ow n  or turned in to  a 
school. N o  on e  w h o  cou ld  a fford  such a house w ou ld  
ch oose  it in  H am p erton  n or w ou ld  m od ern  taste incline 
to such a perfect exam ple o f  V ictor ia n  architecture.

I t  was, how ever, a fine p lace  and , on ce  you  w ere w ell 
w ith in  its tw enty acres, its im m ediate  surroundings 
w ere d eceptive ly  rural, a fford ing  p len ty  o f  cover for 
burglars, am ateur or  professional. T h e  carriage 
sweep in fron t was flanked b y  dense sh ru bberies ; the 
servants’ quarters w ere at the back  o f  the left w in g ; 
and the d in in g -room  and library  w indow s open ed  on  
to  a law n on  the right o f  the house. But it was 
possible, E go  noted , to ap p roach  the library  b y  w ay o f  
the shrubbery practica lly  under cover till on e  had 
reached  the w in d ow

In  fact, the p lace  seem ed an ideal on e  for  the practice  
o f  the bu rg lar ’ s art. T h e  w indow s themselves w ere o f  
the V ictor ia n  w ooden -fram e, u p -a n d -d ow n  kind, easy 
to  force  i f  n ot p rotected  b y  som e b u rg la r -p roo f device.

E go  was received  b y  the butler, w h o  at on ce  invited 
h im  to enter.

“ Y o u  know  m e, J oh n son ,”  he said as he handed
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over his hat and stick. “  H ave  you  had  som e 
instructions from  Sir C u d w orth ?  ”

“  Y es, sir,”  said John son , “  I  was expecting  you  
and was to  show  you  the library. As Sir C u dw orth  
im pressed u p on  m e it was a m atter o f  secrecy, I  have 
n ot m entioned  you r visit to the other servants.”

“  V e ry  wise o f  y o u ,”  approved  E go, as they crossed 
the hall. “  H ave  y ou  seen anything o f  this burglar 
w h o ’ s been  abou t, b y  the w a y ?  ”

“  N o b o d y ’s seen him , actually, sir, you  m ight say. 
I  seem to  have disturbed the intruder m yself, on  the 
first occasion . Sir C u dw orth  was aw ay and I  was 
late in lock ing  up . I  heard a scuffling at on e  o f  the 
d in in g -room  w indow s and rushed ou t at the fron t 
d o o r  w ith  the idea  o f  tackling the m an. A ll I  saw, 
sir, was a dark figure disappearing over the law n. 
I t  was too  dark to see clearly. I  returned to the house 
and  telephoned  to the p o lice .”

“  Y o u  acted  very p luck ily  and sensibly,”  said E go, 
to the bu tler ’s m anifest delight. “  W hat happened  
the secon d  tim e? ”

“  O n  the second occasion , sir, he was seen b y  
C onstable T om son , w h o was keeping an eye on  the 
p lace . T h e  officer b lew  his whistle and gave chase. 
W e  all jo in e d  in searching the park  and gardens bu t w e 
fou n d  n o  trace o f  him . H e  was outside this side o f  the 
house again. M y  theory, sir, is that he was after the 
silver.”

“  V e ry  likely, John son . But he w o n ’ t com e  again, 
at least n ot till the alarm  has d ied  dow n . I  know  these 
fellows. I f  they get a scare, they give the p lace  a w ide 
berth . Seeing a po licem a n  in  the park  w ou ld  be  
en ou gh  to  keep h im  aw ay for  another six m onths. 
H ow ever, you r m aster is naturally a little nervous 
and  he asked m e to  have a look  at his w indow s. A re 
there any burg lar locks on  th em ? ”

“  I ’m  afraid not, sir,”  said the butler as they entered 
the library. “  Just the usual catch , a very easy thing 
to  fo rce .”
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“  I  exp ected  that,”  said E go , as he ran  his eyes 
rou n d  the room . I t  was a long , rather narrow  apart
m ent, w ith  tw o w indow s at on e  end , a heavy, o ld - 
fash ioned firep lace on  the left and  a g lazed  d oor  at the 
other end . In  the centre o f  the room , near the fire, 
stood  a large fla t-topped  w riting-tab le . T h ere  w ere 
several com forta b le  arm chairs and  m ost o f  the w all 
space was lined w ith  bookshelves.

“  W here does that d o o r  lead t o ?  ”  asked E go.
“  I t  opens in to  w hat w e  call the lounge, sir. I t  was 

on ce  a conservatory  bu t Sir C u dw orth  had  it c o n 
verted  in to  a sort o f  sm ok ing -room . A n d , as this room  
was rather dark , he had  that g lazed  d o o r  pu t in. H e  
can  draw  those curtains across it, i f  he wishes.”

E g o  w ent to  the w in d ow  and  look ed  out.
“  W h a t’s the nearest h ou se? ”
“  T h e  V ica ra g e , sir. T h a t ’s it you  can  see ju st 

through  the trees.”
“  T h e re ’s a  w all rou n d  the park, isn’ t th ere?  ”
“ Yes,  sir— on ly , o f  course, there ’s a  d o o r  from  the 

V ica ra g e  garden . Sir C u d w orth ’s father, sir, was a 
very  religious m an  and he and  the v ica r  w ere great 
friends, so the d o o r  was m ade for con ven ien ce  o f  
v isiting.”

“  I  see. W h ere  is Sir C u d w orth ’s safe— d o  you  
k n ow .”

“  H ere , sir.”  H e  p o in ted  to  a han dsom e Persian 
rug that hung on  the w all w here there was a gap  in the 
bookshelves. “  I t  w orks like a b lin d ,”  con tin u ed  the 
b u tle r ; “  the ca tch  is beh in d  h ere .”

H e  pressed som ething beh in d  the rug and  it ran up  
like a b lin d , revealing a bu ilt-in  safe.

E g o  exam in ed  the safe.
“  H ’ m — fairly m od ern , I  see, bu t n ot b u rg lar-p roof, 

b y  any m eans,”  was his com m en t. “  W ell, I  must 
advise Sir C u dw orth  to  get new  catches pu t on  these 
w indow s.”

H e  pushed on e  o f  them  up . O n  the w ood en  sill 
w ere m arks o f  a  je m m y , very  clum sily  used. H e
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closed  the w in d ow  again  w ith out ca lling  Joh n son ’ s 
attention  to  them .

“ Is the gate to  the V ica ra g e  kept l o c k e d ? ”  he 
asked, as he was leaving. “  I  w ant to see the v icar 
him self, this m orn in g , a bou t this hospital fete o f  his. 
I t  w ou ld  save m e a w alk  i f  I cou ld  get in that w ay .”

“  I  d o n ’ t know , sir,”  said the butler, “  bu t it w ou ld  
save you  a b it. D o  y ou  think, sir— it ’s ju st occu rred  
to  m e— that the burg lar m ight have used that g a te?  ”  

“  T h a t ’ s an  idea , J o h n s o n ! ”  said E g o  ap p reci
atively . “  I ’ ll have a look  at it, a n y h ow .”

T h e  orig ina l p roprietor  o f  T h e  T ow ers had  sur
rou n d ed  his d om ain  w ith a h igh  brick  w all, top p ed  
w ith  brok en  glass as a d iscouragem ent to  w andering 
d em ocra cy . In  this w all, w h ich  at on e  p o in t bord ered  
the extensive grounds o f  the V ica ra g e , E g o  found the 
d o o r  described  b y  the butler. I t  look ed  as i f  it had  
lon g  been  disused, bu t a closer exam in ation  show ed 
that the lo ck  had been  o iled  recently  and  that a key 
was in  it on  the other side.

“  P oor  o ld  c h a p ! ”  m used E go  as he m ade his w ay 
to  the m ain  gates o f  the park. “  P oor  o ld  c h a p ! 
W h y  d id n ’ t he w rite his nam e on  the w indow s o f  the 
library  and  b e  d on e  w ith  it .”

T e n  m inutes later he was be in g  ushered in to  the 
V ica ra g e  study. A  tall, stoop in g  m an  w ith  a fine-cut 
face in  w h ich  asceticism  seem ed to  struggle w ith  
ben evolen ce , ach iev ing a result that was singularly 
m ov in g  and  attractive, rose from  a desk littered w ith  
papers and  books and  held  ou t his hand w ith  a gentle 
sm ile.

“  M r. E g o ! ”  he said as they shook hands. “  W e 
d o n ’ t often  have the pleasure o f  seeing you  in  daylight 
h o u rs ! Sit dow n , sit d o w n .”

“  W ell, sir,”  said E g o  w ith  a laugh, “  i f  you  will 
insist on  pushing m e on  to  y ou r  co m m itte e ! I t  was 
a b ou t the hospital fete and the p o lice  ban d  that I 
w anted to  see y o u .”

F or  som e tim e they discussed business, E g o  w atch ing
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his com p a n ion  closely  all the tim e. H e  saw that 
there w ere heavy lines o f  care  on  the v ica r ’s face and 
that som etim es he relapsed in to  absent-m indedness 
and had to b e  recalled  to  the m atter in hand. H e  
looked  o ld er  and had an air o f  apprehensiveness that 
was som ething quite foreign to him . T h ere  was a 
tragic look  in  his fine eyes.

T h a t m an  has som ething on  his m ind , thought E go. 
H e  is afraid o f  som ething and h e ’s all strung up. As 
he rose to  go , the detective a llow ed h im self to pause a 
m om en t at the w indow .

“  Y o u  have a lovely  garden, sir,”  he said, bu t his 
interest was n ot in  the garden  but in the figures o f  a 
you n g  m an  and a girl on  the tennis court. T h e  vicar 
fo llow ed  his gaze.

“  I  am  very  fortunate in that,”  he said w ith  a sigh. 
“ Y o u  see I have som e you n g peop le  w ith  m e to-day—  
m y nephew  and  his fiancee, the daughter o f  G eneral 
Strivens.”

“  In d e e d !  ”  said E go. “ A  fine you n g  m an, i f  I 
m ay say so, sir, and a g ood  tennis p layer.”

“  H is happiness is very dear to m e ,”  said the v icar 
gently. “  A  fine you n g  fellow , indeed— and a very 
charm ing girl. I t  does an o ld  m an g o o d ,”  he added  
m ore brigh tly , “  to have you n g  folk  abou t the p la ce .”

“  I  agree w ith  you  there,”  said E go  cord ia lly . 
“  I am  a b ach elor , like you , sir.”

“ Yes,  yes,”  said the v icar  gently. H is eyes strayed 
to  his desk and  E g o  felt that he was in the w ay and 
that his host d id  n ot wish to  discuss the state o f  
bach e lord om . T h e  v icar  accom pa n ied  h im  to  the 
d o o r  w ith  old -fash ioned  politeness and , as they 
reached  the hall, the tw o you n g  p eop le  w ere entering 
the house. T h ey  m et face to  face. E go  stared a 
little at the youth , a tall, fine-look ing b oy , in w h om  the 
fam ily features w ere clearly  distinguishable.

“  This is m y friend, M r. E g o ,”  he heard the 
v icar saying. “  Miss Strivens— m y nephew , C aptain  
A rd ley .”
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A  few  polite  w ords w ere exchanged  and the you n g  
p eop le  vanished.

“  Y o u r  nephew  is in  the a rm y ?  ”  E go  asked.
“  Y es,”  said the v icar absently as he held ou t his 

hand, w ith  his crooked  smile— one side o f  his m outh  
always goes up  higher than the other, thought E go— a 
distinctive feature very  aw kw ard for crim inals.

“  B y the w ay, sir,”  he said, as i f  he had  rem em bered  
it at the last m om ent, “  I  shan’ t b e  able  to discuss the 
fete business w ith  Sir C u dw orth  till to -m orrow . H e  is 
aw ay for the n igh t.”

T h e  v icar  n od d ed  vaguely.
“  In deed , in d e e d ! ”  he said. “  Y o u  are qu ite  sure? ”
As E go  w alked d ow n  the drive, thinking o f  the v icar  

and his nephew , he paused suddenly, staring at the 
ground.

“  B y J o v e ! ”  he said aloud . “  B y J o v e ! Th is gets 
interesting.”

3
“  I th ink,”  said E go, as he and  Sir C u dw orth  stood 

in  the library  at ten o ’ c lo ck  that n ight, “  that w e m ight 
leave a w in d ow  op en  for him . H e ’s an o ld  gentlem an 
and w e ou gh t to  save h im  any unnecessary exertion .”  

“  G o o d  id ea ,”  said the knight. “  H e ’s g o t a weak 
heart, so they say. F unny jo b  for you , E go , to be  
sm ooth ing the w ay for a b u rg la r ! ”

“  I t ’ s n ot the first tim e, I ’ m  sorry to  say,”  responded 
E go. “  W ou ld  you  sw itch the lights o f f  for a  m inute, 
sir, w hile I d o  it ?  ”

T h e  room  was p lunged  in darkness. E go  drew  one 
o f  the heavy curtains and op en ed  the w in d ow  a 
cou p le  o f  inches. As he d id  so he saw across the tree- 
tops that a  light burned  in an u pper w in d ow  o f  the 
distant V icarag e . T h e  night was dark  and w indy, 
w ith  fitful gleam s o f  m oon ligh t. T h e  park and 
gardens stretched m ysteriously, it m ight have been  
in to infinity bu t for the distant g low  o f  light that 
m arked the H igh  Street o f  H am perton . T h ere  was
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n o sound save the w in d  and n ow  and then the noise o f  
a  lum bering tram w ay in  the distance.

“  I t ’ s an idea l n ight for a bu rg lary ,”  he rem arked, as 
he rearranged  the heavy curtain  to prevent any ray 
o f  light from  escaping. Sir C u dw orth  sw itched on  the 
lights again. H e  w alked over to the fire and  stood 
w ith  his b ack  to  it, a fine, im posing  figure in his 
d inner suit. H is face w ore  a pu zzled  frow n.

“ D ’ye think h e ’ ll com e, th en ?  ”
“  I  think so— otherwise I ’ve  spoiled  you r n ice glass 

d o o r  for n oth ing , Sir C u d w orth .”
“  O h , th a t ! ”  said Sir C u dw orth , g lan cin g  at the 

d o o r  from  the lounge, from  w h ich  E g o  had dexterously 
rem oved  on e  o f  the square panes o f  glass, so that, 
h idden  on  the other side o f  it, they cou ld  hear as w ell 
as see w hat w ent on  in  the library. “  T h a t ’s o f  n o  
a ccou n t— soon  have that pu t right. Th is th in g ’s 
getting  on  m y  nerves, E go . I  h op e  he does com e. 
W ell, are w e all rea d y ?  ”

“  Y es ,”  said E g o , look in g  rou n d . “  As I ’ve  got the 
curta in  arranged on  the glass d o o r  he w o n ’ t n otice  the 
missing panel and he w o n ’ t see us beh in d  it, i f  w e keep 
fairly w ell aw ay from  it. W e  m ight as w ell get in to 
h id ing , sir— the clergy  keep early  hours as a ru le .”

“  O n e  m om en t,”  said Sir C u dw orth . “  I ’ve  ju st 
thou gh t o f  som ething. W h y  n ot find ou t w hether it ’ s 
m on ey  h e ’s after ? H e  m ay have g o t in to  som e d evil o f  
a mess that’ s half-turned his b ra in .”

As he spoke, Sir C u dw orth  w ent to  the safe and took  
from  it a sm all jew el-case  and  a little bu n d le  o f  notes. 
T h e  jew el-case  he p laced  in  a conspicuous position  
on  a side table, the notes he p laced  on  his w riting- 
desk.

“  See the id e a?  ”  he asked, as he surveyed his w ork . 
“  T h a t case contains a neck lace that be lon g ed  to  m y 
p o o r  sister. W e ’ ll see w hether he pockets that and  
the n otes.”

“  A  g o o d  idea , sir,”  E g o  agreed.
“  W ell, that’s all fixed  then. W h a t’ s he w ant,
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E g o ?  ”  S ir C u d  w orth  fidgetted  nervously . “  W hat 
d o  you  m ake o f  it, rea lly ?  ”

“  W e  shall p rob a b ly  know  w hen  w e see w h at he 
does, sir. I ’ m  as m u ch  in  the dark  as you  are .”

Sir C u dw orth  sw itched the lights o f f  and  they 
passed through  the glass d o o r  in to the dark  lounge, 
w here they fou n d  tw o com fortab le  chairs. T h rou g h  
the glass walls o f  the conservatory a d im  ligh t filtered. 
I t  was ju st possible to  distinguish the dark bu lk  o f  the 
nearest trees. Sir C u dw orth  po in ted  to  them .

“  I f  he com es a lon g  the V ica ra g e  p a th ,”  he said, 
“  h e ’ ll have to  pass there and p rob a b ly  w e ’ ll see h im . 
I  w ish I cou ld  sm oke.”

T h e y  w aited  for a lon g  tim e, conversing in  low  tones. 
Presently the ch u rch  c lo ck  ch im ed  eleven. N oth in g  
happened . T h e  quarter and the half-hour struck, 
and  Sir C u dw orth  grew  im patient.

“  D o n ’ t believe  h e ’ s com in g  at a l l ! ”  he said, after a 
lon g  silence. “  H e ’s sm elled a rat. P eop le  are 
cu n n in g  w hen they ’re m ad , and perhaps you r go in g  
there and telling h im  I was aw ay roused his suspicion .”

E g o ’s answer was to  pu t a han d  on  his arm .
“  Steady, sir— here he i s ! ”
H e  po in ted  and  Sir C u dw orth  saw a dark  shape 

like a shadow  passing outside the conservatory. I t  dis
appeared , g o in g  tow ards the fron t o f  the house. T h e  
tw o m en rose and  stole silently to the d o o r  lead ing to 
the library.

F or  a m om en t all was silent. T h en  there cam e a 
distinct sound from  the w in dow . It  was being 
cautiously  pushed up . T h e  heavy curtain  be llow ed  
ou t in  the draught. T h e y  cou ld  hear som eone 
c lim b in g  very qu ietly  in to the room . T h e  curtain  
m oved  again  and a hand appeared  on  the edge o f  it. 
It  was a very  w hite hand.

Presently a little p en cil o f  ligh t began  to m ove  
abou t the room  and the intruder, grow ing  bo ld er, 
stepped from  beh in d  the curtain . In  the darkness it 
was d ifficu lt to distinguish anyth ing bu t those parts o f
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the figure occasion a lly  illum inated  b y  the m ov in g  
torch  as he sw ayed it from  side to  side.

T h en  a strange thing happened . T h e  torch  was 
pu t d ow n  u p on  a chair, w ithout taking the precaution  
o f  extinguishing it. T h ere  was a slight shuffling 
sound and suddenly, right in  the beam  o f  light, 
appeared  a p a ir o f  clasped hands and the fine-cut face 
o f  the V ica r  o f  H am perton . T h e  tw o w atchers drew  
their breath  sh a rp ly ; they realised that the m an  before 
them  was kneeling in  prayer. T h e y  cou ld  see his 
lips m ov in g  in  som e w hispered petition .

Sir C u dw orth  grip p ed  E g o ’s shoulder fiercely .
“  I  ca n ’ t bear this,”  he w hispered. But E go  

m otion ed  h im  to silence.
Presently the v ica r  g o t on  his feet again. T h ey  

h ad  seen that he w ore  a dark  cloak  o f  som e kind and 
had a cap  pu lled  d ow n  over his eyes. But the disguise 
was lud icrously  inefficient. H e  began  to  m ove  abou t 
the room , exam in ing every article o f  furniture. H e  
shone his torch  on  the jew e l case, p ick ed  it u p  and 
op en ed  it. S ir C u dw orth  pressed E g o ’s arm . T h e  
v icar had op en ed  the case and  taken from  it a small 
necklace o f  pearls. H e  ran the string through  his 
fingers, exam in ing it intently. T h en  he sighed deep ly , 
pressed the pearls to  his lips and rep laced  them  in  the 
case again . H e  pu t it b ack  on  the table and  turned 
aw ay.

“  M ad  as a hatter,”  w hispered Sir C u dw orth .
T h e  v icar  cam e to  the desk and  the ligh t fell full 

on  the bu n d le  o f  notes. H e  d id  n ot tou ch  them . H e 
op en ed  the draw ers, exam in ed  the contents and 
rep laced  them . T h en  he cam e to  the safe.

“  A h ! ”  T h e y  heard the stifled exclam ation .
In  a m om en t he was on  his knees in  fron t o f  the safe. 

H e tried the handle, but it w ou ld  n ot m ove . T h en  
he took  from  a p ock et on e  o f  those iron  case-openers 
w h ich  are as o ften  used as jem m ies as for  their p ro 
fessed purpose. W ith  this he began  to m ake ludicrous 
attem pts to force  the d oor  o f  the safe. H ad  there not
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been  som ething tragic a bou t the spectacle, E go  w ou ld  
have laughed  a loud . T h e  on ly  result was a few  
scratches on  the paintw ork .

Som eth ing at that m om en t m ade E go  turn his 
head— an alm ost inau dib le  sound in  the conservatory. 
But it cam e from  outside. A gainst the glass w all he 
saw the dark  shadow  o f  a m an  creepin g slow ly and 
qu ietly  a long, flattening h im self against the glass. 
T h e  shadow  w ore  a p o licem a n ’ s helm et.

E g o  tugged  at his com p a n ion , w h o  sw ung rou n d  and 
saw w hat was happen ing . W ith  a presence o f  m ind  
that astonished his com pa n ion , the w orth y  leather 
m erchant began  m arking tim e w ith  his feet on  the 
tiled  floor. T h e  o ccu p a n t o f  the library  sprang to  
his feet, extinguished the torch  and  d isappeared. 
T h ey  saw a gleam  o f  faint grey light w here the curtains 
parted  and  a dark  figure c lim b in g  ou t o f  the w in dow . 
T h e  p o licem an  was still stealing a long the glass w all.

Sir C u dw orth  groan ed  aloud .
“  I ’ m  getting too  o ld  for this sort o f  th ing ,”  he said. 

“  C om e a lon g  to the d in in g -room  and have a drink. 
T h a t ’s T om son , the constable on  the beat, and  w e c a n ’ t 
disguise the fact that there’s been  som eone in, can  w e ? ”

“  N o ,”  said E go. “  W e ’d  better let h im  have the 
cred it o f  the d iscovery .”

T h ey  m ade their w ay to  the d in in g -room  from  the 
conservatory and helped  themselves to  whisky and  
soda, w hile they w aited  for developm ents.

“  I  h op e  he doesn ’ t ca tch  the p o o r  o ld  b o y ,”  said 
Sir C u dw orth , w ith  genuine con cern , as the m inutes 
passed.

“  T o u ch  and g o ,”  said Ego. “  But I h op e  n o t.”
Presently there was a lou d  knock ing at the hall 

d oor . T h e y  w ent in to  the hall, sw itching the lights 
on , and Sir C u dw orth  u ndid  the bolts w h ich  it was the 
bu tler ’s custom  to  secure before retiring. O n  the w ide 
steps stood  C onstable T om son  and, to the intense 
re lie f o f  b o th  m en, he was alone. But from  on e  hand, 
suspended b y  a p iece  o f  string, hun g an electric torch .
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“  Sorry to  trou b le  y ou , sir,”  said T om son , “  bu t 
there ’s been  another attem pt to  break  in .”

“  L ord  bless m y  sou l! ”  excla im ed  Sir C u dw orth . 
“  A n d  In spector E g o  w ith  m e in  the d in in g -room  for 
the last h o u r ! A re  y ou  sure, o ffice r?  ”

“  I  saw h im , sir,”  said T om son , “  bu t I  had  to  
m ake a detou r m yself n o t to  run  the risk o f  b e in g  seen 
crossing the grass. I  thought that in  any case I was 
sure to  get h im  on ce  he g o t inside and , ju st as I  got 
rou n d  the en d  o f  the conservatory, sir, he ju m p ed  
from  the w in d ow  and  m ade o ff. T o o  qu ick  for m e, he 
w as.”

“  Y o u  m ean  to  say h e ’s been  in  the lib ra ry ?  ”  d e 
m an ded  Sir C u dw orth , w ith  w ell-feigned astonishm ent.

“  H e  was, sir, I ’m  afraid. D id n ’ t either o f  y ou  
gentlem en  hear n o th in g ?  ”

“  N o t a sou n d ,”  said E go. “  I t ’ s on e  against m e, 
constable, I ’ m  afraid. Sir C u dw orth  and  I w ere in  
the d in in g -room , discussing the very  m an  and you  
say he brok e  in  w hile  w e w ere th ere ! W h a t ’s that 
y o u ’ve  g o t on  the string ? ”

“  T h e  bu rg lar, I  h op e , sir,”  said T om son , w ith  som e 
pride . “  D ro p p e d  it in  his flight, he d id . Y o u ’ ll 
observe, sir, that I  d id n ’ t p ick  it u p  in  m y  fingers—  
tied a b it o f  string on  it— and i f  that ru b b ero id  handle 
doesn ’ t show  a c ro p  o f  finger-prints, I ’ ll b e  very 
m u ch  surprised.”

“  T h a t was sm art o f  you , constab le ,”  said E go. 
“  L o o k  here, I ’ ll take it u p  to  the Y a rd  m yself, shall 
I ? ”

“  T h a t w ou ld  b e  the best, sir, n o  d ou b t,”  said the 
constable, handing it over, very w ell p leased to  have 
earned the approva l o f  the great E go. “  A n d  n ow , 
sir, shall w e have a look  at the lib ra ry ?  ”

C onstable T om son  surveyed the scene w ith  satis
faction .

“  Looks as i f  I  had just com e  in  tim e, gentlem en ,”  
he said, p o in tin g  to  the notes on  the table.

Sir C u dw orth  thanked h im  and expla ined  that he
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had  been  w ork ing at his desk till the arrival o f  
In spector E g o  and had  left the m on ey  there to  b e  pu t 
aw ay later. T om son  then m ade his exam in ation  o f  
the room  and  the w in d ow  for his report, missing, in 
his excitem ent, the curta ined  glass d o o r  from  w h ich  
E g o  had rem oved  a pane, after w h ich  there was an 
ad jou rn m en t to  the d in in g -room . In  tim e he d e 
parted , assuring Sir C u dw orth  that a special patrol 
w ou ld  b e  pu t on  and that he m ight sleep in  peace.

W h en  he returned from  seeing the constable  out, 
S ir C u dw orth  fou n d  E go  polish ing the electric torch  
w ith  a silk handkerchief. H e  n o d d ed  approving ly .

“  T h ou g h t y o u ’d  d o  that, m a yb e ,”  he said.
“  A fter a ll,”  said E go , “  m ost burglars w ear g loves,”  

and  there w ill b e  noth ing  surprising in  the fact that 
this torch  w o n ’ t y ield  any finger-prints.”

“  I  suppose you  realise w hat you  are d o in g ?  ”  
asked Sir C u dw orth  laughing. “  A id in g  and  abetting 
a burg lar to  rob  m e and escape.”

“  I ’m  afraid it is so, sir,”  E go  said, “  bu t I d o n ’ t expect 
y ou  w ill g ive m e aw ay. N ow , sir,”  he added , lay ing 
the torch  aside, “  I  w on d er i f  y o u ’ d  have any ob je c t- 
tion  to  telling m e ju st w hat is in  that safe o f  you rs?  
Y o u  saw h ow  he left everyth ing and settled d ow n  to  
that. I t ’s som ething in  the safe he w ants.”

“  W ell, I ’ve  n o  secrets con cea led  there, In sp ector,”  
said Sir C u dw orth . “  W h at he cou ld  w ant ou t o f  m y 
safe, I  d o n ’ t know — bu t let ’ s op en  it and  see. T a k e  
everyth ing ou t you rse lf and  look  at them  as m u ch  as 
y ou  like.”

T h e  contents o f  the safe w ere ju st w hat E go  w ou ld  
have expected . T h ere  was a certain  am ou n t o f  
m oney— bu t that was ru led  out. T h ere  was som e 
cases o f  jew ellery , there w ere books o f  accounts, w h ich  
he cou ld  hard ly  w ant, som e share certificates and  one 
or  tw o oddm ents. A m on gst these was a sealed 
en velope m arked, “  A rd ley .”

E g o  stared at it for a m om en t and then held it ou t 
to  Sir C u dw orth .
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“  T h is is it ,”  he said sim ply.
T h e  knight gaped  at him .
“  T h a t?  ”  he excla im ed. “  Im possib le .”
“  D o  y ou  m ind  i f  I ask w hat it con ta in s? ”  asked 

E g o  gravely. “  I  am  certain  that is w hat he was 
a fter.”

Sir C u dw orth  sank into a ch a ir ; his face was 
trou b led  and he passed a hand over his forehead.

“  I  suppose I m ust,”  he said at last, “  though  I ’ d 
rather not d ig  that u p .”

“ Y o u  d o n ’ t see h ow  it is in  any w ay con n ected  w ith  
the v ica r?  ”  asked E go.

“  N o ,”  said Sir C u dw orth  slow ly, “  I  d o n ’ t. But 
I ’ ll tell you . M y  sister ran aw ay w ith  a m an  o f  that 
nam e. I thought h im  a scoundrel— to her he was a 
hero. H e  was m arried, bu t the shock  o f  the affair 
killed his w ife. A n yh ow , she d ied  afterwards. W ell, 
I  d id  w hat I thought was m y  duty. I  traced  them  
and stood  over A rd ley  w ith  a horsew hip in m y  sleeve 
w hile he m arried her. I never saw either o f  them  
again. T h a t packet contains a co p y  o f  the m arriage 
certificate—-that’s a ll.”

“  W ell,”  said E g o  thoughtfully , “  there is at present 
staying at the V ica ra g e  a rather fine y ou n g  fellow , 
w h om  the v icar describes as his nephew . H is nam e is 
A rd ley , and  he is engaged  to G eneral Strivens’ 
daughter.”

Sir C u dw orth  stared at h im  in  astonishm ent.
“  D id  y ou r  sister have a ch ild ?  ”  asked Ego.
“  N ot that I ever heard o f,”  said Sir C u dw orth . 

“  She and her husband d ied  years a g o .”
“  T h en , i f  this b o y  w ere the son o f  these tw o, he 

m ight o r  m ight n ot have been  b orn  after the 
m arriage? ”

“  I  suppose so. I  never heard o f  him . T h ey  had 
been  living together for eighteen m onths before  the 
m arriage. But she said noth ing  abou t a ch ild .”

“  She m ight have con cea led  that from  you , m ight 
she n o t?  ”
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“  Yes— things w ere b a d  enough , as it was— and 
she was very sensitive and unh appy. She m ight have 
been  afraid  to tell m e. She m ight have w anted to 
con cea l from  m e h ow  com p lete ly  the fellow  had 
w recked  her life .”

“  T h e  v icar, I  suppose, knew  you r sister? ”
“  O f  cou rse .”
“  A n d  was in love  w ith  h er?  ”
“  I  never heard o f  it .”
“  I t ’ s the things w e d o n ’ t hear o f, Sir C u dw orth , 

that h o ld  the key to  m ost o f  the mysteries o f  life. I  
m ean to say, obv ious things un der our noses, that w e 
ou gh t to  see bu t d o n ’ t, ju st because they d o  h appen  
to  b e  under ou r noses. But it ’ s getting very late. 
Suppose w e sleep on  this m ystery? ”

“  T h e  best th ing w e cou ld  d o , p erh ap s.”
“  A n d  in  the m orn in g , i f  you  can  spare an hour or  

tw o from  business, w ill you  com e  w ith  m e to  the 
V ica ra g e ?  I  think I  shall b e  ab le  to  expla in  it all 
then .”

Sir C u dw orth  agreed to  this suggestion.
“  But it ’ s go in g  to  be  aw kw ard ,”  he said, “  raking u p  

all that. I  still think the o ld  m a n ’s o f f  his head . I f  he 
w anted  that certificate for  any purpose, w h y  co u ld n ’ t 
he have asked m e ?  A n d  h ow  cou ld  he know  it was 
th ere? ”

“  W e shall see in  the m orn in g ,”  said E go as he rose 
to  g o . But, instead o f  go in g  hom e, he jou rn ey ed  b y  a 
late tram  to W estm inster B ridge and spent som e hours 
p orin g  over records at the Y a rd  under the letter A .

4
N ext m orn ing , w hen the tw o m en  presented them 

selves at the V icarage , they w ere show n in to  the 
d raw in g -room  and asked to w ait, as the v icar was 
engaged  w ith  a caller. F rom  the study, w h ich  jo in e d , 
they heard through the op en  w indow s an occasion al 
m urm ur o f  voices, on e  o f  them  a little raised. A n d  
presently, they heard the voices passing the draw in g
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room  d o o r  and  they cau gh t quite distinctly the w o rd s : 
“  I  am  sorry, sir, b u t  this m atter m ust b e  cleared  
u p  before  there is any question  o f  an en gagem en t! ”  

B oth  m en  recogn ized  the accents o f  G eneral 
Strivens, a retired m artinet, w hose v o ice  was o n ly  too  
w ell k n ow n  in  H am p erton .

Presently the v ica r  cam e in to  the room  and a p o lo 
g ized  w ith  his custom ary ch arm  for  having kept them . 
B ut he look ed  o ld  and w orn , as i f  he had  n ot slept. 
T h e  han d  he gave them  was trem bling.

“  Is it som ething abou t the fete, Sir C u dw orth  ? ”  
he asked w hen  they w ere seated again. H is eyes w ere 
anxious and  his v o ice  n o t  qu ite  u n der con tro l. Sir 
C u dw orth  g lan ced  p erp lexed ly  at E go.

“  S ir ,”  said E g o  gravely , “  it isn ’ t abou t the fete 
this tim e. I  w ant to  tell you  a story and I w ant you  to  
listen to  it— and to forg ive  m e for  anyth ing that m ay 
seem  like an im pertinent intrusion on  you r affairs.”  

T h e  b lo o d  drained  from  the clergym an ’ s face. H e  
sat back , grasping the arms o f  his chair. A t  last he 
n od d ed  his head.

“  I  see,”  he said in  a w hisper. “  G o  on , please. I 
have d on e  w ron g  and m ust suffer for  it .”

“  T h e  story, as I have p ieced  it together, sir,”  said 
E go , d isregarding the v ica r ’s w ords, “  is a sim ple 
enough  one and a sad one, bu t it all com es right in  the 
end. Y ears ago  there was a clergym an  w h o  was very 
m u ch  in love  w ith  the daughter o f  a rich  parish ioner. 
H is a ffection  was n ot returned. T h e  lad y  preferred 
som eon e else and som eone n ot very  w orth y  o f  her. 
She ran aw ay w ith  this m an  and was d isow ned  b y  her 
fam ily , excep t that, w hen it was possible, her b roth er 
com p elled  the m an  to  m arry  her. But to the c lergy
m an  she rem ained  the idea l o f  his life. F or  her sake 
he never m arried  and , as tim e w ent on , he cherished 
her im age m ore  and m ore. A t  last— I think w hen  she 
was dy in g , perhaps— she turned to  h im  for assistance 
and im p lored  h im  to  look  after her son, for  w h om  
there was n o  h op e  in  the circum stances o f  poverty
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and m isery in  w h ich  she lived . H e  took  charge o f  
the b o y  and educated  him . T h e  father offered  no 
opposition— in  fact, he was in prison  and n ot lon g  
afterw ards he d ied .

“  T h e  b o y  was sent to  a  g o o d  school and the 
clergym an  grew  very  fon d  o f  h im . H e  turned ou t 
w ell and, w hen  he grew  up , w ent in to  the arm y. I t  
was there that the clergym an  m ad e  his first mistake. 
H e  entered the b o y  at Sandhurst as his n eph ew  and as 
the legitim ate ch ild  o f  his parents, w hen  he d id  n ot 
k n ow  w hether he was legitim ate or  not. T h e  
d eception , on ce  begun , had  to  con tinue. T h e  real 
d ifficu lty  cam e w hen the lad  fell in  love  w ith  the 
daughter o f  a general w h o  was a stickler for  w hat he 
ca lled  princip les and attached great im p ortan ce  to  
rank and  descent. H e  w anted to  k n ow  all abou t his 
proposed  son -in -law  and the evasive replies he received  
m ade h im  suspicious. H e  threatened to p u t inquiries 
on  foot. T h e  clergym an  thought o f  the possibly  false 
declarations he had  m ade to  enter the b o y  fo r  S and
hurst and began  to  fear that n ot on ly  w ou ld  the b o y ’ s 
love  affa ir g o  w ron g  bu t his w h ole  career m igh t be  
threatened.

“  H e  knew  that the b o y ’ s m oth er h ad  been  m arried, 
bu t he also knew  that she had  lived  w ith  her lover  for 
som e tim e before  the m arriage. In  their last b r ie f  
interview  she had  told  h im  that her brother had  the 
p r o o f  o f  the m arriage bu t she d ied  w ith out telling 
h im  w here it had  taken p lace. N ow , he cou ld  have 
set inquiries on  foo t  him self, b u t he feared to  d o  so 
in  case other p eop le , hearing o f  it, look ed  in to  the 
m atter them selves. H e  knew  from  the m oth er ’ s 
papers the date o f  her son ’s b irth  b u t w here it had  
taken p lace  o r  been  registered he d id  n ot know .

“  But he knew  her b roth er ’s house in tim ately  and, 
in  his distraction , he form ed  the idea  o f  g o in g  there 
and recoverin g  the m arriage certificate w h ich  w ou ld  
tell h im  w h at he w anted  to  know , that is, w hether 
the b o y  was b orn  before  o r  after the date  o f  the
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m arriage. W h y  d id  he not g o  to  the brother and 
exp la in  th ings? W ell, because the exalted  co n 
cep tion  he cherished o f  the la d y  to  w h om  he had  
been  so d evoted  m ade that unthinkable to h im . T o  
reveal anyth ing that others m ight think d erogatory  to 
her seem ed to h im  like putting a slur on  the precious 
im age in  his m in d  and  like a treachery to  her. So he 
form ed  this m ad  schem e, risking his ow n  nam e and 
reputation  to ascertain the truth that m ight enable 
h im  to  establish his n eph ew ’ s leg itim acy .”

“  B u t,”  stam m ered Sir C u dw orth , “  h ow  cou ld  the 
b o y  b e  his n ep h ew ? ”

“  B ecause,”  answ ered E go  qu ick ly , “  the b o y ’s 
father was this clergym an ’ s brother. A n d  that was 
another secret. T h e  m an  was a crim in al w ith  m an y 
nam es. H e  had g o o d  reasons for  d rop p in g  the nam e 
he had d isgraced .”

T h e  v icar  leaned  forw ard  in  his chair.
“  I  suppose that I  have p u t m yse lf w ith in  reach  o f  

the la w ,”  he said, “  and that you  have com e  to arrest 
m e, In spector E go. But tell m e first— h ow  d id  you  
k n ow  all th is? I t  is all true, alm ost in every d eta il.”

“  S ir,”  said E go , “  a detective w ith out a g o o d  
im agin ation  ou gh t to look  for  another jo b .  W e  have 
on ly  com e  to give you  that w h ich  you  m igh t have had 
for  the asking.”

“  B ut I  understand n ow  w h y  you  d id n ’ t ask,”  said 
Sir C u dw orth  gruffly. “  It  was a m ad  schem e, V ica r , 
all the sam e.”

T h e  v ica r  tore the envelope op en  and extracted  the 
certificate. H e  read it and gave a cry  o f  happiness.

“ T h e  b o y  was born  after the m a r r ia g e !”  he 
excla im ed , beam in g  on  them . “  H e  was legitim ate. 
H e  is m y  legal heir, and  his entry to  Sandhurst was 
p erfectly  co rre ct .”

“  I t ’ s the first burglary  I ’ ve ever heard o f  to correct 
an entry to  S andhurst! ”  said E go  w ith  a smile. But 
the v icar ’ s face c lou d ed .

“  I  have d on e  w ron g ,”  he said gravely. “  I  have
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com m itted  a crim e in  the eyes o f  the law . I have 
risked bring ing a scandal on  the c lo th  I  w ear. I have 
dece ived  the p o lice  and g iven  you . Sir C u dw orth , 
great anxiety. I  ou gh t to  b e  punished for  it .”

“ Punish m y  g r a n d m o th e r !”  excla im ed  Sir C u d - 
w orth , w alking over to  the w in d ow . “  T a k e  m e ou t 
in to  you r  garden  and in trodu ce  m e to  m y  nephew , i f  
you  p le a se ! ”

W h en  Sir C u dw orth  and E g o  returned to  T h e  
T ow ers, they fou n d  C onstable T om son  in  the library. 
F urtherm ore, T om son  was so intent u p on  the task o f  
polish ing an electric torch  w ith  a duster that he d id  
n ot hear them  till they w ere u p on  him . H e  started 
guiltily .

“ Just having a look  rou n d , gen tlem en ,”  he 
stam m ered. “  I  see you  d id n ’ t take that torch  to  the 
Y a rd  last n ight, sir.”

“  A n d  w h y ,”  asked E go  severely, “  are you  polish ing 
it w ith  that duster? ”

T om son , red -faced  and con fused , hesitated for  a 
m om en t, then he burst out.

“  Sir— it ’s w ron g, I  know — bu t I  k n ow  w h o  d id  the 
burglary  because I saw h im  after I  left you  last n ight. 
A n d  w h oever d on e  it ,”  he ad d ed  inconsequently , 
“  d on e  it fo r  som e reason that was right, because I  
know  ’ im . I w ou ld n ’ t see h im  in  trouble  i f  I  was 
brok e for  it !  ”

“  A s a m atter o f  fact, C on stab le ,”  said E go  
pleasantly, “  you  have been  w asting you r tim e. I 
rem oved  all traces o f  finger-prints from  the handle o f  
that torch  m yse lf last n ight. N on e  o f  us w ou ld  see 
h im  in trouble. I  ca n ’ t tell you  any fam ily  secrets, 
bu t I  k n ow  I  can  rely  u p on  you r discretion . A ll I 
can  say is that the burglar cam e here to  search for 
som ething that Sir C u dw orth  w ou ld  have handed  him  
at on ce  had  he know n that he w anted it. But being, 
as you  know , a rather u n w orld ly  and  sim ple-m inded  
o ld  burglar, he sim ply d id n ’ t think o f  asking for  it. 
W ill that d o ? ”

*7*
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“  T h a t ’ s enough  for  m e, sir,”  said T om son  w ith  
con v iction .

5
“  H i ! E g o ! ”  shouted the Assistant C om m issioner 

that even ing as he saw E go  vanishing a lon g  a corrid or  
at headquarters. “  W h a t abou t that p arson ?  ”

“  O h , that’s all right, sir,”  said E g o  carelessly. 
“ Y o u ’ ll hear noth ing m ore  abou t th a t; the Prim e 
M inister can  sleep in  p ea ce .”

“  H e  d id  burg le  the p lace , th en ? ”
“  Y es, sir, in  a w ay, so to speak— bu t he bun gled  it .”  
“  W h a t?  ”  said the Assistant C om m issioner w ith  

an unkind smile. “  A n  am ateur crim inal w h o  was a 
b u n g ler?  W h a t was he a fter? ”

“  W ell, sir,”  said E go , “  he was a little eccentric. 
H e  w anted  to check  the correctness o f  his n ep h ew ’ s 
entry to  Sandhurst. T h a t was all, sir.”

A n d  E g o  vanished in to  his room . A fter  a m om en t 
in  w h ich  an n oyan ce alm ost trium phed, the Assistant 
C om m issioner vanished in to his, w here he m ade a 
large b lack  cross on  a calendar.

“  I  ow e h im  on e  for that,”  he m uttered, as he turned 
to  the papers be fore  him .

Francis Marsden

M A D R I L E N E

She was a marvellous girl. But I  think I liked her best 
at a distance, many a mile and some few years away. 
She had me scared and really on the ju m p ; small and 
fragile as she was, you can take my word that what she 
said w ent; I could see that amongst the people who 
knew her. I suppose I got away safe because we 
couldn’ t talk the same language; it put her out o f her
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stride a lit t le ; and then, too , I  lived  aw ay in E n glan d—  
a co ld , co ld  cou n try  always w ra pp ed  in  a dense w et 
f o g : that, I  gathered, was her n otion  o f  it.

Th is alarm ing little lady  I ’m  talking abou t was a 
Spanish girl I  m et in  M a d rid , a b ou t as b ig  as three- 
p en n ’orth  o f  coppers, tiny, c lick in g  her h igh  heels as 
she w alked a long , and  letting fly  all rou n d  w ith  her 
eyes. T h e y  w ere the on ly  b ig  things a bou t her.

She was a sort o f  jew e l o f  devilm ent, b ig  eyes and  
tiny  feet— feet that w ere small even  in p rop ortion  to  her 
s iz e ; and  her eyes— w e ll ! A n d  q u ic k ! Believe m e, 
swift was the w ord  for h e r : she ju m p e d  to  anything 
w ith  a flash, and  either threw  it d ow n  w ith  a sm ack or 
w ent hell hard after it. She w asn’ t greedy—ju st 
interested in  anyth ing new . I  was it, on ce . But 
d o n ’ t think that I  adm ire her sort o f  t y p e ; even  i f  I 
had  d on e  so I  d o  believe  she’ d  have scared m e o f f  for 
g o o d  after a  few  jum ps.

N o , I  have always fallen to  the b ig  and b lon d e  and 
brigh t-b lu e-eyed . Y o u  know , those w ith  a flash o f  
b lu e  heaven in  their eyes. N o t that I have been  lucky 
w ith  these; she had  the opposite, that girl P aquita , 
h er ’s w ere dark. Yes, they look ed  as i f  they had a 
k ind o f  fire beh in d  them — noth ing  so m b re : it was a 
brigh t g low , hap p y , passionate, v iv id  w ith  life and  
j o y ;  and  all that, and  all the devilm ent in  the w orld , 
too. Y o u  can  see that I  have n ot forgotten  her b y  
any m anner o f  m eans; she bedevilled  m e enough  to  
m ake that certain.

But I  ou gh t to expla in  h ow  I  m et this girl. I  had 
ju st g o t back  from  Seville, driven  ou t b y  the rains and 
co ld  w inds w h ich  h ad  com e  on  early that O ctob er , 
C onsequent on  w h ich , a ch ill had  laid  m e u p  for a 
d a y  or  tw o in  a tiny  hotel b ed room  like a cell—  
w hitew ash and all— so I  fou n d  the pension  in M ad rid  
com fortab le  and  h om ely  again. T h ey  w ere glad to 
see m e, too , even  for those few  days on  m y return, as 
the p lace  was em p ty  o f  visitors except for a  typ ica l 
travelling Englishm an. T h ere  was som ething alm ost
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oppressive in  his painstaking civ ility  and his fantastic 
lack  o f  facu lty  for any language save his ow n , o r  any 
other hab it in  thought o r  taste save his native 
one.

T h e y  generally have som ething rugged  and  strong 
in  their h om ely  faces, these m idd le-aged  voyagers 
w h o set ou t all a lone to com plete  their edu cation  in 
traversing the L atin  countries. W h at they have in 
kindliness and honesty is, n o  d ou bt, s terlin g ; bu t their 
a ffability  has a tight bum piness, and  their genial 
grins w ork  so heavily as to  intim idate as m u ch  as 
concilia te .

T h is on e  considered  h im self a b ib lioph ile . S om e
h ow  he had  ch an ced  on  a few— on e or  tw o— signed 
novels b y  esteem ed writers, and , thus encouraged , 
w ent on  to bu y  som e illustrated books in  m ost ornate 
ill taste. T h ese he had  b ou g h t for their beauty , save 
u s ! A n d  so, to  deliver m e from  w hat she suspected 
was the b orin g  insistence o f  his conversation , the 
daughter o f  the house, w h o  was m anageress o f  affairs, 
linguist and all that, in trodu ced  m e to a soldier cousin , 
in M ad rid  on  leave. H e  was a you n g  fellow  abou t m y 
ow n  age, and fo llow ing  her suggestion, took  m e to 
m ake, as they pu t it, som e o f  m y beautifu l draw ings at 
the d an cin g -sch ool kept b y  som e other fam ily  con n ec
tion— an uncle, I  gathered, o f  both . I spoke little 
Spanish, bu t w e both  talked F rench  w ell en ou gh  to 
carry  on  a rou gh -an d -read y  conversation , and w e set 
o f f  ga ily  next m orn ing for the school. I  found  it was 
situated in  a large room  over on e  o f  those pecu liarly  
dark  and  d ism al-look ing little cafes. T h ey  all seem  
to b e  painted in  that sam e brow n  w hich  soon  gets 
grim y, w ith  an air o f  m iserable poverty  m uch  affected  
b y  southern peop le , an alternative, no dou bt, to the 
those gorgeously  r o co co  places o f  resort w h ich  they 
use to d isplay their m ore expansive occasions. A s is 
their hab it in m ost things, they show  up  either 
dishevelled and  d ow n  at heel o r  are overw helm ing in 
the flashiest fine clothes.

*74
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C ertain ly  the room  upstairs was as com m on p la ce  
as cou ld  b e  im agined. H a lf  a d ozen  girls w ere sitting 
and  standing abou t in  reasonably scanty garb , a small, 
p a le  b o y  ran abou t w ith  a busy air, d o in g  errands and 
sm all jo b s  for the o ld  m an. I looked  on  h im  as a 
m ere han ger-on  until I  saw h im  dance la ter ; the 
ill-set-up lad m ade a very  different figure w hen the 
lights and  the com p a n y  and the tw ang o f  the guitars 
set his b lo o d  and  p ride  burn ing. T h e  girls lounged  in 
blouse and short pants, on  brok en -d ow n  chairs and  a 
lon g  w ood en  ben ch . I am  sure that b o y  ran abou t 
d o in g  things ju st to  be  different and appear separate 
from  the girls. I  was, o f  course, in trodu ced  to the 
teacher as soon  as w e g o t inside, and  he sat m e d ow n  
on  the soundest chair, w here I cou ld  look  on  and  m ake 
m y  sketches. H e  was a stou t-bod ied , pau n ch y  m an 
w ith  the indurated skin o f  the southerner. H e  
lam ented that the tim e o f  m y visit to M ad rid  deprived  
h im  o f  the pleasure o f  presenting his eldest son to  m e. 
T h ere  w ou ld  have been  pride  and  jo y  and great 
priv ilege to  h im  in revealing for m e the d an ce  
through  his beautifu l boy . A  you nger b roth er cam e 
in  later, and show ed m e w hat it was that the o ld  m an 
really m eant. I  cou ld  see it as som ething that he, too , 
had  had  on ce  on  a d ay  and had  han ded  on  to them . 
A n d  it tou ch ed  h im  closely  to  have an  artist there to 
b e  show n and to appreciate, as an eternal m arvellous 
thing, that sm ooth , terrible beauty  o f  supple g lory  in 
the b o d y  w h ich  n ow  was theirs. H e  h im self n ow  had 
grow n  past it, th ickened, coarsened. Y e t  his eyes, 
strangely enough , seem ed you nger, k inder, m ore 
gen ial and  friendly. It is not u n com m on  in the South, 
I  fancy, this change, as life progresses, from  the purely  
anim al and  hostile to a m ore genial hum anity. H o w  
different he m ust b e  n ow  from  w hat he had  been  I 
felt, w hen  on ce  in a w hile he cried  ou t in a ffected  
despair to the girls w h o w ere rehearsing to  the rhythm  
o f  foot-taps or finger-clicks at the m ost, stopping them  
in the m idd le  o f  som e figure to show  the exact m ove
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m ent, w ith  a lightness w h ich  was astounding in that 
fat, cu m brou s-look in g  elder in  street clothes.

S hortly  after I had  arrived and  had  settled in  the 
staggered ch a ir to  scraw l and scribb le  m y  sketches, 
tw o girls began  to  rehearse an apach e dance. T h e  
taller on e , w h o  took  the m an ’ s part, a  grey-eyed  girl 
w ith  m ou se-colou red  hair and w ide, h igh  cheeks, had  
a co ld ly  m ischievous look , bu t the little one, a tiny- 
look in g  creature w ith  b la ck  hair that curled  and 
twisted and  m oved  like a b u n ch  o f  snakes, and 
im m ense eyes, was p la in ly  full o f  obv ious h ot d ev il
m ent. She is the girl I  started to  tell y ou  abou t.

T h e  apach e d an ce  was n ot then as com m on p la ce  
as it has since b ecom e. It  m ade a g o o d  n u m ber on  
the stage, and these tw o w ere quite the pa ir for it. 
T h e  taller girl, w ith  her hard, ruthless eyes and w hite 
toothed  w olf-look , had  som ething w ick ed ly  steely and 
trenchant a bou t her w hen she dan ced . Y o u  saw 
noth ing  o f  it otherwise except in a lazy  sort o f  ap lom b, 
faintly insolent and  id ly  defiant. She contrasted 
perversely w ith  the tiny dark  creature, w h o  sim ply 
intensified her norm al ways as she dan ced , intensified 
them  to  a furious degree. T h ere  was som ething 
alm ost m onstrous abou t it w hen  her dark  eyes suddenly 
shot w ith  red  fire, and , w ith  g leam ing teeth and  
claw ing little hands, she sim ulated fury for an instant 
du rin g  their rehearsal. But they w ent on , m ost o f  
the tim e, in  a sim ple m echan ica l sequence o f  steps, 
passing w hispered remarks, and g lancing n ow  and 
again  over a shoulder at m e as I  w orked  scribb ling  at 
m y  sketches.

Sudden ly  Esther, the taller, having gon e  through  all 
the m otions o f  the bu lly , alm ost like an autom aton , 
w ith  an evil yet languid  grace, ju st at the finish, as they 
swung a lon g  the floor  tow ards m e, w ith  a qu ick  
d ou b le  stam p shot her tiny partner across the little 
space ban g  in to  m y lap . O v er  w e w ent, chair and all, 
in  a k ick ing heap  against the w all. T h e  b igger girl 
sim ply stood  in  her final pose, hands on  h ip , sm ilin g ;
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whilst the little on e , shrieking w ith  laughter, dis
entangled  herself from  m e and the chair and  helped  
to p ick  u p  m y b o o k  and pencils, handing them  over 
w ith  a killing flash from  her eye-corners.

N ext d ay  I w ent there again, and  m ade som e m ore 
draw ings. I t  was m y  last d ay  in  M ad rid , and  I was 
to  leave early  the fo llow in g  m orn in g  for Paris. W h en  
w e descended  for a drink  in  the b a r  below , the o ld  
teacher very  im pressively and gen ially asked m y 
soldier translator to  tell m e that they h oped  I w ou ld  
spend the even ing at the little theatre-cafe for w hich  
he p rov id ed  the d a n cers : a farew ell party. H e
regretted that the best o f  his troupe w ere in  South 
A m erica , bu t they w ou ld  d o  w hat was possible to  
show  m e the dances o f  Spain. A g a in  he lam ented 
the absence o f  his eldest son, his idol. But w hen I 
returned to  M ad rid , o f  course, he w ou ld  b e  back  
again . I  was grieved at the shortness o f  m y tim e, for 
I  should have liked to d o  som e really  carefu l draw ings 
o f  his com p a n y , particu larly  w hen I heard o f  all the 
costum es o f  the d ifferent provinces they had  got for the 
even in g ’s perform ance. I t  was exasperating to  be  
go in g  o f f—n ot that I  w anted  to  chase that g ir l : it 
was n ot m y sort o f  pastim e.

A fter d inner the soldier lad and  I set ou t for the 
little theatre-cafe, driv ing across M ad rid  from  the 
Puerto del Sol in  the custom ary hack  carriage o f  that 
tim e, w ith  a trem endous clatter o f  horse-hooves. 
T h ey  clattered because the an im al was so loose in 
the jo in ts  that each  leg was flung alm ost at hazard, 
and  its feet struck the groun d  w ith  little sem blance o f  
rhym e or reason. [ O f  course, Spain  is the cou n try  o f  
superbly splendid horses and  astoundingly bad  ones. 
O n e  o f  the g ood  m em ories o f  m y sickly stay in Seville 
was the heartening sight o f  a y ou n g  m an in  a b lack  
hat, a b ra ided , short coat-jacket (like an E ton ja ck e t), 
w h o  rod e  straight-backed d ow n  a street on  a thunder
ing stallion. T h ey  w ere chockfu ll o f  pride  and  life, 
b oth  o f  them , m an  and horse. N o w  I think o f  it,
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that horse had an eye ju st like P aquita , liqu id  dark  and 
burn ing  red , a fiery b lack .]

T h a t even ing, then, they gave  the dances o f  all the 
provinces o f  Spain, as they to ld  m e, in  m y h on ou r as 
a distinguished English artist. T h a t was their polite  
little jo k e  on  m y  youth , n o  d ou bt, and I  sat in  the 
stage b o x — the on e  b o x  the tiny theatre possessed. 
T h ere , flanked b y  the grey -h eaded  dan cin g - 
m aster and the y ou n g  conscrip t, I  received  and  
com plim en ted  in  turn each  o f  the dancers at the end  
o f  their perform ances. W ith  each  I asked the h on ou r 
to drink, and w e ran the gam ut o f  the bottles in  the bar 
that faced  us across the serried tables and  chairs 
o f  the aud ience  beneath  us. A s a guest, o f  course, I 
had  noth ing  to  p ay  for adm ission, and the w h ole  bill 
for m y  recip roca l entertainm ent o f  the d an ce  d irector 
and  m y  interpreter friend, and  in clu d in g  the co m 
p a n y ’s drinks also, am ounted  to  a very  m odest sum—  
perhaps thirty pesetas. I t  was m y  fiesta, and  I was the 
friend o f  all the fam ily.

A t  the end  o f  the perform ance, w hen  the crow d  o f  
spectators h ad  filtered ou t from  the tables and  the 
bar at the side, elated  b y  m y  distinguished and 
inexpensive situation, I  d em an ded  and p a id  for som e 
bottles o f  rioja, exp lod in g  a little o f  m y  scant Spanish 
in  getting it. I  m ounted  the k ind o f  step-ladder 
beside the stage and w ent rou n d  the thread-bare red  
curtain . A ll the com p a n y  w ere h a lf  in  and  h a lf  ou t 
o f  their costum es, bu t a table o r  tw o and chairs w ere 
p rom p tly  brou gh t, and the bottles w ere open ed . 
E v ery b od y  was jo l ly  and  am iable, bu t on e  o f  the youths 
o f  the trou p  began  to scow l a g o o d  deal at the pranks 
and horse-p lay  that Esther and P aquita  started. 
Th is ended  again  and again  in the sm aller girl, after a 
sim ulated scuffle w ith  the other, taking refuge in  m y 
arms and  upsetting m y  drink.

W h en  I was trying to  m ake a portra it o f  on e  or  the 
other— I was draw in g sketches n ow  to  entertain the 
the com p a n y — she stood  beh in d  m e and  deliberately
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b lew  d ow n  the b ack  o f  m y  neck. T h en  w hen  I 
ju m p e d  up  and tried to ca tch  her, she d od ged  beh in d  
the dark, sullen b oy , pushing h im  against m e sharply. 
W hether b y  in tention  o r  not, he gave m e an obv ious 
shove, w h ich  I , in tending to  ca tch  the g igg ling  girl, 
returned solidly. A t  that he g o t deliberately  in  m y 
w ay and spluttered his rage— he was too  angry to  
speak— right in to  m y face, so I  gave h im  a slap to  get 
on  with.

E v ery b od y  said “  H a h ! ”  all o f  a sudden, in  a kind 
o f  aw ful silence, as he ju m p e d  aw ay, back ing  o f f  to  
pu ll som ething ou t o f  his p ock et w ith  a c l ic k ; and I 
saw that he had  a knife, w h ich  he had  op en ed  w ith  
on e  neat m otion  o f  his han d  as he got it ou t. I 
rem arked that w ith  painful clearness as they all ju m p e d  
at h im  and  crow d ed  rou n d , saying things in  rap id  
hoarse voices. W hilst this w ent on , the little soldier 
pu lled  m e b y  the shoulder, arousing m e from  m y  fit o f  
stupefied staring, saying in the sam e excited  v o i c e :

‘ 5 W h a t have you  d o n e ?  Mauvais, mauvais. H e  w ill 
kill you  as y ou  g o  h om e .”

H e  astonished m e, and  I felt ann oyed  at his accusa
tions : as i f  I  had  n ot been  hustled and  spat u p on  
b y  the o a f  firs t! But I felt very m uch  alarm ed and 
very  sick abou t the m uddle  I had  got us all in to. I 
d id n ’ t like that knife-business at all, b u t I stood  stiff 
and  nervous, and angry too . T h en , as I m ade n o  
rep ly , he w ent b ack  to  the o ld  m an, and they talked 
seriously to  tw o lean grey-heads, w ith  b lack  jaw s 
an d  hard  faces, from  the guitar orchestra. T h e  soldier 
cam e b a ck  w ith  his o ld  U n cle  and  said su d d en ly : 

“ Y es, yes, it is better that you  take the knife, and 
then it w ill b e  over q u ic k ; it w ill all arrange itse lf so 
w ell then. H e  w ill h o ld  his h on ou r, you  s e e ! ”

I  am  hanged  i f  I  saw w hat he was d riv in g  at 
then. N o w  I  im agin e that they h ad  fixed  som ething to 
help  m e out.

D iv in g  in to his arm y trousers, he perform ed  the 
sam e b lood -cu rd lin g  trick  as the other, taking ou t a b ig
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clasp-knife from  his p ocket w ith  on e  hand, so that it 
flew  op en  in  the m otion  o f  draw in g it o u t :

“  K eep  you r thum b on  the b la d e ,”  he said as he 
pushed it in to m y right hand, stepping from  betw een  
the b a d  tem pered  scow ling you th  and myself.

I look ed  at h im , and he stared b ack  w ith  eyes like 
p ieces o f  slate. H e was on e  o f  these thick-set, b ro a d 
faced, hard -ch eek -bon ed  fellows absolutely the o p p o 
site to m e in appearance. I  ca lled  h im  a b oy , bu t I 
suppose I, too , was little m ore, and look ed  it. H is 
slavering low er lip  stuck ou t, and it gave m e a turn o f  
disgust and keen dislike. By this tim e I  felt as co ld  as 
ice  inside, bu t as I had  drunk p lenty  o f  w ine, there 
was, at the sam e m om ent, a sort o f  w arm th in m y head , 
and  I thought, sillily, that this affair w ou ld  b e  short 
and  sharp anyhow , and again  that I was w ell and truly 
in  for it, ju st as I  saw h im  slide a foot tow ards m e. A t 
that I put on  the best side-step I knew  h ow , thinking 
that, as I d od g ed , I  cou ld  g ive h im  a shove w ith  m y 
left hand and then poke him  in the ribs w ith  m y  right. 
But m y h op e  o f  pu lling  it o f f  felt faint, and I felt as 
faint as m y  hope.

Perhaps m y m ovem en t was not in  the books, or  
m aybe  he d id n ’ t expect m e to  shift so qu ick ly , bu t he 
tried to  spin rou n d  on  his toes and  reached  w ith  his 
left hand for m y  knife-hand. Som eth ing m ade m e 
act. I felt as i f  w arm  con fiden ce  cam e in to m y legs, 
and  they carried  m e in to d o in g  w hat m y  thoughts 
d ou bted  d rea d fu lly : perhaps past b ox in g  lessons,
m ayb e  ju st irritation , o r  the drink heartened m e—  
anyhow ', I  stepped in  tow ards his left side and hit h im  
on  that silly, s lobbering m outh  w ith  m y  left hand and 
ban ged  m y  right hand at his ribs for all I  was w orth . 
H onestly  I had clean  forgot the knife. T h e  slap on  
his m outh  put h im  o f f  his ba lan ce , and  over he w'ent 
like a shot hare, and  all the room  let o f f  a queer 
“  A h -h  ”  that rose to  a sort o f  squeal from  the 
w om en . T h a t is all I  rem em ber. M a y b e  other 
things happened . T h en  I saw that m y  right hand
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was covered  w ith  b lo o d , for I  had  cu t m y  fingers 
severely on  the b lade. N ow , I d o n ’ t believe I stabbed 
h im — m ine was the on ly  b lo o d  that was shed, I  am  
sure. But I never knew , for at that m om en t the b lo o d 
thirsty little cat P aquita  ju m p e d  at m e, laugh ing and 
fairly squealing w ith  delight, and  began  to kiss m e, 
ban gin g  her face against m ine recklessly and clu tch in g  
m e rou n d  the neck. I  kept pushing her o f f  and trying 
to tie u p  m y  hand w ith  m y  handkerchief.

T h e  others stood  in  a heap  all rou n d  the lad I had 
bow led  over. W h eth er I  h ad  w inded  h im  or  killed 
h im  I d o  n ot know . I never d id ;  for the soldier 
cousin  cam e up , absolutely in coherent, to  haul m e off, 
w ith  P aquita  cling ing  to  m e, and  d u m p ed  us in  the 
carriage. I  believe it was the sam e one, w h ich  had 
w aited  all that tim e in the rain. A n d  so o f f  w e w ent. 
A ll I  rem em ber o f  the ride  was the soldier sa y in g : 
“  Y o u  g o  to -m orrow  m orn in g  seven o ’ c lo ck ?  Y e s?  ”  
tim e after t im e ; and P aqu ita  repeatedly  clu tch in g  m e 
rou n d  the neck. W ell, that m atter o f  the jou rn ey  
had been  settled earlier, and  I  had  packed , and  I 
felt I  should  b e  glad to b e  ou t o f  the racket.

Im m ediate ly  I had  got inside m y  room , after the 
soldier and P aqu ita  had  pu t m e d ow n  at the d o o r  and 
driven  o f f  in  great haste, I  felt absolutely exhausted, 
collapsed  and drunk. I  dragged  the bed -clothes 
rou n d  m e w ithout undressing, and  ju st fell asleep 
w ith  the lights on . But tw o or  three hours later I was 
w id e  aw ake, stone sober and  w onderin g— w onderin g  
w hat had happened , and h ow  and  w hy. A n d  had I 
knifed the b lo k e ?  A n d  was he dead  or  on ly  h u rt?  
A n d  cou ld  it b e  m u rd er?  A n d  then I  considered  
the garrot, and  G oy a ’s etch ing o f  an execu tion  b y  it.
I  thought a g o o d  deal abou t the dev ice  used in the 
Spanish garroting m ach ine, and felt it was so nause- 
atingly like a cop y in g  press as to  b e  beastly u n p leasan t: 
hanging seem ed actually  rom an tic  beside it and far, 
far less vulgar. I fancy I dosed in to a dream  abou t m y 
head  be in g  squashed in  an office  press; anyhow , it
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felt that w ay  w hen I  got up. O h , O h  ! that m orn ing I 
had  a h e a d !

O n ly  the o ld  dan cin g -teach er cam e to  the train. 
H e  cam e at the last m om ent, serious, p reoccu p ied , and 
all I  cou ld  understand was that he said “  G o o d , 
g o o d ,”  w hen  he saw m e, and saluted m e politely , and 
hurried  aw ay ju st as the train started. T h a t m ay have 
m eant anything, and m y head was in  p o o r  shape for 
th inking any m ore. A ll d ay  I  travelled w ith  it beating 
and ach ing as i f  it had been  cracked  right across from  
end  to  end . L ate at n ight w e reached  the frontier, 
and  at H en d aye  w orn  ou t b y  miseries o f  m ind  that 
increased as m y  head  m ended , I  w ondered  i f  the p o lice  
w ou ld  b e  w aiting for m e. I  w on dered  w hat had  
h a p p e n e d ; I  w ondered  w hether it had  all been  a jo k e  
or  all in earnest. I  was sure that I had  n ot really 
stabbed the fellow , and  m y  cu t finger th robbed  in 
corrob ora tion  o f  m y  assurance. But for all that, I  
was g lad  to  get to  the F rench  side w ithout question 
w hen w e changed  from  the Spanish to  the F rench  
train.

Breathing m ore freely, I  w alked u p  and d ow n  the 
p latform , and  then, to m y  fearful astonishm ent, a 
sm all creature w h o  had a bu n dle  under on e  arm  threw  
b ack  the shawl from  her face, and there, sm iling her 
devastating smile, standing on  her h igh  heeels, right 
in  fron t o f  m e, as pleased as pu n ch , setting on e  hand on  
her h ip , was that g ir l ! I  m ust have g iven  a dreadful 
groan  as I  stood  stock still. T h a t sm ile : I  knew  it 
w ou ld  cause trouble  everyw here— trouble and trouble. 
I t  was as fascinating as it was disastrous. I t  seem ed 
heartless to  m e then, and  m y  b lo o d  ran  co ld . She 
alw ays ju st sm iled, any tim e, anyw here. I  d o n ’ t 
think she ever knew  or  bothered  w hat w ou ld  happen , 
o r  knew  qu ite  all it suggested— or  cared . She just 
let it g o  at everybod y . She loved  to  see it w ork  on  
m en. Y et it d id n ’ t w ork  at all as she m ay have h op ed  
at that m om en t. I  ju st looked . I  am  sure m y  ja w  
fell and m y face pa led  to  green. I  felt all m y  insides
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d rop , and  I  w on dered  w here the p o lice  w ere ; that 
was h ow  it took  m e. But she was alone, qu ite  alone.

W h en  I look ed  so sick at the sight o f  her, that m ar
vellous brigh t sm ile d ied  aw ay gradually— ju st slow ly, 
I  saw it fade. She cou ld n ’ t believe her eyes at on ce . 
T h en  her m ou th  turned dow n , and then m ore dow n , 
and enorm ous shining tears b lo b b e d  over from  her 
eyes, streams o f  them  cam e and fell over the edge as I  
stared. S uddenly, from  heaving faint sobs she burst 
in to real how ls and lam entable cries. I  cou ld n ’ t stand 
all that, for  she d rop p ed  everyth ing, lifted u p  b o th  her 
hands on  a level w ith  her face, and stood like a babe , 
op en in g  and shutting her fingers w h ile  tears ran 
in  a stream  o f f  her cheeks and ch in . She sobbed  
m ore  qu ietly  w hen  I took  her arm  and patted  her 
shoulders and , at last, subsiding on  to  m y  w aistcoat, 
w ept there silently. I  had  to  take her in to the train. 
She had  settled d ow n  qu ite  h ap p ily  as the horn  
tooted  and  w e set o f f  w ith  n o b o d y  else in  our carriage. 
T h ere  she had  another sm all surprise for m e— her 
ticket was third-class, for on  the n ight o f  the dram a 
she had  taken a slow er train to  aw ait m e at the frontier. 
W h en  the con tro ller cam e rou n d , I  had  to p ay  the 
d ifference.

Y o u  ca n  h ard ly  im agin e h ow  she sparkled w ith  jo y  
and  life then, ju st because I had p a id  for som ething for 
her. I t  was a typ ica l trait o f  hers to  b e  overw helm 
in g ly  pleased w ith  a gift— really  h app ily  surprised. 
She show ed it p lain ly , enthusiastically and  trans
parently . E veryth ing she d id  had  the sam e directness 
and was as straightforw ard. H er dodges tricked you  
b y  surprise and unexpectedness, bu t w ere never real 
deceptions, never deceitfu l. O f  course, she had never 
look ed  ahead. W h at was she g o in g  to  d o  in  Paris? 
I  c o u ld n ’ t find  out. Such  few  w ords as w e had in 
com m on  she seem ed to  think should  b e  used for 
petting. Im m ediate ly  she got settled and at ease she 
set abou t teach ing m e all the am orous terms in  the 
Spanish language w ith  appropriate m otions, treating
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m e as i f  I w ere an over-sized  d oll. In  her hands I 
was helpless and speechless, whilst she (under the 
curious glances o f  passengers w h o prom en aded  the 
corrid or  to ca tch  a glim pse o f  our o d d ly  different types), 
was m ore and m ore  enchanted  w ith  her sport, until 
w e b o th  fell asleep from  sheer weariness. W e  slept 
the d ay  through  after w e had  eaten in the restaurant 
car, w here, naturally , she had  fun.

W h en  w e reached  Paris it was qu ite  unnecessary 
for m e to  trouble  to  d iscover w hat she proposed  to d o . 
She k n e w : and for b o th  o f  us. As w e entered w ith in  
the suburbs and cam e w here the b ig  buildings start, 
her excitem ent got trem endous, then, on ce  in the 
station, she bou n d ed  out, caught a porter, poin ted  ou t 
ou r baggage— ours, m ind  you — and w hen he said 
“  T a x i,”  n od d ed  affirm ation , w ith  all those snaky 
curls o f  hers b o b b in g  and ju m p in g  and her eyes 
snapping threat, in ju n ction  and invitation  to the porter 
and to  every bod y  w h o cam e ou r w ay. As soon as the 
taxi cam e, she p rod u ced  a card , w h ich  she stuck in 
the driver ’s hand. H e  grinned at her very  friendly. 
A ll in d u m b  show  she d irected  the porter abou t 
stow ing the bags and  packages, and  in  the sam e w ay 
she d irected  m e to  tip h im  and ju m p  in qu ick . This 
was signalled b y  a skirt-tail and a flash o f  tw o heels 
as she h op p ed  in like a running rabbit.

W e drove  across the river and  up  the hill, look ing 
like a h on ey m oon  cou p le , and stopped  in on e  o f  those 
tiny  squares right up  the slope b e low  Sacre Cceur, 
in  a district o f  steep streets and w alled  gardens. As 
the d o o r  o f  the house open ed , she leaped in to the arms 
o f  the fattest, squattest and m ost p ow dered  dam e I have 
ever seen. Behind her stood a small, m eagre husband 
w h o, how ever, a longside his spouse, look ed  quite 
surprisingly reasonably small.

O n ce  on  a tim e that dam e had been  a dan cer herself, 
and had  had success, she told  m e— for she, at any rate, 
cou ld  talk F rench . But, said she, w ith  an inhum anly 
coquettish  up -g lance , her failing was food — a fondness
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for  g o o d  cheer— so she becam e too  fat for the jo b .  
A n d  then there was love, she w ent on , w ith  a sort o f  
exp lan atory  flourish o f  all her person  tow ards the 
o ld  gentlem an w ho, m ore  and  m ore, seem ed to 
resem ble a dried  bean . A n yh ow , I gathered at last 
that this, their house in  Paris, was w h olly  occu p ied  by  
Spanish peop le .

W hen , after a m eagre, very southern, supper, I 
w ent to  m y  room , the d oor  had  n o  key. I suspect 
that that girl had  stolen it. I turned in to b ed  very 
tired  and  very  surprised at m y  situ ation ; indeed , 
very  m u d d led  in  the head  from  the fantastic succession 
o f  m y  adventures, all rid icu lous, and  yet all hovering 
on  the verge o f  som ething dangerous. N ow , to 
m orrow  I m ust escape this girl, P aqu ita , I  thought 
drow sily , d oz in g  o f f  and giv ing a sigh or a kind o f  
sleepy groan , and I  heard a coo in g  v o ice  ju st beside 
m y  ear in  response. As I  turned m yself, little claws 
patted  m y  head , leaned on  m y  shoulders and  held  m e 
d ow n , whilst she kissed m e softly. A gainst the m oon 
ligh t from  the lon g  w in d ow  she seem ed a shadow y, 
tiny, pathetic figure w hen, draw ing aw ay from  m e, 
she stepped b ack  w ith  her in im itable  pace. She 
w alked aw ay like a deer, lon g  lift o f  foo t and click  o f  
h o o f  in the descent as it cam e forw ard  and  d ow n  on  
the toe. A ll that ease in m ovem ent, throw ing forw ard  
o f  ankle and instep, h ow  describe it ?  A n d  the crisp, 
ligh t click  o f  each  step had som ething perfect abou t it. 
In  that silent figure betw een  m e and the m oonsh iny 
w in d ow  I  sudden ly realised a trem endous m ystery o f  
poise in b o d y , a sheer grace and force.

As she stepped in to the ban d  o f  m oon ligh t, she lifted 
her hands, and a faint, dry  alm ost hissing o f  snapping 
fingers began , punctuated  b y  the occasion al, on ly  
slightly harder sound o f  her heel. I t  g o t m ore  and 
m ore  rap id  as her b o d y  swayed. T h ere  was n o  step
p in g  abou t, bu t all o f  her was m oving , her b o d y  sliding 
w ith in  her clothes harm oniously , b u t truly separate. 
It  was m ost o f  all a d an ce  o f  hands, arms, fingers,
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snapping fingers and shoulders sliding w ith  that 
terrib le feline sense o f  p ow er that is so like the great 
o iled  sw ing and  return o f  a m ach ine. T h en , all that 
passed ou t o f  m ind , for it b ecam e all dance , all w on der, 
all g lory  and  m oonshine, tied u p  w ith  silver threads 
b y  a tiny m ad cap  girl w hose skirt d an ced  on  her b o d y , 
w hose hands dan ced , w hose eyes d an ced , all in  the 
co ld  m oon ligh t.

H er  d an ce  finished w ith  a sort o f  dy in g  trem or and  a 
faint rattle o f  heels, so qu ick  and  ligh t that it h ad  a 
chattering chuck le  in  its sound. As she m oved  to 
pass m e, I  ju m p e d  ou t o f  b ed  and cau gh t h o ld  o f  her, 
and  o n  a sudden she fou gh t and  scratched and  
yelled  and  k icked altogether. I  let g o , appalled  at 
the d in , and a v o ice  ca lled  ou t far o ff, e ch o in g  in the 
bare  stair and outer passage as w e stood  panting  and 
glaring at on e  another, silent in  the h a lf dark. P aqu ita  
stuck ou t her tongue in  a ch ild ’s rid icu lous grim ace, 
back in g  through  the op en  d oor . She vanished d ow n  
the stair, ca lling  ou t som e rep ly  am id  a deliberate 
lou d  clatter o f  heels. N ext m orn in g  m y  co ffee  and 
bread  w ere h an ded  in  to  m e b y  the g ru b b y  you th , 
w ith  tousled head , w h o saw to  boots  and  d id  the o d d  
jo b s .

Y et she m ust have been  ly in g  in  w ait, for, as I  w ent 
downstairs to  g o  ou t and arrange to  con tin u e  m y  
jou rn ey , anxious and d isturbed n ow  m ore deep ly  
than ever, sudden ly she stepped ou t to  m y  encounter, 
m aking a slight, m ost d ign ified  curtsey. O n ce  again  
I  suffered the shock  o f  find ing in  her a qu ite  new  
transfiguration, and on ce  m ore  I gaped  at her like a 
foo l. She had  spent som e tim e on  her dress and  
adornm ent. T h e  dress she w ore  was o f  the deepest 
red , and  over it was a b lack  shawl w ith  a silver fringe. 
B eyond  that, h ow ever, for the first tim e in  ou r 
acqua in tance, she had used the toilet table to enhance 
her natural g o o d  looks. T h e  result sim ply took  m y  
breath  aw ay. H er  face had  that astonishing ova l 
w h ich  m ade on e  feel as i f  it had  been  draw n  in  on e
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am azing sweep w ith  a dexterous brush, filled w ith  a 
p igm ent o f  the purest and m ost translucent kind. 
M ou th , eyes, each  w ith  a fresh and perfect co lou r, 
w ere draw n  in  the sam e astounding ca ligraphy. 
A  d iv ine hand seem ed to  have m ou ld ed  or  traced  it. 
I t  seem ed all so fragile as alm ost to  have n o  solidity or 
depth . H er  face floated  in  the air. A b o u t  it was that 
kind o f  perfection  w h ich  is fou n d  in  Chinese p orce la in  
— and oh , those enorm ous, liqu id , liv in g  eyes! I  
b a b b led  som ething to  her, and  she answ ered in  a 
grave Spanish sentence o r  tw o, form al-sounding and 
dignified . B ow ing  her head  as I  saluted her pains
takingly and  aw kw ardly, she m oved  aw ay. I  halted 
at the d o o r  and  look ed  back . She was w alking a long 
the passage w ith  an  im m ense ease o f  carriage and 
n ob le  poise, bu t turned as I stopped , look ed  over her 
shoulder and gave m e a dreadfu l, and  w hat at that 
m om en t, to  m y  shocked m ind , was a perfectly  obscene 
w ink. A  flash o f  the shawl and  she was gone.

I  w ent aw ay thorou gh ly  sickened, bu t, in  a curious 
w ay, aroused, for she had  set u p  a m onstrous con flict 
in  m y  m ind . N ever before  had  I  p roperly  realised 
that she was anyth ing m ore than a pretty  and com ica l 
ch ild , w ith  som e alarm ing bu t really  harmless tr ick s ; 
som ething like a p et an im al, on e  m ight say. A n d  
n ow  1 had  been  forced  to  realise, qu ite  sudden ly, that 
there was im m ensely m ore. T h ere  was a w om a n  too  
— a dangerous w om a n  perhaps. A n d  w hat was I  to  
d o  ? A ll that grace  and  exquisite ch arm  w ere b ou n d  
u p  w ith  the inconsequent wildness o f  a m ischievous 
schoolgirl. U n til that m om en t I had  sim ply desired 
to  see the affair finished and to b e  as am used as m ight 
b e  at her pranks. But this pu t a different face on  the 
m atter. N ow  I  was torn  betw een  tw o op p osed  em o
tions, ju g g le d  b y  the tw o opposite  sorts o f  w om en  she 
had  show n herself to be. T w o  w om en  d id  I say ?— the 
on e  w om an — and m y  heart absolutely stabbed  in 
a  feeling like pain , as it con tracted  in  m y breast to the 
thought o f  her.
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H o w  I got through  that day, w andering abou t Paris, 
I  hard ly  rem em ber, b u t I  forced  m yself to go  and b u y  
m y ticket to  L on d on  fo llow in g  m y  deliberated  inten
tion . T h a t act took  all that was left o f  m y ow n  w ill 
in  m e. Fear and  desire haunted m e, desire such as 
can n ot b e  described  readily. N o  pure and h oly  
flam e had  she set alight, nor, I  thought, d id  she intend 
to. I  feared it was the beg inn ing  o f  a frightful 
con flagration  o f  passion.

I got b a ck  late and absolutely exhausted, having 
w alked m any miles. I had  sat d ow n  at a cafe  here 
and there for rest, and then, spurred onw ard  b y  m y 
furious thoughts and  the frantic im ages that rose in 
m y  m ind , I  strode o f f  again. T h e  house was qu iet, 
and  I  stole to m y  room  and undressed qu ick ly , falling 
in to  the sleep o f  absolute weariness so soon as, stretch
ing  m yself flat, I was w rapped  in  the sheer pleasure 
o f  the c o o l sheets.

A t  w hat tim e I was w akened in the night I d o n ’ t 
know , bu t sudden ly I  cam e to, w ith  a light show ing on  
m y face as a hand pu lled  the bedclothes right o f f  m e 
from  neck  to heel w ith  one sweep. D azzled , I  sat u p  
h a lf  in a daze, bu t as I  caught sight o f  the laughing 
face o f  m y  torm entor, in  a gust o f  boy -lik e  rage I 
flung the p illow  at her. I t  hit her full in  the face, and 
the can d le  flew  ou t o f  her hand. I  heard it roll on  
the floor. A n d  then, from  the darkness, cam e the 
sound o f  sobs. I  sat w ith  m y  m om en t’s w ild  ill- 
tem per subsiding, listen in g ; I  heard n o  faintest 
m ovem en t: ju st the sound o f  heartrending gasps 
from  the shadow y figure.

M y  heart hardened  at the thought that here was 
another trick. But I  cou ld  n ot bear it for long, and got 
ou t o f  b ed  and  m ade a light. T h ere  she stood, 
d roop in g  face  and hands on  bosom , sob, sob, s o b ; 
hardly  a tear. I  lifted her head, and she look ed  w ith 
sw im m ing, desolate eyes at m e, the im age o f  m eek 
sorrow . W hat cou ld  I d o  bu t com fort her, putting 
m y  arms abou t h er?  She caught m y shoulders and
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clu n g  like a ch ild  forlorn . C lin ging and snuggling, 
I  lifted her u p  and  p u t her in to  the b ed , patted  her 
and stroked her hair. A t  last she qu ieted  her trem bling 
and  sobb in g  and , lifting her head, caught m y  face 
to  hers— w hispering— m urm uring. A n d  then as it 
seem ed w ith  on e  turn and stretch o f  her b od y , 
as i f  she w ere m aking herself com fortab le  b y  m y side, 
she stripped aw ay every garm ent she had  on , and  
squeezed her naked self closer against m e, m uttering 
drow sy endearm ents. Som e tim e in  the night during 
m y sleep she d isappeared.

T h e  next d a y  m y  decision  to  leave for L on d on  
seem ed rid icu lous, bu t during the m orn ing there was a 
sound o f  voices at m y  d oor, and b oth  girls— Esther 
as w ell as P aqu ita— w alked in. H ere  again  was the 
sam e unexpectedness as ever, bu t there was no 
m aliciousness in  Esther’s eyes. Instead was a g o o d  
deal o f  rougish sparkle and  am usem ent. She was 
excited , pleased, glad , thrilled as she took  b o th  m y 
hands and  gave m e a kiss, and then pushed forw ard 
the trem bling, sham efaced Paquita . W e  w ere both  
sheepish, and Esther protective. But a little later the 
patronne exp la in ed  that the pair w ere engaged  to 
dance  in  G erm an y and m ust leave that afternoon. 
I  said som ething, I  d o n ’ t k n ow  w hat, in  a lou d  vo ice , 
and  the o ld  dam e rep lied  w ith  a sim per that they had 
an engagem ent in  L on d on  later. I  felt m yself 
w racked  in  pieces inside, things tearing themselves 
against on e  another. Y et w hen I saw the tw o girls a 
little later I  realised, from  their w et-eyed  bu t quite 
resigned and settled attitude, that n o  change cou ld  
take p lace  in  the fated order o f  things as they saw it. 
Esther in  halting w ords explained. W ork  for them  
lay  in  G erm a n y ; for m e in  L on d on . W ork , the 
w atch w ord . Later in  L on d on , w hat m ight happen  
w hen  w e m et?— and she spread her hands at the 
thought w ith  resigned, sm iling, antique resignation, 
so unhesitating, so Latin .

It was n ot soon  that they arrived in L o n d o n ; it
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was m an y  m onths, and even  it b eca m e years, ere I 
saw them  again. O ccasion a l cards from  N orth  and 
C entral and East E u rop e  cam e from  them . I t  was 
d ifficu lt, that m atter o f  com m u n ication . N either o f  
them  cou ld  w rite at all readily , P aquita  hard ly  at all. 
W h a t cou ld  they d o  b u t get som e colleagu e or  
acqu a in tan ce  in  theatre o r  hotel to  w rite ou t a post
card  on ce  in a w h ile?  T h en  at last, unexpected ly , 
a ticket for a stall in  a m usic-hall. T h e y  w ere a 
turn, I  d iscovered , n ot part o f  a troupe. H onestly  I 
ca n ’ t rem em ber w hat they dan ced  that evening. I  
sim ply  w atch ed  on e  o f  them  w ith  a frozen  intentness. 
T o o  lon g  a tim e had passed, the break  had  been  too  
sudden— was it  that, o r  w hat was the trouble  ? 
S om eh ow  she seem ed far o ff, unreal, in tangible. 
E ven  in  the dressing-room , w here I  fou n d  them  
afterw ards, I  felt lost. R ea lly  I  suppose I  felt 
frightened. W h en  I  entered the dressing-room  she 
bou n d ed  across, full o f  endearm ents, hugs, pirouettes 
and  every sort o f  dem onstration , and now , too , she 
cou ld  talk French . But they had on ly  a few  m inutes. 
Esther ran ou t to  see abou t the cab  to  take them  to 
the next theatre, for they w ere on  at a  cou p le  o f  halls 
in  different parts o f  the tow n . T h a t was her news. 
M y  m ind  w ent b ack  to the little theatre in M adrid , 
and I  asked her w hat had happened  to  the b o y  w ith  
w h om  I  had  had  the scuffle w ith  knives.

“  I  d o  n o t know . I d o  n ot care. H e  was a fo o l,”
g a icJ

“  But d id  I hurt h im ?  Is he a liv e?  ”
“  W h at does it m atter? T e ll m e ,”  she asked, 

absolutely seriously. “  A re  you  a great artist y e t?  
Be qu ick , m ake a great deal o f  m oney. T h en  y ou  
can  b u y  m e .”

I  squirm ed u p  at this and  a sk ed : “  W hat— w hat 
--------? ”  unable to say any m ore.

She w ent o n : “ Yes, oh , y e s ! Y o u  see, n ow  I 
be lon g  to  m y fam ily, and I m ust w ork  for them . 
T h e y  need  a lo t o f  m oney. T h e y  are very m any.

192
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S o i f  you  w ant m e like I  w ant you , you  m ust pay  
m on ey  for m e and  take m e. Be q u ick  or  I  shall be  
o l d ! ”

I  stood  tongue-tied .
A n d  then there w alked in the very  fellow  I ’d  just 

asked a bou t. H e  was in  even ing dress, studs and cu ff
links— and scented han dk erch ief— and  he was fatter 
too , w ith  stiff, a ffected  m anners. P aqu ita  shrieked 
w ith  laughter and rolled  on  the settee, k ick ing her 
legs in  the air. She’d  n oth in g  m u ch  on  to beg in  w ith , 
and  in that attitude, w hat she had d id n ’ t cou n t at all.

“  H a — ha— ha— h a ! ”  she shrilled. “  T h ere  he is. 
Y o u  asked for h im . H e  is w ell fed. Hien ? Not 
managere. T o o  fat n ow  for a dancer. U g h ! F a tty ! 
fa tty ! ”

H e  seem ed qu ite  used to  this greeting, and beam ed  at 
her. H is b roa d , o live-tin ted  face, crossed w ith  shin
ing  teeth, sm iled, bu t his eyes still had the sam e slaty 
blackness. W e  shook hands and  b ow ed  stiffly to  one 
another, and turned in qu ick  unison tow ards her. 
She laughed  luxuriously again , shrill repeated 
cachinations.

“  M es deux pretendants, honnites et preferes. M y  tw o 
leetle lovers,”  she shouted through  the bursts o f  m irth. 
“  L o o k ! I  keep the knife you  fight w ith  abou t m e 
for a keep-sake.”

T h ere  it was w ith  a r ib b on  tied  to  it.
T h en  Esther cam e in  again, suddenly, and caught 

her a cou p le  o f  v igorous, stinging slaps on  her kicking 
legs. She sat upright w ith  tears in  her eyes and spat 
ou t her rage in the w orst kind o f  Spanish, I  should 
guess. T h e  other laughed, and spreading her arms, 
w e m en w ere being pushed tow ards the d oor , w hen 
P aqu ita  caught at m e and gave m e h a lf  a dozen  w et 
kisses w ith  the angry tears still brim m in g in  her 
beautiful eyes.

“  Be queeck  to  com e  for m e— d a r-r -r lin g ! ”  she 
whispered.

I felt m y eyes b lur, and turned to look  again  as
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she sat d ow n  at the dressing-table. I t  was on e  step 
from  the d o o r  to  the b ack  o f  her chair. H er fat 
m anager was leaning over her. L ook in g  in the 
m irror I  saw her eyes turn u p  to  look  in to his. I  felt 
a queer h orrib le  feeling in m y insides at the expression 
o f  passion and  desire in those eyes. L ook in g  again to 
be  sure, to  m ake m y pain  m ore absolute, I  saw the 
knife. T h ey  b o th  stared in to m y  eyes in the m irror as 
it clicked  open . This tim e it w ent clean  through  his 
short ribs d ow n  to  his kidneys, and I  saw b lood , and 
n ot m y  ow n , on  m y hand. I  got ou t o f  the d oor— o f f— 
aw ay  as he collapsed  at their feet.

She’s a m arvellous girl. But w hat can  I d o  abou t 
it all n o w ?

E. H. W. Meyerstein

T H E  D I V O R C E

“  A re you  goin g  up  th ere? ”
“ Y e s ; are y o u ? ”
“  N o ;  I  w ent to  the last on e .”
T h e  legginged  lad  w alked d ow n  under the bridge, 

whistling, and  lisa  G ren don  m arched  on  bravely  to 
jo in  the little crow d  gathered in  the roadw ay in front 
o f  the bootsh op . She was tw enty-one, and had had 
a shock. A  fortn ight ago  she was present at the 
d ivorce  o f  her sister, w ith  w h om  she lived. T h ey  
w ere orphans, and M arcia  had  m arried  a heavy 
drinker in the A ir  F orce . D rink  had b ifurcated  in to 
in fidelity and  cruelty. M arcia  stood it as lon g  as 
she cou ld . N o  other m an had com e  in to  her life, 
bu t it seem ed to  lisa  that the J u d g e  was not goin g  to 
let her sister o f f  so easily, though  the decree nisi was 
a foregone conclusion . Ilsa had  left the cou rt during 
his final questions to  M arcia , and  slipped in to the 
strangers’ gallery o f  the L ord  C h ie f Justice ’s court,
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w here she was just in  tim e to  hear a you n g m urderer’s 
appeal dismissed. H e  had  shot a  po licem an , and 
his you ng, fearless figure, w ith  the hands tw in ing 
pathetica lly  rou n d  the second rail o f  the appellants’ 
dock , som ehow  rem inded  her o f  her sister. She 
stayed on  in a sort o f  dream  through the other appeals, 
all dismissed. W h en  she returned to  C ou rt N o. I l l ,  
M a rc ia ’s case was over. She had  rejoined  M arcia  at 
the flat, and  they had  gon e  to  the pictures. She had 
d on e  her best to  console  her for the rest o f  that day, 
and they had read a loud  to on e  another ou t o f  on e  o f  
Ja lian a  H ora tia  E w ing ’s books, w h ich  their dead  aunt 
used to  read to  them  in the nursery. But lisa  cou ld  
n ot keep that you n g m an ’ s face ou t o f  her head, 
neither cou ld  she bring herself to  m ention  it to 
M arcia  w hen  the latter asked her w here she had 
gon e  during the last part o f  the h earin g ; she had 
answ ered shortly :

“  O n ly  in to  on e  o f  the other courts. N oth ing 
interesting.”

M arcia  had  got b ack  to  the rou tine o f  hat
trim m ing, and in a day  or  tw o seem ed her cheerful 
self.

“  I  shall n ot think abou t m en ,”  she said, “  till the 
decree is m ade absolute. I  wish y ou  w eren ’ t so sad. 
I  suppose it is the reaction  from  my business. Y o u  
w ere so w onderfu l all the tim e it was go in g  o n .”

T h en  the fatal sentence slipped o u t : “ I  d o n ’ t
know  w hat it is, unless I  am  thinking subconsciously 
o f  B im b o .”

“  But you  never cared  for B im bo. H e ’s perfectly  
h ap p y  w ith  that vu lgar v a m p .”

“  Q u ite  true.”
“  Be lo g ic a l ! ”
“  It doesn ’ t adm it o f  log ic . Y o u ’ve  w on  through, 

m y  dear. Y ou  haven ’ t found the right m an y e t ; bu t 
h e ’s com in g . T h ere ’s n o  m an  in  m y life, and n o  sort 
o f  success, either. I  w on ’ t say I ’m  u nh appy w ith 
y o u .”  She looked  in the fire as she spoke.
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“ T h ere  is som eone. Th is is not like you . W h o  is h e ? ”
A ll lisa  w ou ld  say was, “  I  am  disgusted w ith  the 

m ach inery  o f  the law .”
She had , on  Sunday, bou gh t a News o f  the World, 

and  learnt that the you n g  appellant, all hopes o f  a 
reprieve having failed, w ou ld  b e  hanged at Penton - 
ville  at 9 a .m . on  T uesday . A fter a hasty early 
breakfast that m orn ing— she often  w ent for early 
walks— she had slipped ou t o f  the M ecklenbu rgh  
Square flat, and  m ade her w ay to  the trams. She 
had  b oa rd ed  on e , got ou t on  the South side o f  the 
bridge, and  w alked up  w ith  a qu ick  girlish step. 
It  was n ot a m orb id  act, bu t on e  o f  respect to  an 
unknow n. T h e  lad ’s salute to  her ju st n ow  was a 
sort o f  justification . L o g ica l?  She d id  n ot k n o w ; 
she d id  n ot care.

She was n ow  outside the prison gatew ay, w ith  the 
sm all crow d . O n e  or  tw o peop le , in  shirt-sleeves and 
loose blouses, w ere sitting at their w indow s over the 
shops, to  see— w h a t?  A  n otice  fastened on  a d ou b le  
d oor . She w ou ld  n ot w ait for that. She w ou ld  pray 
w hile the c lo ck  struck, and g o  b ack  to  her sister. 
O n ly  ju st in t im e ! T h e  c lo ck  was striking, m en and 
boys w ere rem oving  their hats and caps. Ilsa prayed  
for the you n g  m an, his peop le , for the dead  p o lice 
m an, for M arcia , for herself, for B im bo, a huddled  
mass o f  silent petitions. She was prepared  for a 
h y m n ; bu t crow ds d on ’ t sing hym ns for adolescents 
w h o shoot d ow n  constables, w hen interrupted in  their 
sixth or  seventh burglary. She w alked hastily aw ay 
w ithout look ing back . S om eone touched  her arm . 
It  was B im bo.

“  W hat are you  d o in g  h ere?  ”  he asked.
“  Sam e as you , I  suppose.”
“  Y o u  w eren ’ t interested ”  (jerk ing his head b a ck 

wards) “  in  that case.”
“  I  heard the appeal dism issed.”
“  So d id  I . ”
“  I  d id n ’ t see y o u .”

196
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“  I  on ly  stood b y  the d o o r  for a m inute. I  co u ld n ’ t 
sit ou t M a rc ia ’ s ev iden ce . I  am  glad  ou r business 
was undefended . C on n ie ’s left m e .”

“  O h . T h a t doesn ’ t interest us n ow .”
“  N o . I  suppose it doesn ’ t. I  s a y ! O d d  ou r both  

goin g  u p  there to  w ait w hile that p o o r  fellow  died . 
I  d o n ’ t d o  that sort o f  th ing as a rule, n or, I  take it, 
d o  y o u .”

“  I ’ve  never d on e  it be fore .”
“  N o r  have I . I  felt it was som eh ow  due to  an 

utter stranger. Q u eer the w ay drink-sodden  hum anity 
is taken som etim es! ”

“ I ’ m  n ot drink-sodden .”
“  I  k n ow  that. I  respect y o u .”
“  Y o u  should  have respected M a rcia ,”  
“ G o o d - b y e ! ”
H e  sw erved in to  C openh agen  Street.
Ilsa took  a tram  and returned to  her sister. She 

said noth ing  abou t the m orn ing adventure w hen 
M arcia  asked i f  she w ent in to St. Pancras C h urchyard  
for her exercise, bu t m erely  rep lied  “  M ore  N orth 
w ards.”  She was w on derin g  all the d ay  w hether 
there was a w arning in  her m eeting B im bo, and their 
having heard that appeal together. O u gh t she to 
fo llow  it u p ?  She had always felt that, ba d ly  as he 
had  beh aved , there was som ething in  B im bo  her 
sister d id  n ot understand, a childish  sim plicity. T h e  
right w om an  m ight have m ade a m an  o f  him . W as 
it too  la te?  W h en  the even ing paper was delivered 
at their flat, she read  that, b y  a n ot unprecedented  
act o f  c lem ency , the you n g shooter o f  the policem an  
had  been  reprieved , after a reprieve had been  officia lly  
refused.

“ A n yth in g  in the s to p -p re ss ? ”  asked her sister, 
thinking o f  the starters for the D erby .

“  I  haven ’ t look ed ,”  said Ilsa dream ily. “  O h , 
M a r c ia ! ”

“  W h at is it, d ea r?  Y o u ’re qu ite  w h ite .”
“ L o o k ! B im b o ’ s dead . H e ’ s shot h im self.”



i

H erbert Blenkinsop blinked  at the golden  w edge 
o f  ligh t the setting A p ril sun thrust through the slit 
o f  a w in d ow  so h igh up  in the w all o f  his cell, and 
thought o f  the sunshine o f  Ju ly . In  J u ly  he w ou ld  
b e  free.

Pleasing thoughts fo llow ed  on e  another in a not 
in frequent and  agreeable procession through  his 
m in d : a free m an  o f  thirty-eight w ith fifty thousand 
pounds. . . . W hat a tim e he w ou ld  h a v e ! . . . N o  
w ork— n o ties— noth ing to d o  but en joy  h im self in 
any sunshiny p lace  in the w orld  that took  his fancy.
. . . T o  think o f  be in g  aw akened on  a sunny m orn ing 
on  a spring mattress— he glanced  at his plank b ed —  
b y  a w aiter o f  a first-class F rench  h ote l! . . . N o  
stuffy o ld  E ngland for  h im ! . . . W ith  co ffee  and 
rolls. . . .  I t  w ou ld  b e  c o f fe e ! A n d  such ro lls ! . . . 
A n d  all the sunny d ay  before  h im  w ith  noth ing to  d o  
bu t en joy  h im self—n ot even a letter to  write, . . . 
H e ’d  look  through  a paper or tw o in  b ed , and then 
a hot bath . . . . P orcelain , o f  course. . . . A n d  a 
shave b y  the hotel valet— he ru bbed  his bristling ch in .
. . . T h ey  all had  them  now adays— the first-class hotels.
. . . T h en  dress. . . . T h e  clothes h e ’ d  h a v e !— he 
glanced  d ow n  at his con v ic t ’ s suit. . . . T h en  a 
stroll and perhaps a bathe. . . . T h en  dejeuner— the 
dejeuner o f  a  first-class F rench  hotel. . . . Hors 
ddasuvres. . . .  A  sole meuniere. . . . A n  entree. . . . 
G orgon zola— n o :  R oq u efort. . . .  A  small bottle  o f  
first-class w ine. . . . C offee, b lack , and  a cigar. . . . 
It w ou ld  b e  a c ig a r ! . . .  In  the lounge o f  course.
. . . L ook  at the w om en.

T h en  a flutter at the Casino. . . . A lw ays stop 
w hen he was a fiver out. . . . Strict abou t that. . . . 
Lots o f  fun ou t o f  a fiver i f  you  go  slow . . . . A n d  
sure to b e  square at the end  o f  the year, o r  a bit 
in. . . . A n d  h a lf a dozen  dances in betw een. . . .
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H e ’d  learn to d an ce  all right, never knew  w hat you  
m ight p ick  up, dancing . . . . Besides, there was the 
exercise. . . . M ust keep fit to  en joy  yourself. . . . 
T h en  dinner— the d inner o f  a  first-class F rench  
hotel. . . .  A  sm all bottle  o f  first-class w ine w ith  
it. . . . N ever m ore. . . . N o  cocktails, n o  spirits, 
n o  liqueurs. . . . T h e  best o f  everyth ing and n ot too  
m uch  o f  it. . . . T h a t was the m otto . . . . N o  d ig 
g in g you r grave w ith  you r teeth, n o  b oozin g . . . . 
H e  m ight g o  on  for forty  years.

H is eyes had  turned to the floor  as he m used, but 
they saw on ly  the g ilded  future. H e  raised them  to 
the go lden  w edge. A lread y  it was h a lf as th ick  as it 
had been . But the sunshine o f  Ju ly— n ot in  w edges. 
His eyes turned to the future again.

N o  ties. . . . C la re?  . . . O h , n o !  . . . She had 
been  all right once . . . .  T en  years ago— or  close on  
it, since they w ere m arried. T h a t h on eym oon  at 
D ym ch u rch  had been  all right. . . . N ice  p lace 
D ym ch u rch — and useful— very useful. . . . Y es, C lare 
w ould  n ow  b e  thirty— thirty in  Ju ly . . . . O ld  for 
her age, too , w orry ing abou t him . . . . She was given 
that w ay. . . . N o , som ething you nger for him . . . . 
A lw ays p lenty o f  girls ready for a little fun about. . . . 
N ice  girls too , not m aking g o o d  at the films or  on  
the stage. . . . D o  you  credit. . . . But n o  ties. . . . 
A n d  certa in ly not Clare. . . . M u ch  too  o ld  and tam e 
for h im . . . . H e  d id n ’ t w ant tameness after this—  
he look ed  rou n d  his cell. . . . H e  w anted life—  
go. . . . H o w  C lare had  loved  D y m ch u rch ! . . . 
always talking o f  their having a bu n ga low  o f  their 
ow n  there. . . . D ym ch u rch  was abou t her lim it. . . . 
N o , she was n o  use to  h im  now . . . . W ell, she w ou ld  
give h im  n o  trouble. . . . H e  had  never answered a 
letter, n ot one. . . . N on e  had com e  for h im  to 
answer for the last six m onths.

F ifty thousand pounds— fifty thousand pounds in 
bearer bonds and foreign notes. . . . U ntraceable.
. . . S cotland  Y a rd  w ou ld  b e  after it, o f  course— for
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the creditors. Scotland  Y a rd  had  never believed  h e ’d  
spent the m oney. . . . T h e y  w ere right abou t th a t; 
he hadn ’ t spent it. . . . W ell, he was ready  for 
them . . . . H e  had  had p lenty  o f  tim e to m ake his 
plans. . . . F ifty thousand pounds. . . . A n d  he 
w ou ld  have earned it. . . . N ine hundred  and four
teen days o f  this.

T h e  g ood , o ld  A n g lo -A n d a m a n  S y n d ica te ! . . . A  
callous fraud, o ld  A m ory  had ca lled  it. . . . Callous 
n o th in g ! . . . D id  a cou p le  o f  thousand greedy m ugs 
think they w ere goin g  to use his brains to  get r ich  
q u ick  ? . . . N ot m uch . . . .  I t  w ou ld  take h im  nine 
hundred  and  fourteen days here, besides tw enty years 
in  the C ity , to  earn fifty thousand pounds. . . . 
N oth in g  qu ick  abou t that. . . . N ine hundred  and 
fourteen days here.

T h e  last o f  the go lden  w edge d isa pp ea red ; the cell 
was suddenly m urky and  ch ill. In  the m urk H er
bert B lenkinsop got to  his exercises. H e  was bent on  
com in g  ou t o f  prison l im b e r : you  need  to b e  lim ber 
to  cop e  w ith  Scotland  Y a r d ; he was ben t on  com in g  
ou t o f  prison f i t : you  can n ot en joy  the best o f  every
thing and  n ot too  m uch  o f  it unless you  are fit.

2
T h e  J u ly  sun b lazed  in through  the slit o f  a  w indow  

an d  the cell was w arm  w hen, on  the m orn ing o f  the 
n ine hundred  and fourteenth day, the w arder open ed  
its d oor  to  con d u ct H erbert Blenkinsop ou t o f  the 
prison. H e  took  him  to  a room  in w h ich  the clothes 
in w hich  he had com e to  the prison lay fo lded  on  a 
ben ch , and the suit-case he had  brou gh t w ith  him  
stood beside it, and  left h im  to  dress. H erbert ex 
am ined  the clothes w ith  an eager and jea lou s e y e : 
they had been  kept w e ll; he w ent through his b e 
longings in  the suit-case: noth ing was missing. It  
was a pleasure to  feel again silk undercloth ing against 
his sk in ; it was a pleasure to  find that his suit still
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fitted him . It  was a new  suit, the suit he had w orn  
at his trial, an eighteen -guinea suit from  his tailor in 
Savile R o w , the tailor o f  the prosperous days o f  the 
A n g lo -A n d a m a n  Syndicate. H e  was p rou d  to  have 
w orked  o f f  the superfluous fat that had filled it ou t 
and  rep laced  it w ith  hard m uscle. H is hair had been  
a llow ed  to  grow  to the conven tion al len g th ; that 
m orn ing he had  been  shaved b y  the prison b a rb e r ; 
he was p rou d  to feel that, after his rough ened  hands 
had  had a w eek or  tw o ’s care and  m anicuring , he 
w ou ld  look  a gentlem an to  his finger-tips.

T h e  w arder cam e back  and  con d u cted  h im  to the 
office  o f  the G overn or. T h e  G ov ern or  was w riting 
a letter.

H e  n o d d ed  to  H erb ert and  s a id : “  G o o d  m orn in g . 
C ou n t that, p lease,”  n od d ed  tow ards the notes w ith  
som e silver on  them  on  the corn er o f  the desk, the 
m on ey  H erb ert had  brou g h t w ith  him .

H erb ert cou n ted  it— tw enty-n ine pounds, sixteen. 
C orrect. H e  h ad  thought ou t the right sum  to  have 
on  h im — a little u n der thirty pounds. But in  the 
lin ing o f  the co a t  he was w earing w ere tw o fifty- 
p ou n d  notes, soaked in o il that they m igh t n o t crack le  
w hen  it was fo lded  u p . A  precau tion — H erb ert 
neg lected  n o  p re ca u tion : fifty thousand pounds was 
a lo t o f  m on ey . H e  p u t the notes in  his note-case, 
the silver in to  his trouser p ocket.

“  Q u ite  correct, sir,”  he said.
T h e  G overn or  stopped  w riting  and look ed  at 

H erb ert ’ s sm ug and crafty  face and  du ll, slate-coloured  
eyes w ith ou t pleasure. B lenkinsop had  been  a m od e l 
p rison er: he had seem ed to like prison  rules, for  he 
had never broken  on e  o f  th em ; he had  earned all 
the alleviations o f  his lo t  that g o o d  con d u ct  cou ld  
e a r n ; there had  never been  a com p la in t o f  h im , or 
from  h im ; the C haplain  thought h igh ly  o f  h im . But 
the G overn or  had  n o  great lik ing for  m od e l p rison ers : 
they gave n o  trouble, b u t they so often  cam e back —  
m ore  often  than prisoners w h o  w ere n ot qu ite m odels.
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L ook in g  at H erb ert B lenkinsop, he thought that he 
w ou ld  com e  b a c k ; it m igh t n o t b e  for  years, b u t he 
w ou ld  com e— or deserve to.

N evertheless he spoke to  h im  sym pathetica lly  
en ou gh , praised  h im  for his g o o d  beh av iou r, and  
asked h im  w h at he proposed  to  d o . H erb ert assumed 
a sincere and  m an ly  air, and said that he proposed  
to  find w ork  and  was determ ined  to m ake g ood . T h e  
G ov ern or  was n ot im p ressed : he believed  neither in 
the sincerity n or  the m anliness; b u t he w ished h im  
g o o d  luck.

T h e  w arder con d u cted  H erb ert through  the prison 
d o o r  an d  the prison gates. H erb ert a p p roa ch ed  the 
gates w ith  som e m isgiving. C lare  m igh t b e  w aiting 
for  h im . She was not.

H e  cam e aw ay  from  the prison  very  w ell satisfied ; 
the w arder a ccom p a n ied  h im  to  b u y  a ticket to  
L o n d o n  for  h im  at the ra ilw ay station. O n  the w ay  
H erb ert w ent in to  a tobaccon ist ’ s shop and  b ou g h t 
tw o e igh teen -penny cigars— H en ry  Clays—-an d  lit on e . 
I t  was a d isa p p o in tm en t; he d id  n ot derive from  it 
the pleasure he had  e x p e cte d ; to  his palate, clean  
after so m an y  m onths abstinence, its flavour was 
coarse and  rank. B efore he had  gon e  fifty yards he 
threw  it aw ay.

T h e  w arder ch u ck le d : “  I ’ve  seen that h appen  
b e fore ,”  he said. “  I f  y o u ’ d  stuck to  it, y o u ’ d  have 
been  sick. Better start on  som ething m ilder— ju st 
after a  m ea l.”

H erb ert d ecid ed , ruefully, that he m ust beg in  w ith  
cigarettes ; he had  never cared  for  cigarettes.

T h e y  cam e to  the ra ilw ay station, and  the w arder 
b ou g h t h im  a third-class ticket to  L o n d o n  and stood  
b y  h im  on  the p la tform , w aiting to  see h im  off. 
H erb ert u n d e rs to o d : S cotlan d  Y a rd  was keeping an 
eye  on  h im — fifty thousand pounds was a lo t  o f  
m on ey . H e  easily d iscerned the e y e : there w ere 
on ly  three other m en  w aiting for the train, and tw o 
o f  them  w ere n ot o f  the height that qualifies a  m an
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for the p o lice . T h e  third, a tall, thick m an  w ith  a 
square face, hard  eyes, and a strong m oustache, w ore  
the boots. H erb ert was carefu l n o t to  look  at him .

T h e  train ca m e ; saying, “  G o o d  m orn in g ,”  to  the 
w arder, H erb ert stepped in to  a sm oking com p a rt
m ent ; the w arder tou ch ed  his ca p — a tribute.

H erb ert lunched  on  the train. I t  was n ot a lunch  
o f  the qu a lity  o f  the dejeuners he p roposed  to en joy  at 
first-class F rench  hotels, bu t it was an agreeable 
ch an ge from  the m on oton ou s and  m eagre prison  fare. 
T h e  flavour o f  the cab in et p u d d in g  was too  rich  and 
c loy in g , the co ffee  was too  b itter for  his clean  palate. 
H e  realised that he m ust give it tim e to appreciate 
p roperly  the fuller flavours o f  the luxurious l i fe ; that 
p rop er  apprecia tion  w ou ld  com e . W h en  he had 
finished he bou g h t a pack et o f  the m ost expensive 
cigarettes in  the restaurant ca r  and  sm oked one. Its 
flavour was better than that o f  the H en ry  C lay , bu t 
he to ld  h im self that it was n oth in g  to  w rite hom e 
abou t. H ow ev er, tim e w ou ld  tell.

W h en  the train ran  in to  P add in gton  he m ade n o  
e ffort to lose his shadow , and  w hen  he cam e ou t o f  
the station, that b u rly  shadow  was talking to  a bu rly  
friend w ith  m u ch  the sam e m oustache, and  boots 
from  the sam e shelf, w h o, to  all seem ing, had  m et 
the train to w e lcom e  h im  to L on d on . H erb ert ’s eyes 
w andered  carelessly over them , and  he d id  n ot low er 
his v o ice  that they m igh t n o t hear h im  tell the taxi- 
driver to  drive  h im  to the G ranville  H ote l (bed  and 
breakfast 65.) in  B edford  Street. H e  had  in tended  to 
take a bus to i t ;  b u t the bustle and  noise w ere too  
m u ch  for his nerves after the prison quiet.

O n  arriving at the hotel he w rote his nam e in the 
visitors’ book . H is suit-case was taken u p  to a c o m 
fortab le  b ed room  at the back  o f  the hotel, in  w h ich  
the noise o f  the traffic cam e on ly  as a du ll roar. H e  
felt the mattress an x iou sly : it was springy enough . 
T h en  he had  a h ot bath . T h a t was a pleasure 
u n a lloyed . T h en  he strolled d ow n  to  P iccad illy  and
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a lon g  it. T h e  noise and bustle w ere distressing at 
first, and his steps w ere halting, and he w aited  at 
every  crossing for  the red  lights to  stop  the traffic. 
In  less thronged  P iccad illy  the distress was less, bu t 
it was a re lie f to  turn in to  the Park. H e  had  been  
n o  lover o f  N ature, bu t he fou n d  the stretches o f  green 
tu r f  and the green  trees u n com m on ly  agreeable. H e  
sat, relaxed , for  a lon g  w hile  on  a chair in  the shade, 
en joy in g  them  and feasting his eyes on  the variety o f  
his fellow -creatures w h o  m ov ed  a lon g  the path  near 
h im ; n ow  that his eyes w ere at leisure, he perce ived  
that the w om en  w ore  m ore  hair and lon ger skirts 
than they had  w orn  w hen  he w ent to prison.

S oon  after seven his healthy appetite assured h im  
that it  was tim e to  d ine. H e  w alked back  a long 
P iccad illy  to the C ircus, paused at the Salm on  and 
G luckstein shop  at the corn er to  b u y  the m ildest cigar 
it sold , then crossed the roa d  carefu lly  to the T ro ca -  
dero . M in d fu l o f  his lu n ch , he ate a grilled  sole, a 
fruit salad, som e C h edd ar cheese, and  thorou gh ly  
en joyed  them . H e  d id  n ot en joy  the sm all bottle  o f  
first-class w in e ; he drank on ly  on e  glass o f  it. H e  
took  the edge o f f  his co ffee  w ith  cream  and lit the 
m ild  cigar. H e  sm oked on ly  an in ch  o f  i t ;  his 
pa late was still too  clean . A fter  som e thought he 
chose a film  rather than a th eatre ; it w ou ld  b e  less 
noisy. H e  w ent to  the E m pire. T h e  film  was 
A m erican , and  he was surprised to  learn h ow  m u ch  
life had  ch an ged  during his three years, o r  rather 
n ine hun dred  and fourteen  days, severance from  it. 
A fter it  he w alked  to  his hotel, n o t trou blin g  to  try 
to  learn w hether S cotlan d  Y a rd  was d ogg in g  him , 
for he was sure that it was, and  w ent to bed . T h e  
spring mattress was all that he had  d re a m e d ; bu t 
the clocks had  struck three before  he fell asleep—  
the co ffee  and  the cigar.



“  N ot troubling to try to learn whether Scotland Yard was dogging him ”
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T h e  next m orn in g  he set a b ou t carry in g  ou t his 
p lan , the fru it o f  so m an y hours’ hard  thinking, for 
recoverin g  safely the fifty thousand pounds. W h en  
he had  form ed  the design, m ore  than five years 
earlier, o f  m aking that sum  b y  a sw indle w h ich  w ou ld  
m ean  penal servitude, he h ad  perce ived  that safe 
deposits w ere n o  h id in g -p lace  for i t :  S cotlan d  Y a rd  
m ust keep a w atch  on  them , so that a m an  m igh t 
shake o f f  a shadow  and yet b e  cau gh t w hen  he took 
his lo o t  from  one. H e  h ad  bu ried  his lo o t  in  a 
corn er o f  D y m ch u rch  ch u rch yard , from  w h ich  C lare 
an d  he had  on ce  w atch ed  the sun set over R o m n e y  
M arsh . I t  was a qu ite  safe corner, for there was 
bare ly  ro o m  for  on e  m ore  grave in  it, and  that w ou ld  
b e  righ t u n d er the hedge and  cram ped , b u t p len ty  
o f  room  in  other parts o f  the churchyard .

A fter a pleasing breakfast he look ed  through  the 
advertisem ents in  the Daily Telegraph, and  fou n d  
w h at he w anted , a bed -sittin g-room  (w ith  gas-ring), 
rent tw enty-five shillings a w eek w ith  breakfast, in 
A nstruther R o a d , B ed ford  Park. H e  pack ed  his 
suit-case and p a id  his b ill, w alked to  O x fo rd  Street, 
and  took  an om nibus to  B ed ford  Park. Anstruther 
R o a d  was w ide  and  green , w ith  a row  o f  trees on  
either side o f  i t ; the bed -sittin g -room  was o f  fair size, 
and there was a spring mattress on  the b e d ; he p a id  
the first w eek ’s rent in advan ce and  u npack ed . S cot
land  Y a rd  w ou ld  find the situation and the rent suited 
to  a  m an  w h o  w ished to live ch ea p ly  w hile  he look ed  
for  w ork .

H a v in g  unpack ed , he read  the advertisem ents in 
the Daily Telegraph o f  firms need ing book-keepers, and 
m ade a list o f  them , returned to  P iccad illy  and  lunched  
sim ply at the T roca d ero . A fter  lu n ch  he w alked to 
the C ity  and app lied  for  the post o f  book -k eeper at 
the offices o f  five firm s. H is lack  o f  references p re 



vented  h im  from  obta in in g  a post, bu t his getting to 
the search for w ork  w ith out a d a y ’s delay  m ust help  
to  assure S cotlan d  Y a rd  that his desire for  it was 
genuine. W h en  the offices closed  he w alked to the 
R eg en t P a lace  and  sat in the lounge read ing an 
even ing p ap er over a m ixed  verm outh  and a cigarette 
till it  was tim e to  d ine  at the T roca d ero . A fter 
d inner, ow in g  to his h ab it o f  go in g  to  b ed  early in 
prison, he turned very  drow sy  and  w ent h om e. I t  
was rain ing hard  w hen  he reached  it, and  it was a 
pleasure to h im  to  know  that his shadow  w ou ld  be  
ou t in  the rain, w atch ing  the house till m idn igh t at 
the earliest. I t  m igh t be , indeed , that S cotland  Y a rd  
was having h im  shadow ed  d a y  and  night— fifty 
thousand pounds was a lo t o f  m on ey . A t  any rate, 
he was sure that his shadow s w ou ld  find it irksom e 
to  have to  com e  all that w ay  from  the Y a rd  to p ick  
h im  u p , and he w ou ld  the sooner have them  bored  
and  careless.

T h e  next d ay  was the pattern  o f  the days that 
fo llow ed . H e  left his lod g in g  at half-past ten and 
took  an om nibus to N ottin g  H ill G ate, w alked a long 
the Bayswater R o a d  the length  o f  K en sin gton  G ardens 
and  H y d e  Park, then took  another om nibus to the 
C ity , w here he visited offices in need  o f  book-keepers 
till lunch -tim e. T h en  he w alked d ow n  H o lb o rn  to  
S oh o , and there lu n ch ed , each  d a y  at a d ifferent 
restaurant, till he fou n d  the G o ld en  C ock , at w h ich  
the cook in g  was F rench  and g o o d . A fter lunch  he 
w alked  back  to the C ity  and visited m ore  offices, 
cam e back  to P iccad illy  w hen  business hours w ere 
over, sat in  the lounge o f  the R eg en t Palace till 
d inner-tim e, d in ed  at the G o ld en  C ock , w ent to a 
film  or  a p lay , then h om e to b e d ;  on  fine nights he 
w alked hom e.

A t  the end  o f  ten days he was sure that S cotland  
Y a rd  m ust be  beg in n in g  to think that he was truly a 
conscientious seeker after w ork , in his m in d  the fixed 
idea  o f  getting it and n o  other design o f  m om ent.
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A lso  he knew  his ch an gin g  sh adow s; there w ere 
three o f  them , and they shadow ed  h im  in turn. A lso  
h e  was even  fitter and  m ore  lim ber than he had  been  
w h en  he left prison, for he had m ore  room  for  his 
m orn in g  and even ing exercises, and every d a y  the 
p a ce  at w h ich  he w alked grew  faster. T h e  pleasant 
th ou g h t that a robust shadow  was sweating after him  
h e lp ed  to  qu icken  it.

But for  the fact that he had  to spend so m an y hours 
in  the often  sw eltering C ity , he was lead ing a pleasant 
l i fe :  he ate his m eals in a leisurely fashion, and 
n ever stirred after them  till he had  sm oked the best 
p a rt  o f  an  excellen t cigar. H is palate had  b ecom e  
attuned  to  the richest flavours, and , thanks to his 
w a lk in g  so far and  so fast, his appetite  was adm irable. 
A  new spaper was still a j o y  to  h im ; the films and 
the p lays kept his m in d  full. H e  was n o  reader o f  
book s. N evertheless his im patien ce  to  b e  ou t o f  
L o n d o n  in  an airy, sunny, first-class F rench  hotel b y  
the sea was keen, and  grow in g  keener. But, even 
so, he d id  n ot hurry.

H e  was liv in g  w ell, bu t liv in g  carefu lly, never 
spending a pen n y for w h ich  he d id  n ot get full value. 
It  was his w ay. H is shadows d id  n ot know  h ow  well 
he was l iv in g : they d id  n ot enter a tobaccon ist ’s w ith  
h im ; they d id  not take a m eal at the G old en  C ock , 
for  it w ou ld  never d o  for h im  to  com e  to  know  their 
fa ces ; they never dream t that his furtive eyes w ere 
so keen. But on  the m orn ing o f  the eleventh d ay  he 
unp icked  tw o inches o f  the lin ing o f  his coa t and 
drew  ou t one o f  the fifty -pound  notes that d id  not 
crackle. H e  w ent to the C ity  in  his w onted  m anner 
and ca lled  at tw o offices, and  cam e ou t look ing 
depressed. H e  entered the third b lock  slow ly— he 
had  been  in  it before, and grasped its conven ience—  
dashed through  it qu ick ly , cam e out o f  its other 
entrance in to  a side street and w alked to  the Bank o f  
England. H e  handed  the note to  a clerk  and asked 
for ten fives; the clerk looked  at the note curiously
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and exam ined  it carefu lly, then slipped the ban d  o f f  
a  packet o f  five -pou n d  notes,

“  G o t  a b it greasy,”  said H erbert chattily.
T h e  clerk  g lan ced  at H erb ert ; he knew  h ow  and 

w hy the n ote  had got a  b it  greasy ; he had  seen 
notes like that before.

“  T h ey  get like that som etim es,”  he said in  a n on 
com m itta l tone, look ing at H erbert w ith  under
standing eyes, as he passed the ten fives across the 
counter.

H erbert w ished he had n ot been  ch a tty ; b u t he 
was com forted  b y  the thought that, i f  he found  reason 
to  delay, he had enough  m on ey  to  lead his pleasant 
life for another six weeks, w hile Scotland  Y a rd  must 
believe that he was still living frugally on  the tw enty- 
n ine pounds sixteen. H e  w alked qu ick ly  b ack  to  the 
b lock  o f  offices and, entering it from  the side street, 
cam e ou t o f  the m ain  entrance to  see his shadow  
thirty yards d ow n  the street, on  the opposite  side, 
look ing in to the w in d ow  o f  a shop w ith  a listless air. 
H erbert w ent in to  another o ffice ; then they w alked 
to  Soho.

D u rin g  the next three days H erbert resum ed the 
o ld  rou n d . O n  the fourth  m orn in g  he fou n d  the 
sam e shadow  beh in d  h im , and led  h im  to the sam e 
conven ient b lo ck  o f  offices, entered them  briskly w ith 
a hopefu l air, then slipped ou t in to the side street and 
took  a taxi to  G am age ’ s. T h ere  he b ou g h t an en 
trenching tool— he w ou ld  n ot b e  ab le  to sneak a spade 
again— a brow nish  sport’s coa t and  c lo th  hat, and  saw 
w ith  pleasure that in  them  he look ed  unlike the 
H erbert Blenkinsop, dressed b y  Savile R o w , and quite 
unlike a gentlem an to  his finger-tips. H e  bou gh t also 
a light suit-case and packed  his purchases in it, then 
drove  to W aterloo  Station and left it in the cloak 
room , took  the U n dergrou n d  to  P iccad illy , and was 
p icked  u p  b y  his w orried  shadow , w h o  had  learnt too  
late h ow  conven ient that b lo ck  o f  offices was, lunch ing 
leisurely at the G old en  C ock .
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E veryth ing was ready, bu t H erbert d id  n ot hurry, 
though  his shadow s’ reports o f  his qu iet life and co n 
scientious search for w ork  must b e  o f  a sameness that 
had  already lu lled  the distrust o f  the officia l to w h om  
they w ere handed  in , for he had little d ou b t that the 
m an  w h o h ad  lost h im  for m ore  than an h ou r that 
m orn in g  had  seen n o  reason to  rep ort that gap  in his 
shadow ed  life. It  was not till the seventeenth day  
o f  his stay in  L on d on  that he set abou t the great 
exp lo it for w h ich  he had trained. D u rin g  the sunny 
m orn in g  he sought w ork , then lunched , and again 
sought w ork  during the c lou d y  afternoon. As he 
cam e ou t o f  the last office  he looked  up  at the low er
ing  clouds and  w alked to  G am age ’ s and bou gh t a 
ra incoat. H e  cam e out w ith  it w rapped  in brow n  
p ap er and had  tea, w ith  tw o p oach ed  eggs, at a tea- 
shop opposite , then w alked slowly, lest his shadow  
should  lose h im , to  P a dd in gton  Station.

A t  a quarter to  six he took  a ticket to  Salisbury, 
and  w ent on  to  the p latform  w here the six o ’ c lock  
express to  Exeter was already filling. H e  saw his 
shadow  com e  on  to  the p latform  nonchalantly . H e  
b ou g h t an even ing paper and  a m agazine and w alked 
u p  the train till he cam e to an em pty  com partm ent. 
H e  op en ed  the d oor , tossed his brow n -p ap er parcel 
on  the seat, and stood  and looked  abou t him . In  
the m id d le  o f  the second carriage low er d ow n  his 
shadow  was standing at the d oor  o f  a com partm ent, 
talking, o r  pretending to  talk, to  som e one inside it, 
as i f  he w ere seeing a friend off. T h e  guard  b lew  his 
whistle. H erbert stood  w here he w as; so d id  the 
detective.

T h e  guard  b lew  his w histle the second tim e and 
w aved  his flag. H erbert stepped in to his com p a rt
m ent as the train started, snapped the d oor  to, tossed 
an em pty  note-case through  the open  w in dow  o f  the 
d o o r  on  the farther side o f  the corrid or , caught up
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his parcel, dashed to  that corrid or  d oor , op en ed  it, 
stepped d ow n  on  to  the footb oa rd , and ju m p e d  on  
to  the em pty  line.

H e  w alked d ow n  the line, p icked  u p  his note-case, 
and scram bled  on  to  the farther p latform  before the 
last carriage o f  the express had passed him .

As he put the note-case in to  his pocket he said to  
an interested tick et-co llector : “ Jerked  ou t o f  m y 
hand som ehow  as the train started. D id n ’ t w ant to  
get to  Salisbury w ithout a bean  in m y pocket. W hat 
tim e ’s the next tra in ? ”

“ Y o u  w ere qu ick , sir— qu ick  as a ca t,”  said the 
ticket-co llector respectfully. “ N ext train ’ s at e ig h t; 
gets to  Salisbury at ten fifty-n ine.”

“  A  b it late ,”  said H erbert. “  But I  expect I  shall 
m anage all r igh t.”

H e  w alked slow ly d ow n  the p latform , pleased w ith 
him self. T h e  trick  had w o rk e d ; his shadow  had n ot 
seen h im  leave the train, he believed  h im  safe in it 
till Salisbury, eighty-three miles a w a y ; he w ou ld  b e  
sure that he d id  not leave it at Salisbury or  any other 
station before  Exeter. I t  was any odds that he w ou ld  
believe that he lost h im  at Exeter station, and w ith  
the help  o f  the Exeter P olice  search the tow n— tw o 
days unshadow ed at least, and eighteen hours w ere 
all he needed  to  b e  safe in France w ith  fifty thousand 
pounds.

H e  took  his new  suit-case from  the c loak -room  
and, goin g d ow n  to  the U n d ergrou n d , took  a ticket 
to  the E lephant and  Castle. H e  d id  not go  b y  the 
first train that cam e in , because there was a ch an ce 
that his shadow  m ight have asked on e  o f  the detectives 
at the m ain  station to  m ake sure that he left b y  the 
six o ’c lock  express. E veryone on  the U n dergrou n d  
p latform  w ent b y  the first tra in ; it look ed  as i f  n o  
on e  was on  his trail. H e  took  the second  train and, 
leaving it at the next station, m ade yet surer. H e  
w ent b y  the next train to  the next station, and  w alked 
half-w ay u p  the stairs to the street. N o  on e  was on
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the staircase bu t him self. H e  ch an ged  in to the 
sport’s coa t and cloth  hat and pu t the ra in -coat in to 
the suit-case, then w ent, n o  longer a gentlem an to  
his finger-tips, d ow n  the stairs and to  the E lephant 
and  Castle b y  the next train. T h ere  he b ou g h t a 
packet o f  ham  sandwiches and  set ou t to w alk back  
to  C haring Cross. It  was h ot w a lk in g ; there was n o  
w in d ; the still clouds w ere low  and h e a v y ; he 
thought that a thunderstorm  was com in g . A ll the 
b e tte r ; the worse the night, the safer.

H e  entered C haring Cross Station at tw enty-five 
m inutes past seven, and left it in  the Folkestone train 
at half-past. In  a tingle o f  excitem ent that his p lan  
to  shake o f f  S cotland  Y ard  had  w orked so sm oothly, 
the w ords in  his evening paper dan ced  unreadable 
before  his eyes, and  w hen they stopped  dan cin g  he 
cou ld  find in  it noth ing a tenth part as interesting as 
his ow n  adventure. H e  laid  it aside. In  his craving 
to  b e  getting on  w ith  his enterprise he found  that the 
train was craw ling. T o  talk to  either the parson or 
the h obb led eh oy , his travelling com pan ions, w ou ld  
certa in ly  n ot qu icken  the slow  minutes. H e  fell back  
on  his g ilded  d rea m : w ith  any luck  he w ou ld  b e  in 
a first-class F rench  hotel at W im ereux this tim e 
to -m orrow  night.

A t  half-past eigh t he ate his sandwiches. T h e  
train was already am on g  the hills rou n d  Folkestone 
w hen there cam e a flash o f  lightn ing and the thunder 
crashed and  rolled  a long them .

T h a t was w hat he w a n ted ! . . . K eep  p eop le  in 
doors ! . . .  I f  he ’ d  know n this was com in g  he ’d  have 
risked an electric  torch . . . . O u gh t to  have brou gh t 
on e  on  the chance. . . . N o  m atter: he ’d  all the 
n ight to  d o  the jo b  in.

H e  cam e ou t o f  Folkestone Station  in his ra in -coat 
into a drench ing rain. H e  pa id  n o  heed to  it, bu t 
w alked briskly d ow n  the tow n to  the Sandgate R o a d  
and  turned u p  it. T h e  lightn ing and the thunder, 
that hardly  ceased crashing and  rum bling , w ere
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tru ly cheering. H e  h ad  nearly  reached  Sandgate 
w hen the last om nibus to D ym ch u rch  overtook  h im ; 
he b oa rd ed  it.

W h en  the om nibus cam e out o f  H ythe in to R o m n e y  
M arsh the noise o f  the thunder was grow ing  fainter 
as the storm  m oved  a long the hills D ov er  w ay. 
T h a t d id  not please h im ; he w ou ld  rather have had 
it rage over D ym ch u rch  w hile he was d igg ing up  the 
fifty thousand pounds. But the rain  was falling 
heavily, and that should  keep p eop le  indoors and  
send them  to bed . T h ere  was p lenty o f  lightning—  
sheet lightn ing, n ot the forked lightn ing o f  the storm  
itself. A t  the first M artello  tow er he left the om nibus, 
let it go  on , crossed the sea w all, and  w alked a long 
the sands, on ly  able  to see the groins w hen he cam e 
right on  to them , for the flashes o f  lightn ing cam e 
less often , and on ly  lit up  the sands to leave them  in 
a blacker darkness. T h ere  w ere bu t few  lights in  the 
scattered houses a long that part o f  the sea-front. H e  
found  the steps, n ot easily, and w ent u p  on  to  the 
sea w all and w alked a long it till a fortunate flash o f  
lightn ing show ed h im  the gate o f  the path  to  the 
Ship H otel. H e  w alked d ow n  it, and cam e in to the 
village street a few  yards from  the churchyard  gate.

H e  stood still, look ing and listening. H ere  and 
there a lit-up  b ed room  w in d ow  g lim m ered  through 
the veil o f  r a in ; n o  on e  was abroad . T h e  first stroke 
o f  the ch u rch  c lo ck  striking eleven jerk ed  his heart 
in to his m o u th ; he scuttled across the road  and 
through  the gate into the ch urchyard , and stopped 
w ith  his heart ham m ering against his ribs.

I t  was p itch  dark under the e lm s; he saw d im ly  
the bulk  o f  the ch u rch  loom in g  before h im ; he 
w alked up  the path  to it and touched  its w all, and 
w aited for a flash to give h im  his bearings. A  sudden 
flood  o f  exu ltation  at having com e unseen to his goal 
surged through h im : the first-class hotel at W im ereux 
was a certainty now .

T h e  flash cam e, hanging a little in a flicker, after
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the m anner o f  sheet lightn ing, and gave h im  his 
bearings. H e  m oved  slowly, bu t firm ly, in the deeper 
darkness ten yards a lon g  the path  to  the left, and 
stepped o f f  it am ong the graves. O n ce  he bu m p ed  
against a tom b ston e ; he barked his right shin against 
the arm  o f  a little cross at the head o f  a ch ild ’s grave 
and  d id  not feel it. T h e  darkness lifted a little w here 
the trees ended  a long the edge o f  the M arsh, bu t he 
w alked right in to the hedge. H e  was in the corner 
all right, n ot four feet from  fifty thousand p o u n d s !

H e  turned and took  a step fo rw a rd ; his foot caught 
the end o f  a g ra v e ; it nearly tripped  him . H e  had 
n ot com e  stra ight; he was o f f  the l in e : there was no 
grave in the corner right under the hedge. N o :  he 
had com e  stra ight: he was not o f f  the lin e ; he was 
in  the corner. A  sense o f  disaster sent a ch ill through 
h im ; he w aited  for the flash w ith  his m ou th  turning 
dry. It  cam e and lit up  a new  tom bston e ; it hung 
and he r e a d :

S A C R E D  T O  T H E  M E M O R Y  
O F

C L A R E  B L E N K IN S O P  

O b iit  Ju n e  3rd , 1934 

In  T h e  T w en ty -N in th  Y ea r  O f  H er A g e  

R .I .P .

C la re ! D y m ch u rch  had indeed  been  her lim it. 
She had com e  there to  d ie  and chosen the spot from  
w h ich  they had w atch ed  that sunset, for her grave. 
T h e  sexton had  d u g  u p  the fifty thousand pounds.



T H E  K I D N A P P E D  C O L L E C T O R

i
“  A nd she said, c Prim rose A rm a d a ,’ and that was all 
she w ou ld  say,”  said T u ffin , and he pu lled  fiercely  at 
his scru bby  little toothbrush  o f  a m oustache.

“  L et ’ s get this exa ct,”  said I. “  Y o u  asked her 
her address, and all she w ou ld  say was ‘ P rim rose 
A rm a d a  ’ ? D id  you  tell her you  w ere T u ffin ’ s E gg- 
W h is k s ? ”

“  O f  course I told  her I  was the T u ffin ,”  he said 
sharply. “  I  alw ays d o . Y o u  alw ays tell a girl w h o  
doesn ’ t k n ow  you  that y o u ’re the E arl o f  Barradine 
and Sarples, d o n ’ t y o u ?  ”

“  A lw ays,”  said I , and I  d o n ’ t think I even  b link ed . 
“  Y o u r  strange story grow s stranger. W earin g  a 
d ia m on d  tie-p in , you  g o  to  exp lore  L o n d o n ’s u n d er
w orld . In  Pennyfields a bou t m idn igh t a th ie f snatches 
i t ;  as he bolts, a lad y  sticks a can e betw een  his legs, 
and  he com es a crop p er  that jo lts  the p in  ou t o f  his 
han d, and  she gives it b ack  to  y ou . Y o u  thank her, 
and  after y o u ’ve to ld  her that y o u ’re the T u ffin , the 
on ly  address she gives you  is Prim rose A rm ad a . A  
w on d er g i r l ! ”  I  look ed  at h im  a b it  harder, n o t 
that I  liked look in g  at the little sk u g : “  D id  that p in  
grow  on  you  or  d id  you  b u y  it ?  ”

“  I  b ou g h t it, o f  cou rse ! ”  he snapped . T h en  his 
hard  and  em p ty  b lack  eyes cam e a little farther ou t 
o f  his head , and he s a id : “  Y o u ’re p u llin g  m y  leg .”

I  look ed  at his spindly  shanks carefu lly  till he had to 
shuffle his feet, and said k in d ly : “  Y o u r  leg is safe from  
m e. But w h y  have you  com e  to me w ith  this story ? ”

“  W ell, ev ery b od y  at the F eb . says that y o u ’re one 
o f  the cutest m en  abou t tow n , and I thought you  
m igh t b e  ab le  to help  m e find ou t w here Prim rose 
A rm a d a  is. I  k n ow  lots o f  the best business brains in 
L o n d o n ; bu t they w ou ld n ’ t b e  an y  use for  a  sim ple 
thing like this. T h e  fact is, I ’ve fallen for  that girl,
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an d  she’ s the first I ’ve really fallen for  since I  was a 
la d ; n o t that there haven ’ t been  p len ty  ready  to 
help  m e fall for  th em .”

H e  pu lled  at the toothbrush  w ith  a fatal air.
“  M illionaires are always irresistible,”  I  said, and 

then I  sn a p p e d : “  A re  you r intentions h on ou ra b le ?  ”  
T h e  little skug w riggled  and  said u n com forta b ly : 

“  I  fan cy  they ’ d  have to be . S he ’ s a  lad y  as w ell as 
a p e a ch .”

I  sm iled at h im  k ind ly  and  sa id : “ W ell, since 
y o u ’re n ot ou t to snare a Pennyfields m a id en ’s heart 
w ith  the lure o f  g o ld , I ’ ll tell you  w here she lives.”  
H is face grew  brigh t. “  She lives at Prim rose Castle, 
C ou rt, G range, M an or , H ouse, V illa , C ham bers, or  
C ottage  in  A rm a d a  Park, R o a d , L an e, S quare, V a le , 
H ill, A v en u e , P lace , T errace , Crescent, o r  M ew s in 
som e city , tow n , village, o r  ham let, in the U n ited  
K in g d o m  o r  Ire la n d .”  H is face was n ot so brigh t. 
“  O r  she lives at A rm a d a  som ething in  Prim rose 
som eth ing in the sam e d istrict.”

H e  had  grow n  qu ite  g lu m  and  s a id : “ Y es. But------- ”
“  T h e  rest is easy for  the m an  o f  m illions,”  I  

brok e in . “  I t ’ s m erely  a m atter o f  an expert in 
d irectories. H e ’ ll find  a Prim rose som ething in an 
A rm a d a  som ething, o r  an A rm a d a  som ething in  a 
Prim rose som ething in  five m inutes, o r  five years. 
G o  to  the British M useum , find an expert, and  on ce  
a boa rd  the A rm a d a , the girl is you rs.”

M y  con fid en ce  gave h im  con fid en ce , and he rose 
at on ce  to  g o  to the M useum , say in g : “ Thanks 
aw fu lly , o ld  ch ap . I f  at an y  tim e I  can  d o  anyth ing 
for  y ou , y o u ’ve  on ly  to  ask m e .”

“  T h an k s,”  I  said gratefully. “  A  lion  has often  
been  very  useful to a m ouse.”

H e  tried to  shake m y  hand and m issed, and w ent 
ou t, and  I  reflected  on  the draw backs o f  be lon g in g  to 
an expensive, unobtrusive C lu b  like the February, 
w here you  can  get a really  h igh  gam e. Tuffins are 
the draw backs.
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But w here on  earth was Prim rose A rm a d a ?
Possibly the girl had  been  testing the strength o f  

the T u ffin ’ s w ish to  see her a g a in ; m ore  likely she 
h ad  m ad e  u p  her m in d  that he was on e  o f  the things 
on e  sees on ce . I  d id  n o t think that the solution  o f  
the p rob lem  w ou ld  b e  fou n d  in  d irectories : a girl 
w h o  tripped  u p  a th ie f in  Pennyfields at m idn igh t 
w ou ld  hard ly  live in  a Prim rose house or  an A rm a d a  
villa— she w ou ld  live nearer P iccad illy  C ircus. But, 
after all, it was the T u ffin ’ s p rob lem , n o t  m ine.

B ut w here was Prim rose A rm a d a ?
I  had noth ing  to d o  till lunch -tim e, and I thought 

a b ou t it. T h e  p rob lem  grip p ed  m y  wits. B y lu n ch 
tim e I  was at the end  o f  them . I  m ust have m ore  
data.

I  w ent to lu n ch  at W h ite ’ s, and as I  cam e in to  
the d in in g -room  I saw the m an  w h o  cou ld  g ive  them  
to  m e, D ym ch u rch , a  b roth er P eer o f  a  sedentary 
h ab it, w h o  devotes all the tim e he is n o t busy w ith  
gam es o f  ch an ce, to  h istorical research. I  asked h im  
w h at he cou ld  tell m e a b ou t the A rm a d a , for  the 
ca tch  was p ro b a b ly  there.

“  N o t  m y  p e r io d ,”  he said pleasantly. “  I  can  on ly  
tell you  that it was sent b y  Ph ilip  the S econ d  o f  Spain  
in  1588 to  con q u er  E n gland , bu t was scattered b y  
the English F leet, and tried to  g o  h om e rou n d  S cotlan d  
and cam e to  g rie f.”

“  T h an k s,”  I  said. “  Is there any con n ection  
betw een  the A rm a d a  and prim roses? ”

“  I  never heard o f  any, and  I  k n ow  E lizabethan  
literature pretty  w ell. Besides, n o b o d y  n oticed  the 
Prim rose before  W ord sw orth ,”  he said.

T h a t was th a t; b u t it left m e battling  w ith  the 
p rob lem  at intervals in the gam es I p layed  and  at 
m eals till on e  o ’ c lo ck  in the m orn in g . I  was still 
battling  w ith  it w hen  I w ent to sleep, and I m ust 
have gon e  on  battling  w ith  it in m y  dream s, for  I  
aw oke w ith  the w ords, “  Prim rose 1588,”  rin g in g  in 
m y  ears.
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I  said a few  kind w ords abou t prim roses and a few  
m ore  a b ou t the A rm ad a , and w ent to  breakfast 
an n oyed . In  the m id d le  o f  it I  sudden ly  took  a deep  
breath  and laughed . B ut I had solved the p r o b le m ! 
“  Prim rose 1588 ”  was the telephone n u m ber o f  the 
lad y  o f  P en n y fie ld s !

I w ent on  w ith  m y  breakfast w ith  an easy m ind  
and a better appetite, considering . T h e  obv iou s thing 
to  d o  was to  tell the T u ff in ; b u t I  have never had 
an y  use for  the obv iou s th in g ; in  fact, I  have often  
been  k now n  to  shrink from  it. I  think that m ust b e  
w h y  so m a n y  half-w its say I  am  m ad . Besides, m y  
interest in  the p rob lem  had aw akened m y  interest in 
the la d y  w h o  had  set it. Perhaps she w asn ’ t a la d y ; 
the T u ffin  was h ard ly  an expert in  such m atters. 
F or  his sake I ou gh t surely to  find ou t i f  she was 
really  a  lad y  and  fit for  a  you n g  m illionaire— such a 
n ice  y ou n g  m illionaire— to fall for. Besides, there 
was Pennyfields— Pennyfields, L o n d o n ’s Chinese 
quarter— at m idn ight, and  a love ly  lady. Prim rose 
A rm a d a  m igh t lead  m e to Pennyfields at m idn igh t 
and  the k ind o f  doings I like— doings w ith  a zip  to 
them .

I  rang u p  Prim rose 1588. A  p leasing vo ice , a 
g ir l’ s, asked w h o  was speaking.

“  Is that Prim rose A rm a d a ?  ”  said I.
55 O h ! ”  said the pleasing v o ice  in  a startled tone. 

T h ere  was a pause and she a d d e d : “  Is that M r. 
T u f f i n ? ”

“  I t  is not,”  I  said rather co ld ly . “  I t ’ s the m an 
w h o  solved you r p rob lem .”

“ O h ? ”  she said and paused again , and th en : 
“  W h a t is it  you  w a n t?  ”

“  O n ly  the rew a rd ,”  said I.
“  W h a t rew a rd ?  ”  she said qu ick ly . “  T h ere  isn ’ t 

an y  rew a rd .”
“  O h , there m ust b e  a rew ard  for  solving a p rob lem  

— surely,”  said I .  “ I  thought the solver w ou ld  be  
a llow ed  to  m ake you r acqu a in tan ce . M a y n ’ t I ?  ”
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She hesitated, then said cau tiou sly : “  W h a t d o  you  
w ant to  m ake it fo r ?  ”

“  I  thought it m igh t lead m e to Pennyfields and 
doings— doings w ith  a zip  to  th em ,”  said I.

T h ere  was qu ite  a lon g  pause, as i f  she w ere thinking 
it o u t ;  then she s a id : “  But I d o n ’ t even  know  you r 
n a m e.”

“  M y  n a m e ’s B arradine.”
She b e g a n : “  N o t  the L ord  B arradine w h o  is--------”
“ — alw ays getting in to  the papers. Y es. But 

w ron gfu lly , m ind  y o u ,”  I  brok e in.
T h ere  was another p a u se ; then she sa id : “ But  

w here cou ld  w e m eet?  ”
“  Thanks aw fu lly ,”  I  said gratefully. “  W h a t abou t 

the C ecil at half-past fo u r?  W e  cou ld  d an ce  i f  you  
felt like it. D a n cin g  helps to  m ake acqu a in tan ce .”

“  V e ry  w ell,”  she said. “  But h ow  shall I  know  
y o u ?  ”

“  W ell, m ine is a  m elan ch oly  m ug. A  friend  on ce  
to ld  m e that I  was exactly  like Charles the S econ d , 
o n ly  w orse. But, in  add ition , I ’ ll w ear the w hite 
flow er o f  a blam eless life ,”  said I.

“  R ig h t ,”  she said and rang o ff.
I  cam e aw ay from  the telephone qu ite  pleased, 

lu n ch ed  at W h ite ’ s, p layed  a cou p le  o f  rubbers, and 
was w aiting in  the hall o f  the C ecil at half-past four. 
A t  half-past fou r to  the m inute there cam e through  
the sw ing d o o r  the lad y  o f  Pennyfields. I  knew  that 
it was she before  she sm iled at m e, a b it  dou btfu lly , 
th ou gh  she was n ot at all like any o f  the pictures o f  
her I  h ad  im a g in e d : she was m u ch  you nger— n ot 
m ore  than eighteen— and she was even  prettier, w ith  
large dark  eyes in  a ch arm in g  face o f  a clear w arm  
paleness. H er  figure was as ch arm in g  as her face, 
and  she w alked  w ith  a sw ing that was alm ost a little 
swagger.

“  I ’m  B arrad ine,”  said I.
“  M y  n am e ’ s Q u ain ton — Seraphita Q u a in ton ,”  she 

said, and I knew  at on ce  w h o  she was, the daughter
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o f  that dare-d ev il R o g e r  Q u a in ton , a distant cousin  
b y  m arriage o f  m ine.

W e  sm iled at on e  another seriously, and I took  
her to  the P alm  C ou rt and  chose a table and ordered  
tea. She was qu ite  at her ease w ith  m e— already a 
w om a n  o f  the w orld , in fact— as R o g e r  Q u a in ton ’ s 
daughter w ou ld  be . I  told  her h ow  I had  solved her 
p rob lem , and then h ow  I p u t the T u ffin  on  to the 
d irectories.

She d id  n ot show  herself at all keen on  his find ing 
her address, for she sa id : “  A  few  w ild -goose  chases 
w o n ’ t d o  M r. T u ffin  any harm — a m an w h o  wears a 
d ia m on d  p in— in Pennyfields at n ight, to o .”

“  W ild -goose  chases harden  T u ffin s ,”  I  said.
T h en  w e d an ced  and talked a bou t m ore  im portan t 

things. I  learnt that she spent very  little o f  her tim e 
in  E n gland , b u t travelled  all a bou t the w orld  w ith  
her father. A ll the w hile I  was sure that she had  
n ot com e  for  the fun o f  the thing— she w asn ’ t the 
k in d ; I  felt that there was som ething in  the b a ck 
grou n d , som ething w orry in g  h e r ; there was an air o f  
strain a b ou t her, and w hen w e w ere n ot talking she 
was frow ning  and absent-m inded .

A t  last I said b lu n tly : “  W h a t’s the trou b le ?  ”
“  W h a t trou b le ?  ”  she said in  a startled vo ice .
“  T h e  trou b le  y o u ’ re in— the trou b le  that took  you  

to  Pennyfields last n ight and brou g h t you  here this 
a ftern oon ?  ”

She look ed  m e over slow ly w ith  eyes that seem ed 
to  b e  m easuring m e ; then she said, “  I t  was w hat 
you  said abou t be in g  led  to  Pennyfields and doings 
w ith  a zip  to them  that m ade m e com e  this afternoon . 
I f  you  rea lly  m eant it— and I think you  d id— I cou ld  
lead  you  to  Pennyfields and  doings, and you  cou ld  
help  m e .”

“  I m eant it ,”  said I firm ly.
“  W ell, it ’ s m y  father. H e ’s lost. H e ’ s a  co lle ctor  

o f  Chinese ivories and , like m ost collectors, h e ’ s rather 
m ad . H ave  you  ever heard o f  the ivory  L oh a n s?  ”
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“  N ever ,”  said I .
“  N o t  m an y  p eop le  have— in E u rope. T h ere  w ere 

sixteen L ohans, very  h o ly  m en and  follow ers o f  the 
B u d d h a ; and  in  the m id d le  M in g  p eriod  a great 
Chinese artist carved  the sixteen o f  them , each  ou t o f  
a single tusk, figures three feet h igh  or  thereabouts. 
I t ’ s n o t the best p er iod , bu t this artist, w hose nam e 
n o  on e  know s, was a prim itive b orn  ou t o f  his tim e, 
and  his w ork  is beautifu l. D a d  learnt abou t them , 
and set his heart on  getting them , all sixteen. H e  
has been  after them  for  m ore  than ten years, and 
took  seven years to get the first n ine, and  often  it was 
dangerous w ork . F or the last three years, ow in g  to  
the troubles in C h ina, things have m ov ed  qu icker—  
the ow ners o f  these L ohans, w h ich  w ere scattered 
a bou t in  the b ig  cities o r  near them , w ere readier to 
sell them , and  he g o t six m ore. T h en  the last L oh an  
gave h im  m ore  trou b le  than all those s ix ; it was m ore 
trou b le  to  find and  m ore trouble  to  bu y , and  w hen 
h e ’ d  b ou g h t it, it was stolen from  him . But he learnt 
that it was com in g  to  E n gland , and  w e believe  it 
cam e in  the sam e steam er that w e d id .”

“  So you  w ere there,”  said I.
She n od d ed  and w ent o n : “  W e  cou ld  find  n o  

trace o f  the sixteenth L oh a n  w hen  w e lan ded , b u t 
D a d d y  g o t  on  its track in  L on d on . H e  learnt that a 
very  r ich  English co lle ctor  had  fou n d  ou t, a b it  late, 
a b ou t the L ohans, and m ade u p  his m in d  to  have 
them , and was ready  to  g o  to th irty thousand pounds 
for  them . H is agents had  been  scouring C h ina  for 
them , w ith ou t find ing them , o f  course, bu t find ing 
everyw here that D a d d y  had  co llected  them . T h e y  
think that he has on ly  seven o f  th em ; for  on e  o f  
those agents, a L on d on  dealer in O rien ta l ob jects  o f  
art, cam e to D a d  and offered  h im  fourteen  thousand 
pounds for  the seven. D a d d y  refused the o ffer and 
o ffered  h im  three thousand pounds for the s ix teen th ; 
b u t he sw ore he knew  noth ing  a bou t it. T h ree  days 
ago D a d d y , w h o  was h ot on  the track o f  it, dis-
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appeared , an d  I  was getting  w orried  a b ou t h im . 
T h en  last n igh t I was rung u p  on  the telephone, 
and  D a d d y ’s v o ice  s a id : ‘ A  d am n ed  little fish-eyed 
co lle ctor--------’ and  stopped  short as i f  h e ’ d  been  pre
ven ted  saying any m ore. I  saw that he was in 
trou b le  again , and I fou n d  ou t that the ca ll cam e 
from  a house in  L em on  Street— it runs ou t o f  P en n y- 
fields— the house o f  a m an  w e know , a G erm an  ca lled  
Fuchs, w h o  know s m ore  abou t w h at’s g o in g  on  in  the 
East than the p eop le  on  the spot— he p u t us on  to 
three o f  the L ohans— so I  took  D a d d y ’ s m alacca  
sw ord-stick  and  w ent straight d ow n  to  see h im . But 
the house was shut u p  and  look ed  em pty, and n o  on e  
cam e to  m y  knock ing . Y e t  I ’ m  sure that D a d d y ’ s 
in  it, and  I ’ve g o t  to  get h im  ou t o f  it .”

“  But you  d o n ’ t m ean  to  tell m e that anyone w ou ld  
k idnap  a w ell-k n ow n  m an like you r father— in  L o n 
d on — to -d a y ,”  I  said.

“  Y o u  d o n ’ t k n ow  D a d d y ,”  she said rather patiently . 
“  D a d d y  w ou ld n ’ t w ant any k id n a p p in g ; h e ’d  g o  
straight there i f  he thought that his L oh a n  was in the 
house, and  start tearing It o f f  Fuchs in  such a w ay 
that h e ’ d  g ive h im  every excuse for  h o ld in g  h im , i f  
he had  m en  enough , and  that’s w hat h e ’s d o in g . 
M ost likely he w o n ’ t let h im  g o  till he hands over 
the seven L ohans he know s h e ’ s got. A n d  that 
D a d d y ’ ll never d o .”

She spoke w ith  a qu iet and absolute certa inty  that 
con v in ced  m e, and I  s a id : “  N o  w on d er y o u ’ re
w orried . I  suppose these gentry w ou ld n ’ t stick at 
m u ch .”

“  T h e y ’d  stick at n oth in g ,”  she said, and  for a 
m om en t her eyes w ere brigh t w ith  a g lim m er o f  tears.

“  V e ry  w ell, w e ’ ll get h im  ou t o f  that house,”  I 
said qu ick ly , though  I  had  n o  n otion  w hatever how  
it was to be  done.

“  Thanks aw fu lly ,”  she said, and  she look ed  at m e 
as i f  she expected  m e to  ou t w ith  a w a y  o f  d o in g  it 
then and there.



I  lit a Sullivan  and  lay b ack  in  m y  chair. A ll I  
cou ld  think o f  was that co llectors are m ad , and  that 
was n o  use. T h en  an o d d  idea  cam e to  m e.

“  Y o u r  father said a little fish-eyed co llector , d id  
h e ?  ”  I  said.

She n od d ed .
“  I t ’s od d , b u t I  k n ow  a little fish-eyed co llector , 

and  so d o  y o u ,”  said I .  “  A n d  n ow  I com e  to think 
o f  it, it struck m e at the tim e that a d ia m on d  p in  was 
a qu eer th ing to  w ear w hen  y o u ’re exp lorin g  L o n d o n ’ s 
u n derw orld . I  w on d er .”

“ Y o u  w on d er w h a t?  ”  she said qu ick ly .
“  W hether the w ealthy co lle ctor  w h o  is set on  get

ting the sixteen L oh ans and p rob a b ly  had  the sixteenth 
stolen , is ou r you n g  friend the T u ffin . I  k n ow  h e ’ s a 
co lle ctor , for  a m an  at the F ebru ary  C lu b  to ld  m e so, 
and  he to ld  m e too  that he was on e  o f  those co llectors 
w h o  n ot on ly  co lle ct  bu t m ake m on ey  ou t o f  co lle ct
ing— bu y in g  in  E u rope  and  selling in  the States—  
thousands he said he m ade, though  he stinks o f  
m on ey  a lread y .”

“  Y e s?  ”  she said.
“  W ell, you  g o  to  Pennyfields to  look  for  you r 

father, and there you  m eet the T u ffin  w earing a 
d ia m on d  p in— a d iam on d  p in  in Pennyfields at m id 
n ight, m ark you . O n ly  an im becile  w ou ld  exp lore  
the u n d erw orld  in  a d iam on d  p in , and  the T u ffin  is 
n o t  an im becile . Suppose he w asn ’ t exp lorin g  the 
u n d erw orld  at all, bu t go in g  to Fuchs house to  w orry  
those seven L ohans ou t o f  y ou r fa th er?  ”

“  H e  was certa in ly  close to L em on  Street and 
go in g  tow ards it w hen  w e m et,”  she said, frow ning 
thoughtfully .

“  W ell, then, I  w on d er,”  said I.
She look ed  at m e hard and earnestly, w ith  her 

charm ing forehead still creased w ith  that thoughtful 
frow n, for a g o o d  m inute, then suddenly she turned 
fierce and said fierce ly : “ I  d o n ’ t !  I  d o n ’ t w onder 
at a l l ! N ot i f  that slim y little beast I  m et in Penny-
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fields sells ivories in  the S tates! D a d d y  to ld  m e that 
the com plete  set o f  the Lohans w ou ld  b e  w orth  abou t 
tw o hundred  and  fifty thousand dollars there, and 
this little beast is trying to  get them  for abou t h a lf 
th at.”  She rose and  a d d e d : “ W here does he liv e?  
I ’ ll go  and talk to  h im ! ”

She would talk to h im : her lips and  ch in  w ere set, 
her eyes w ere blazing.

“  W a it,”  I  said quietly . “  Y o u ’ve precious little 
to  g o  o n .”

“  I ’ve g o t en ou gh ,”  she said w ith  absolute cer
tainty. “  I  feel in m y  bones that this slim y little 
beast had  the sixteenth L oh an  stolen and h e ’s trying 
to  w orry  those seven others ou t o f  D a d d y .”

I  have quite a respect for a  w om a n ’ s intuition , and 
it cam e on  the top  o f  m y hunch.

“  W a it,”  I  said quietly . “  I f  you  let the little skug 
k n ow  y o u ’ve  guessed that he and  Fuchs have collared  
you r father, y ou  treble his d an ger.”

She qu ieted  d ow n  a little and  sat d ow n  and said 
betw een  her clenched  teeth : “  I f  I cou ld  have the 
little beast qu ite  to  m yself for  h a lf an hour, I ’d  risk 
th a t! ”

I  w ent on  considering. W e  had  very  little to go  
o n :  m y  h un ch , her intuition , and a d iam on d  pin . 
But I  was ready to  g o  on  them , and she had  given 
m e an idea o f  h ow  w e cou ld  m ake a start.

“  T h e  first th ing w e have to  d o  is to m ake sure 
that the little skug is at the bo ttom  o f  the business. 
I f  w e know  that, w e can  get o n ,”  I  said. “ T o  d o  
it w e w ant him , as you  say, to  ourselves, and I can  
get h im  to ourselves for six hours. W e  ought to be 
able  to  put the fear o f  G o d  in to  h im  in that 
t im e .”

“  O h , w e ou g h t! ”  she said eagerly.
“  Yes. A n d  I  shall b e  relying on  you  for just one 

thing— to tell m e w hen  h e ’s ly in g ,”  said I. “  I t ’ s n o  
use a m an ’ s trying to  lie to a w om a n ; she always 
know s.”

H
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“  I ’ ll tell you  that,”  she said, w ith  absolute cer
tainty.

“  R ig h t,”  I  said. “  C an  you  lay you r hand on  
any o f  the L oh an s? ”

“  O n  fifteen ,”  she said.
“  T w o  w ill do . I  ju st w ant to set the scene for our 

interview . C om e to m y house, io o a , C adogan  Square, 
at a quarter to  ten to-n ight in  you r prettiest frock , 
w ith  tw o o f  the Lohans you r father co llected , and you , 
T u ffin , and I  w ill have a jo lly  little supper together.”

“  O h ,”  she said, and she laughed.
“ I ’ ll ring h im  u p  at on ce ,”  I  said, and  w ent to  the 

hotel telephone.
I knew  that it was any odds that he was gam bling 

at the F ebruary, rang h im  u p , and  in less than three 
minutes heard his grating voice.

“ T h a t you , T u ffin ?  I f  y ou ’ re n ot engaged this 
evening, w ou ld  you  like to  m eet Prim rose A rm a d a ?  ”  
I  said.

“ Prim rose A rm a d a ?  Y o u  d o n ’ t m ean to  say 
y ou ’ve found  her a lread y? ”  he said in  an excited  
vo ice .

“  O f  course I ’ve found  her already. Y o u  d o n ’ t 
suppose it takes m e tw enty-four hours to find a girl 
in  a little p lace  like L o n d o n ?  ”

“ W ell, I ’ ll b e  h a n g e d !”  he said in  a stupefied 
kind o f  voice .

“  O f  course— bu t p rob a b ly  n ot to -d a y ,”  I  said 
cheerfully . “  W ill you  com e to supper at C ad ogan  
Square at ten o ’ c lo ck ?  ”

T h ere  was a p a u se ; then he said in a very suspicious 
v o ic e : “  L ook  h e r e : you  haven ’ t been  stealing a 
m arch  on  m e ?  ”

“  I ’m  n ot a  m arrying m an. I ’ m  a m atrim on ial 
agent,”  I  said.

“  Yes. I  shall b e  delighted to  com e— ch arm ed ,”  
he said qu ick ly , in a tone o f  relief.

“  R ig h t,”  I  said and  rang off.
I  w ent b ack  to Miss Q uainton .
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“  Is he co m in g ?  ”  she said eagerly.
“  H e ’s com in g ,”  I  said. “  A n d  i f  on ce  w e ’re sure 

that h e ’s at the b ottom  o f  the business, h e ’s pu t h im 
self outside the law , and you  can  go  pretty far w ith  a 
m an w h o is outside the law .”

2

A t tw enty to ten I w ent in to m y d in in g -room  and 
found  H a rcom b e , m y  butler, putting the finishing 
touches to the table. I  live on  the second floor, to 
b e  a b it a bove  the fogs, and m y  room s are en suite. 
T h ere  was little fear o f  the servants, so far below , 
hearing any ob jections the T u ffin  m ight y e ll ; bu t I 
m ade sure.

I  sa id : “ T h e  gentlem an w h o  is having supper 
w ith  us to-n ight is a m erry soul, H a rcom b e . So i f  
you  hear any strange noises, you  n eedn ’ t put you r
selves a b ou t.”

“ Y es, m ’ lo rd ,”  said H arcom be.
“  See that he gets all he needs to  drink ,”  I said.
“  Y es, m ’ lo rd ,”  said H arcom be , and a shadow  o f  a 

sm ile passed over his severe face.
I  stepped b ack  in to m y sm oking-room , and, at a 

quarter to  ten, he show ed Miss Q u ain ton , look ing a 
dream  in  a soft, cling ing  frock  o f  a delicate shade o f  
lem on  yellow , in to it and laid  tw o large parcels on  
the table. I  w elcom ed  her and to ld  h im  to  open  
th em ; he d id  so, and set the tw o ivory  Lohans on  
the table. Brainy and  benignant lads they looked  to 
b e ;  bu t beau tifu l?  W ell, perhaps they w ou ld  grow  
on  m e. W e  carried them  into the d in in g -room  and 
set them  on  a cab inet to  the left o f  the d oor , and w ent 
b ack  in to the sm oking-room .

“  I  w ant you  to g o  gently w ith  the talk,”  I  said. 
“  D o n ’ t both er to  lead up  to the su b ject; the Lohans 
w ill d o  that all right, i f  the T u ffin  is really after 
th em .”

“  I  understand,”  she said.
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A t five to  ten the T u ffin  was w ith  us, qu ite  Assyrian, 
w ith  tw o pearls the size o f  filberts in  his shirt front, 
four d iam onds o f  the size o f  walnuts in his cuffs, and 
another in  his ring— w ell, abou t that s ize ; at any 
rate, they shone as large.

“  Y o u ’ve m et Miss Prim rose A rm a d a ,”  I  said.
“  M y  fair in cogn ita ,”  he said, grab b in g  her hand 

w ith  a gallant and languishing air, w h ich  m ade m e 
itch  to  sm ack him .

W e drank our cocktails and talked abou t the 
w eather, and then w ent into the d in in g -room  and  sat 
d ow n  at a  rou n d  table for three. The T u ffin  was put 
facing the Lohans, bu t for the tim e being he had  no 
eyes for anyth ing bu t Miss Q uain ton . It  was certainly 
a case o f  unrequ ited  love at first sight. A t  first I 
kept the talk goin g, cheerfully , till he recovered  
enough  to  feel that he really must im press Miss 
Q u ain ton  and let her see w hat a fine r ich  fellow  he 
was. H e  began  to brag , and was w ell started w hen 
his eyes fell on  the Lohans. I  was w atch ing h im : he 
stopped  short, and his eyes open ed  and  then his 
m outh.

H e  recovered  and w ent on , and it was fun w atch ing 
h im : his eyes w ere dragged  n ow  to  Miss Q uain ton  
and  n ow  to the L oh a n s; they distracted h im  from  
Miss Q u ain ton  and she distracted h im  from  them . 
H e  was like an unfortunate needle betw een  tw o m ag
nets, and on  the top  o f  it it was obv iou s that he 
w anted his supper bad ly . P roba b ly  w ith  supper 
ahead he had eaten n o  dinner. So he w ou ld  gaze 
in to Miss Q u a in ton ’s eyes and tell her the huge price  
he had  pa id  for som ething, w o lf  a m outhful, glare at 
the Lohans, return to Miss Q u ain ton , and  repeat the 
round . A ll the w hile H a rcom b e  was seeing to  it 
that he had all he needed to  drink.

It  was the w ine that brou gh t h im  through , and 
w hen w e cam e to the co ffee  and G rand  M arnier, and  
H a rcom b e  left us, he was entirely his splendid you ng 
self. H e  sm iled at Miss Q u ain ton  sultanesquely, rose
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and  walked with a lordly air across the room to the 
tw o LohanSj examined them, turned, took his cigar 
out o f his mouth, blew out a large puff o f smoke, 
and said:

“  I  like those tw o ivories, Barradine. N am e your 
price . Y o u  shall have a ch equ e n o w .”

H e  w aved  the hand that held  the cigar in the 
lord ly  w ay Croesus was so fond  o f  using w hen he was 
show ing treasures to  illustrious guests.

I t  was a b it su d d en ; bu t I  s a id : “ I cou ld n ’ t put 
a p rice  on  those tw o Lohans. T h e y ’re unique— at 
any rate in  E u rop e .”

H e  laughed  a kind o f  snorting laugh and said 
lo ft ily : “  U n iqu e  in E u rop e?  M y  dear chap , w hat 
are you  talking a b o u t?  I ’ve  eight o f  th em .”

“  T h ere  aren ’ t any eight to  h ave,”  I  said, o b 
stinately.

“  T h ere  are sixteen,”  he said. “  A n d  inside o f  tw o 
years I  shall have the lo t .”

Seraphita was bent a little forw ard , look ing tense, 
an d  I  was afraid she m ight interrupt.

“  Y es, y e s ; I  know  all abou t collectors ’ talk w hen 
they ’re set on  getting a th ing ,”  I  said qu ick ly  and 
laughed unpleasantly.

“ D oes you r lordship d ou b t m y w o r d ? ”  he said 
w ith  trem endous loftiness.

“  N ot for a  m om en t,”  I  said. “  But I ’ ll bet you  an 
even  m onk ey  that y ou  can ’ t show  m e eight ivory  
L ohans to  m atch  those tw o. W e ’ ll go  rou n d  to  your 
p lace  n ow  and  take a look  at them , and  Miss A rm ad a  
shall b e  the ju d g e .”

H e  was taken right a b a ck ; then he sa id : “ N o :  I 
ca n ’ t show  them  to you  to-n ight. But they ’ re virtually 
m ine. M y  agent is con clu d in g  the deal, and I ’ ll bet 
you  a m onkey that I ’ll show  them  to  you  w ithin ten 
days.”  A n d  then he turned as ugly -look ing  a thug 
as ever I  saw and a d d e d : “  M y  agent has instructions 
to  let n o  consideration  stand in the w ay o f  his getting 
th em .”



I  rose and strolled to the d oor  o f  the sm oking-room , 
turned the key, took  it ou t o f  the lock , turned to  h im , 
and  said casu a lly : “  S o  y ou  think it w ill take Fuchs 
ten days to  starve those Lohans ou t o f  M r. Q u a in ton ?  ”

C hange ? C h ange was hardly  the w o r d : it was an 
absolute d ithering sa g ; the little skug gave at the 
knees as he stared at m e w ith  his m ou th  open .

T h en  he d id  the very th ing I  w ished h im  to d o ;  
he dashed for the d oor  on  the other side o f  the room , 
rushed in to m y  b ed room  and across it to the d oor  
in to  the corrid or . I t  was locked . T h a t rush d id  
aw ay w ith  any need for admissions or  confession.

I  brou gh t h im  back  b y  the scru ff o f  the neck, 
shaking h im  a b it so that his teeth p layed  at castanets, 
and d u m ped  h im  d ow n  hard on  a chair.

“  Sit there,”  I  said in  m y  best savage vo ice . “  I  
w ant M r. Q u a in ton  and the ivory  L oh an  Fuchs stole 
for you , and  I  w ant them  at once. H o w  d o  I  get 
th em ? ”

H e  sat up  and sw allow ed hard and said in a feeble, 
blustering w a y : “  I  d on ’ t know  w hat y o u ’re talking 
abou t, L ord  Barradine. I  d on ’ t know  anyone o f  the 
nam e o f  Fuchs or Q u a in ton .”

“  I  suppose that was w hy you  b o lte d ?  ”  said I.
T h en  fo llow ed  a heated parley, in w h ich  Miss 

Q u ain ton  took  a w ithering part, and i f  an e loquen t 
and  indignant tongue cou ld  scarify, the little skug 
w ou ld  have b led  from  head to foot. W e  heard a 
g o o d  deal from  h im  abou t an outrage and his solicitors, 
and hand over M r. Q u a in ton  and the L oh an  he 
w ou ld  not, though  I told  h im  I ’ d  m ake h im  i f  I  had 
to  flay h im  w ith  a b lu n t dessert knife.

T h en  Miss Q u ain ton  said in  a brisk and  business
like w a y : “  T h e  first thing to d o  is to tie h im  u p .”

I soon d id  that— w ith ties from  m y w ardrobe. 
H e  looked  pretty  sickly, and was n ow  hoarse w ith 
yelling m urder. I  d u m p ed  h im  d ow n  at full length 
on  a cou ch  so that he cou ld  see the fire and stuck a 
poker in to it and laughed— a real b lood cu rd ler.
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“  Shall I  beg in  on  the soles o f  his feet?  ”  I  said to  
Miss Q u ain ton  and  repeated the laugh.

H is eyes had  been  sticking w ell ou t o f  their sockets 
for  som e t im e ; at that I thought they ’d  com e  right 
ou t and roll d ow n  his cheeks. I  saw that the h ot iron  
w ou ld  n ot have to  enter in to  his sole very far. I  also 
saw that i f  he stuck ou t, he had  us beaten . Y o u  
can n ot, in  E ngland , bu rn  the soles o f  on e  o f  N ature ’s 
gentlem en w ith  a red -h ot poker.

T h en  Seraphita m ade the suggestion o f  a  life
t im e ; she sa id : “ Y e s : beg in  w ith  his soles, and 
w hile the p ok er ’s getting red -hot, you  m ight tickle 
them . It  often  sends peop le  m a d .”

I  pu lled  o f f  his left shoe, and in  less than tw enty 
seconds the trussed-up skug was jerk in g— I never saw 
such jerks— and as he jerk ed  he yelled.

In  less than forty  sefconds he was y e llin g : “  I  give 
i n ! I  give i n ! I ’ ll d o  a n y th in g ! A n y th in g ! ”

I  stopped, and  sat h im  on  a ch a ir at the table, 
untied  his right arm , cleared a space, and  found 
paper and a fountain  pen . H e  was snivelling.

T h en  I sa id : “ Just w rite a ch equ e  for Fuchs for 
the am ount h e ’s asking for the L oh an  he stole for y o u .”

H e  w rote a ch equ e for £ 3 0 0 0  like a w eeping lam b.
I  took  it and s a id : “  N ow  w r ite : ‘ D ear F ., T h e  

bearer, T h e  Earl o f  Barradine and Sarples, w ill 
handle Q .  all right for us. D o  everyth ing he wants. 
Y o u ’ ll get you r com m ission . Y ours truly, C uthbert 
T u ffin .’ ”

H e  w rote it, and I sa id : “  H o w  d o  you  get into 
Fuchs’s h ou se? ”

“  F our single knocks, on e  after the other— slow ly ,”  
he m oaned .

I sat d ow n  and w rote a note to  on e  o f  the D epu ty - 
Com m issioners o f  S cotland  Y ard , a  friend o f  m ine, 
handed  it to Miss Q u ain ton  and s a id : “  I f  I  d o n ’ t 
ring you  u p  inside o f  tw o hours, buck et d ow n  to 
Scotland  Y ard  and  give them  this. T e ll them  to 
op en  it at on ce , and take them  to  Fuchs’s. A n d
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have you  and you r father in the course o f  you r 
adventures fixed  u p  any passw ord that w ill let h im  
know  I  com e  from  y o u ?  ”

“  Yes. Say to  h im : ‘  I t ’ s a far cry  to the O xu s,’ 
and  h e ’ ll know  at on ce ,”  she said.

“  G o o d ,”  I  said. “  Y o u  can  h old  the little skug? ”  
said I.

“  I ’ ll keep the poker red -h ot,”  she said.
T h a t was that. W e  w ere getting on.

3

In  abou t tw enty m inutes I  stepped ou t o f  m y 
S unbeam  sports m od el and knocked  four slow  knocks 
on  Fuchs’s door. This should b e  the toughest part 
o f  the business; bu t I had tw o g o o d  appeals to  
Prussian m entality, m y title and T u ffin ’ s cheque. I t  
was a g o o d  three m inutes before  the d oor  was opened  
b y  a lanky, hatchet-faced  ruffian.

I stepped qu ick ly  inside and slam m ed the d oor  and 
sa id : “  T ak e  this letter to Fuchs at on ce .”

“  ’ e re : ’o o  are you  ordering a b ou t?  ”  he grow led .
“  Y o u ,”  said I. “  G et o n .”
It  w orked . It  does. H e  got on . I  stood in the 

passage, sniffing the queer-sm elling, spicy air, and 
listening. T h ere  seem ed to b e  p lenty  o f  peop le  in 
the house. I  cou ld  hear m urm uring voices in room s 
on  the grou n d -floor  and on  the floor  above. T h en  
the lanky ruffian appeared  on  the stairs and  sa id : 
“  C om e  a lon g .”

I  w ent upstairs, and he show ed m e into a bed room , 
luxuriously furnished and very frow sty. Sitting on  
the side o f  the b ed  was a stout, square-headed, 
respectable gentlem an, w earing glasses and b lue 
pyjam as w ith  a purp le stripe— kept in  touch  w ith  
the Fatherland, I  thought— and frow ning at the 
T u ffin ’ s letter. As I cam e in he rose, brought his 
heels together and  b ow ed  respectfully— the title was 
w ork ing all right— gave m e a very civ il g o o d  evening
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and look ed  at m e hard. M y  face seem ed to  please 
him — Charles I I  does look  a gentlem an w h o  w ou ld  
n ot b e  too  particu lar— for his face cleared.

But he said, tapp ing the letter: “  This is bad . It 
w ill n o t d o . T h e  you n g T u ffin  had n o  right to  tell 
you . T o o  m any peop le  k n ow .”

“  I ’m  n ot the on ly  one he ’ s let into the secret,”  I 
said. “  A n d  w hy the devil d id  you  let Q u a in ton  get 
at the p h o n e ?  ”

“  H e  said noth ing they can  g o  to the p o lice  w ith ,”  
he snapped.

“  A t  any rate they ’re goin g, i f  they haven ’ t gon e ,”  
said I.

“  H e l l ! ”  he said. “  W hat are y ou  goin g  to d o  ? Y o u  
ca n ’ t handle that m adm an  Q uain ton . N o  one ca n .”

“  I  ca n ,”  I  said. “  But first o f  all here ’s T u ffin ’s 
ch equ e  for the L oh an  you  stole for h im . I  w ant it 
to  take w ith  m e .”

H e  took  the cheque, and his face cleared  w on der
fully. I t  was a perfect guarantee o f  m y  bona jides. 
H e hurried ou t o f  the room  and cam e back  w ith  the 
ivory  figure and handed  it to  m e, and asked m e 
w hat I was goin g  to  d o .

“  I ’m  goin g  to take Q u ain ton  aw ay for a con fer
ence w ith  m e and Tuffin . T h ere ’s n o  tim e for a 
longish w rangle here, w ith  the p o lice  com in g . I f  he 
doesn ’ t agree to our terms for the seven Lohans, I ’m  
go in g  to bring h im  b a ck .”

“  Bring h im  b a ck ! H o w ?  h o w ?  ”  he how led .
“  I t ’s perfectly  easy. Q u a in ton ’s a m an  o f  honour. 

T ak e  m e to  h im , and I ’ ll show  you  h ow  it ’ s d on e ,”  I 
said in a con fiden t tone.

L ook in g  a trifle flabbergasted and devilishly uneasy, 
he took  m e u p  to  a  room  at the top  o f  the house, 
op en ed  the d oor  for m e to  enter, and sw itched on  
the light. I t  lit up  a w indowless room  em pty  except 
for a single chair. O n  it was sitting a tall m an, w ith 
a handsom e, w eatherbeaten face and w ild  eyes, chained  
b y  the ankle to a staple in the wall. H e  had been  in
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a severe scra p : there was a b ig , b lack  bruise on  his 
forehead, a lon g  cut in his left cheek, and his clothes 
w ere torn.

H e  b linked  at the sudden brightness, and I stepped 
briskly in  and s a id : “  H u llo , Q uain ton , o ld  c h a p ! 
I t ’ s a far cry  to the O xus. W h a t?  So y ou ’ re in 
another devil o f  a mess, I  find. W ell, I ’ve com e  to 
get y ou  ou t o f  it, i f  y ou ’ ll show  a little sense.”

Q uain ton  tum bled  to it like a k n ife ; he had never 
set eyes on  m e before, bu t he said sulkily: “  O h , it ’ s 
you , is it?  ”

“  I t ’ s m e,”  I  said. “  A n d  I ’ m  go in g  to take you  
a long for a qu iet talk w ith  T u ffin  abou t this business. 
But y o u ’ ll have to  give m e you r w ord  o f  h on ou r to 
com e  qu ietly  and  that, i f  w e d o n ’ t com e  to  terms, 
y o u ’ ll com e  straight back  here d irectly  I ask you , and 
let Fuchs chain  you  u p  again .”

Q u ain ton  gazed  at m e, s cow lin g ; then he sa id : 
“  I t  w on ’ t b e  any use. But I m ay as w ell hear w hat 
you  tw o swine have got to say. I ’ ll g ive you  m y 
w ord  o f  hon ou r to  com e  back  here w henever you  ask 
m e to .”

“  T h a t ’ s all righ t,”  I said cheerfully. iS U n d o  the 
shackle, F uchs.”

Fuchs look ed  from  one to the other o f  us, scow ling.
“  G et o n ,”  I  grow led . “  I  d o n ’ t w ant to b e  here 

w hen the p o lice  com e, and I ’ m  n ot go in g  w ithout 
Q u a in ton .”

T h a t settled him . H e  took  a key from  his py jam a- 
ja ck et p ocket and un locked  the shackle.

Q u ain ton  rose and stretched him self, and w e w ent 
downstairs, fo llow ed  b y  the uneasy Fuchs, ou t o f  the 
house, and in to the car w ithout exchanging a w ord . 
I  d id  n ot say g ood -b y e  to Fuchs.

W h en  the car was fairly started Q u ain ton  sa id : 
“  I ’ m  very m u ch  ob lig ed  to  you— very m uch  ob liged . 
But w h o are y o u ?  A n d  h ow  d id  you  com e in to it?  
A n d  h ow  on  earth d id  you  get on  to T u ffin ?  ”

“  I ’m  B arradine,”  I  said. “  I cam e into it because
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Miss Q u ain ton  was anxious, and  that d iam on d  pin  
that’s always stuck on  him  put m e on  to T u ffin .”

“  W ell, I ’ m  thankful it d id , for I  was in a worse 
h ole  than it looked. K id n a p p in g  isn’ t m u ch  in 
Fuchs’ line— really I forced  m yself on  h im — and he 
was beginn ing to get frightened. Y o u  know  w hat a 
frightened m an  is— he was beginn ing to p lan  h ow  to 
dispose o f  the b od y , I  fancy. H o w  on  earth d id  you  
get round  h im ?  ”

I  told  h im  h ow  m y title plus the T u ffin ’s ch equ e had 
w orked on  a Prussian m entality, and he laughed and 
s a id : “  O f  course— quite g ood  psych ology  to b lu ff  o n .”

I  took  h im  to  C adogan  Square, since Seraphita 
was there and supper was ready, and w e w ere m uch  
o f  a size so that he cou ld  change after a bath , and 
gratify at on ce  his desire to speak to the Tuffin .

W e cam e in to m y sm oking-room  to  find the scene 
u n ch a n g e d : T u ffin  still lay on  the sofa, look ing
thoughtfu l and  m orose ; Seraphita sat in  an easy 
ch a ir ; the poker was still in  the fire, still red -hot. 
She sprang up  w ith  a little cry  and threw  her arms 
rou n d  Q u a in ton ’ s neck  and kissed him .

W hen  he had finished telling her h ow  sorry he was 
for having w orried  her, he turned to the T u ffin  and 
s a id : “  I ’ ll g ive you  tw elve hours’ law , you  nasty th ie f 
and cur. I f  y ou ’re n ot ou t o f  the cou n try  b y  twelve 
to -m orrow  I ’ ll thrash you  till m y arm  gives ou t.”

T u ffin  looked  at the arm , the right, in a sickly w ay, 
and seem ed to have noth ing to  say. It  d id  not look  
an arm  that w ou ld  give ou t quickly.

I  untied h im  and rang for H a rcom b e , and L ittle- 
w ood , m y  m an, put Q uain ton  in  L ittlew ood ’s hands, 
and  told  H a rcom b e  to show  the T u ffin  ou t o f  the house. 
H e  was look ing m ore like a disgruntled rat than the 
anything, and left E ngland next m orn ing leaving no 
address.

T h ey  w ent, and I turned to  Seraphita.
She held ou t b oth  her hands to m e to  shake and 

sa id : “  I knew  y ou ’ d  d o  it. Y o u  are a d e a r ! ”
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“  Singe you  p rid e  you rse lf on  solving m ysteries,”  
said m y  U n cle  Q uintus, pu ffing from  a petty  p ipette  
the sm oke o f  som e preparation  o f  cannabis w h ich  had 
fo llow ed  h im  from  the East, “  I  w ill g ive  you  som e 
facts in  the case o f  a you n g  artist friend  o f  m ine, 
A u b rey  S m ith ; enough , I  should  think, for you  to  
e lucidate and exp la in  his troubles to m e, w ith ou t m y  
telling y ou  the successful conclusions arrived at b y  the 
detective in  charge. T h a t w ou ld  interest y o u ?  ”

“  In d eed , yes,”  I  rep lied , and  settled d ow n  in to  m y 
fireside arm -ch a ir to  listen attentively  and to m ake 
notes.

“  W e ll,”  pursued m y  U n cle  Q u in tu s : “  that n ight 
w hen  he was to  rescue tw o lives from — death , m ay  be, 
A u b rey  Sm ith , as was his w ay  on  W ednesdays, spent 
the even ing w ith  his sweetheart, H y ld a , at R ose  V illa , 
her h om e in C laph am . But from  the m om en t w hen 
she op en ed  the d o o r  to A u b rey  that even ing, H y ld a  
had  a feeling that this W ednesday  was in  som e w ay 
special and d ifferent from  the rest.

“  ‘ Q u ite  a b ea u ty ,’ she said o f  the b ou q u et w h ich  
A u b rey  han ded  her, bu t w ith  a tou ch  o f  rep roach  she 
said it, since A u b rey  cou ld  ill a fford  such displays. 
E very  W ednesday, it was true, he b rou g h t a b ou q u et, 
b u t this was a mass that m ust have cost ten shillings.

“  She w on d ered  w h y, and he knew  that she 
w on d ered , there was such a sym pathy betw een  their 
natures, yet he o ffered  n o  ex p la n a tion ; and  she 
w on d ered  w h y  he was in b lack , w ith  a b lack  tie. . . .

“  C apta in  H o o d  him self—  H y ld a ’ s father— n oticed  
it, as they sat to d inner, and m ade the rem ark, ‘  W h y , 
A u b rey , you  look  as i f  you  w ere in m ou rn in g  to -n ig h t.’

“  ‘ But you  know , S ir ,’ said A u b rey , ‘ that I am  the 
last o f  the crew — I haven ’ t a relative n ow  to  m ourn  
fo r . ’

“  But he said it w ith  shy eyelids, and  H y ld a , to 
w hose ken his soul was an op en  b o o k , understood
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that this even ing A u b rey , for  som e reason, was 
con cea lin g  som ething or  other from  her.

“  T h a t startled her h e a r t ! T h ere  was the b ig  
b ou q u et, the b lack  garb . . . . W h at, then, was in  the 
w in d ?  H er  eyes, w hen  he was look in g  at his p late, 
kept silently inqu iring  it o f  his face.

iS O n ce  w hen  C apta in  H o o d  had  lim p ed  his lam ed  
leg  to  his in g le -n ook  to  m use there over his ch eroot 
as usual, A u b re y  look ed  as i f  d isposed to  tell som e
th in g ; H y ld a  b y  this tim e h ad  w ith draw n  her 
pam p ered  L u p o t fidd le  from  its silk coverin g , and had 
it at her ch in , A u b rey  was accom p a n y in g  her on  the 
p ia n o , and all d ow n  R oseh ill R o a d  faces w ere look in g  
ou t from  the row s o f  oriels, as was usual on  W ednesday 
evenings, to  hear the m usic— for H y ld a , the h op e  o f  
the R o y a l C ollege , cou ld  m ake her fidd le  discourse 
strange sorrow s. She and A u b rey  h ad  d on e  the 
Sonata in F, and w ere a bou t to  g ive a Lied, w hen , in  
the in terval, their hands m et as they turned the 
leaves o f  the secon d  book , their hands and  their eyes, 
and  H y ld a  sm iled, and  he sm ile d ; and  he began  then
to  say, ‘ H y ld a , perhaps I  had  better tell you --------”
w hen  C apta in  H o o d  from  his n ook  ca lled  o u t ,6 A u b rey , 
let m e hear that last m e lod y  o f  the Wallenstein that I 
like ’ ; and A u b rey  ca lled  b a ck : ‘  Q u ite  so, S ir ,’ and 
started to render it.

“  A fter  w h ich  for  hours they w earied  ou t the ear 
w ith  sweetness, and  through  it all H y ld a  w aited  to 
hear, bu t A u b rey  said noth ing.

“  ‘ D ear heart,’ she w hispered to h im  at the d o o r  
near eleven  w hen  he was go in g , ga zin g  u p  a m om en t 
on  his breast in to  those g irl-begu ilin g  eyes o f  A u b rey ,
‘ G o d  keep y o u .’

“  H e  stooped  to kiss her— a steepish stoop , he was so 
h igh  u p  com p a red  w ith  her— saying, e W e ’ ll m eet for  
lu n ch eon  to -m orrow  at the C ircu s,’ and he w ent, she 
gazing after h im , he in  the falling snow  w avin g  his 
hat back  at her— the m ost p icturesque o ld  hat on  this 
p lanet, in  such an egregious tone o f  green , turned
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d ow n  over the nose, w ith  Art-Student and  Latin- 
Quarter w ritten  all over it— and he was gon e  from  her.

“  H e  took  train at C laph am  J u n ction  for V ictor ia , 
and  from  V ic to r ia  was o f f  a foot (to  save ’ b u s -fa re !) 
to his little flatlet in M a id a  V a le .

“ I t  was du rin g  this tram p that he rescued the tw o 
lives.

“  In  an alley beh in d  the E dgw are R o a d  it was. A t  
that very  spot, earlier in  the n ight, a hun gry m an , w h o  
had  desired to g o  to prison , had  broken  a street-lam p ; 
and  ju st there, as A u b rey  passed, stood  a ca b  and  a 
barrow , b lock in g  the w a y ; at the sam e m om en t a 
m otor-ca r  cam e rou n d  a corn er, and , its driver n ot 
apparently  sighting the barrow  u n der the c a b ’s 
shadow , dashed on . O u t o f  A u b re y ’s m ou th  a shout 
o f  w arn ing b r o k e ; in  the rashness o f  the m om en t he 
even  ran ou t from  the pavem ent, so that, a lthough  the 
driver at on ce  had  his brakes on , A u b rey  was knocked  
staggering, as the car b u m p ed  softly u p on  the barrow .

“  In  a m om en t there stood  w ith  h im  an o ld  m an  and 
a you n g  lad y  from  the car, the o ld  m an  s a y in g :
‘ M y  dear S ir ! are you  h u rt?  ’

“  ‘ N o t  a b i t ! ’ A u b rey  cried .
“  e P apa , this is you  in the ro le  o f  ch au ffeu r,’ the 

y ou n g  lad y  rem arked— in a qu eer species o f  w hisper, 
husky, rap id , w h ich , h ow ever (th ough  the noise o f  
the engine, running free, was in the ea r), A u b rey  
cou ld  still hear.

“  ‘ N ow , L a u r a ! ’— the o ld  m an  turned u p on  her 
to  insist that he was an accom plish ed  chau ffeur, then 
requested that A u b rey  m ust g o  h om e w ith  h im  for a 
glass o f  w hisky, rather con firm in g  A u b re y ’s surmise 
that he was talking to  an Irishm an.

“  ‘ But, Sir, really--------’ he began  to say.
“  ‘ Y es, c o m e ,’ L au ra  said to  h im  in that sam e 

w hispered w ay, and he gathered  that her vo ice , ow in g  
to  som e a ffection  o f  the v oca l chords, was gon e.

“  e Y es, c o m e .’ T h ere  she stood , a lm ost as tall as 
her tall father, d raped  in a pony-skin  coa t, its open in g
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fram in g  her face. 4 Y es, c o m e .’ A n d  n ow  he 
w ent.

“  ‘ A n  a d v en tu re ! ’ he said, as the three passed in to 
a house in  B rook  S treet: ‘ on  m y  b irthday , t o o ’—  
this fa ct n o t hav ing been  m en tion ed  to  his sweetheart, 
H y ld a  H o o d ; and  although  he and  H y ld a  had  been  
engaged  since they w ere thirteen, H y ld a  still rem ained 
ign orant w hat d ay  his b irth d ay  was.

“  4 Y o u r  b ir th d a y ?  ’ from  the o ld  m an , w hose nam e 
had  n ow  turned ou t to  b e  Sir Ph ipps O ’D ow d y  
O ’D o n a g u e : ‘ n ow , that’ s singular. I ’ ll g ive you  
som e w hisky for  it— com e  o n ! ’

“  A u b rey  was b rou g h t in to an apartm ent w ith  silken 
walls and tw o braw lin g  fire s ; and here, poin ting  to a 
p ictu re , he said at on ce , ‘ W h y , I  saw that in last 
year’ s A ca d e m y .’

44 ‘ E g o  p in x i, ’ L au ra  said w ith  a curtsey.
44 ‘ A w fu lly  w ell d o n e ,’ he breathed  under it.
44 1 Praise from  R a p h a e l.’ She curtseyed again.
44 4 W h o  to ld  you  that I  am  an artist? ’ he asked.
44 4 1 m ay be  d u m b ,’ she said, 4 b u t I ’ m  n ot b lin d .’
4 4 4 You d u m b ?  ’ he c r ie d : 4 n o t qu ite , I  th in k ! ’
44 H er  tongue flew  as she sat stooped  forw ard  

before  h im , her ch in  on  her fists, flew  in that breathy 
throat-w hisper that w ent on  as busily  as a threshing- 
m ach in e, o r  p ad d le -b oxes  threshing the se a ; and  he, 
listening w ith  on e  ear to  her and  w ith  the other to 
her father— for they fou gh t against each  other, 
speaking together in  a race— thought that he had  
never ligh ted  u p on  a pa ir o f  such live and brilliant 
beings. Father and daughter tossed rains o f  repartee 
at each  other, jeered  at each  other, despaired o f  each  
other, yet w ere evidently  chum s. N either cou ld  sit 
still six m inutes. S ir Phipps ju m p e d  u p  to  show  the 
latest n ovel b y  B ourget, L aura  ju m p e d  u p , hum m ing, 
to dash her hand over the p iano-keys, to show  a W elsh  
crow th , o r  a  m iniature o f  C oq u elin . B efore tw enty 
m inutes A u b rey  was at h om e w ith  th e m ; and once—  
the w hisky had then com e, and  L aura  had  run ou t



for a m om en t— Sir Ph ipps furtively  took  from  ou t o f  
his breast-pocket a p h otograp h , and  furtively  gave 
A u b rey  a glim pse o f  it— the p h otograp h  o f  a lady.

“  ‘ W ell, the o ld  s in n er ! ’ was A u b re y ’s first th o u g h t; 
his second  w a s : ‘ H o w  perfect a b e a u ty ! *

“  ‘ L a  R o s a ,’ w hispered the o ld  m an , thinking 
apparently  that A u b rey  w ou ld  k n ow  the n a m e ; bu t 
A u b rey  had n o  n otion  w h o L a  R osa  was.

“  H e  w anted  to  take the p h otograp h  to feast his 
eyes on  i t ; bu t n ow  they cou ld  hear L a u ra ’s steps, and 
Sir Phipps hurried ly  h id  it.

“  A fter this for hours A u b rey  cou ld  h ard ly  find a 
ch an ce  to say ‘ N ow  I m ust g o  ’ : i f  he d id , it was at 
on ce  drow n ed  in  talk, and  he passed a m erry  n ight, 
w h ich  was on ly  m arred  b y  on e  aw kw ard m om en t, 
w hen , during another absence o f  L aura , Sir Phipps 
hurried ly  drew  a ch equ e, and held  it ou t to A u brey .

“  ‘ M y  g o o d  s ir ! ’ A u b rey  breathed  w ith  shy eyelids.
“  ‘ T u s h ! ’ Sir Phipps said, ‘ you  are on ly  a b oy , and 

I  an o ld  fellow  w hose life you  have saved— you r 
b irthday, to o . ’

“  ‘ Yes, S ir,’— from  A u b rey , w ith  a breath  o f  
laughter, ‘ bu t, really— I am  on ly  sorry that these 
things ca n ’ t be  d o n e .’

“  * O h , w ell, w e w o n ’ t quarrel over it ’— Sir Phipps 
tore the ch equ e in  shreds.

“  A u b rey  cou ld  hear B ig Ben striking three, as he 
stepped ou t in to  streets n ow  p ow d ery  w ith  snow , over 
w h ich  a late and  w an ing m oon  had  m oved  up , 
revealing h im  to  L aura , w h o  at a  w in d ow  peered 
after h im  till he d isappeared . L aura  at that 
w in d ow  then clasped  her hands beh in d  her neck, and 
stretched, and then, a lone in  the room , lay sideways on  
a sofa, and  m used. W h a t a tall, rou gh -c lad  fe llow ! 
she th o u g h t; his dash o f  dark  m oustache d id  n ot cov er  
his rich  l ip s ; he had  a m odest w a y  o f  low ering his eye
lids, w h ich  was b oth  shy and d isd a in fu l; he threw  out 
o d d  breaths o f  la u g h ter : and under the eyelids, eyes 
all beauty , like the M oon lig h t Sonata, drow sy, b row n ,
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brow n . She turned, and stretched, m urm uring, 
‘ Y es, ch a rm in g ,’ w ith  h a lf  a yaw n , and h a lf  a laugh, 
and  said 6 A h  ! ’

“  A u b rey , for his part, on  getting h om e, sat u p  yet 
an h ou r sm oking cigarettes, thinking it ou t, and soon  
cam e to the con clu sion  that he w ou ld  go  n o  m ore to 
the O ’ D onagues. L au ra  was a rem arkable creature, 
he th ou g h t! So lively , vital— and p re tty ; even  the 
loss o f  her v o ice  som ehow  added  to h e r : ju st as she 
was, she was— she, was ‘ ju st so.’ H is brain  kept 
com p a rin g  L au ra  w ith  H y ld a : H y ld a  was little,
L aura  b i g ; H y ld a  was fair, w ith  a b roa d  face, 
d im ples in  her sm ile, brigh t eyes that la u g h e d ; L aura  
was dark, and had  ga u d y  eyes. W h ich  was the 
prettier— L aura  or H y ld a ?  C ertain ly , L aura  was as 
far prettier than H y ld a  as L a  R osa  was m ore love ly  
than L aura. But H y ld a  was g ood , born  g o o d  to the 
heart— was L aura  g o o d ?  L au ra  was glitter, H y ld a  
was g o ld ; i f  L aura  was a genius, H y ld a  was an angel. 
‘ W ell, the b irth d ay  has com e, and the b irth d ay  has 
g o n e ,’ he m urm ured  at last; and tossing o f f  the 
m ou rn in g  clothes, he turned in  to bed .

“  T h e  next d a y  at lu n ch eon  in their usual P iccad illy  
tea-shop , on  his relating the adventure to H y ld a , she 
overw h elm ed  h im  w ith  questions as to L aura—  
L a u ra ’ s looks, L a u ra ’ s throat-w hisper, L a u ra ’ s touch , 
and  was she really  so very  clever ? ‘ A n d  are you
expected  to g o  b a ck ?  ’— her eyes fastened on  his face, 
for  w herever she was w ith  him , she cou ld  n ot help  it, 
she cou ld  see noth ing  bu t h im  a lo n e ; she hun g on ly  
u p on  h im , her soul dan cin g  in her g ladden ed  glances : 
‘ d id  they seem really  to  w ant you  again  ? ’

“ ‘ I think so ,’ A u b rey  an sw ered ; ‘ bu t I ’m  n ot 
goin g , all the sam e.’

“  ‘ W h y  n o t?  ”
“  ‘  H ard  to say qu ite  w h y .’ H is eyes d rop p ed  from  

her face.
“  But A u b rey  was n ot to escape the ba ron et so 

easily, for  on ly  a w eek later that R o lls  ca r  w h ich  he



had  saved from  a shock drew  u p  before  his b lo ck  o f  
flats, the O ’ D on agu e m ounted  m an y stairs to h im , and, 
g lan cin g  rou n d  A u b re y ’s ch eap  bu t chaste interior, 
rem a rk ed : * N ow , this is a ch arm in g  den  I  find  you  
i n ! ’ w h ile  A u b rey  stood  all shy eyes at the h on ou r, and 
brou g h t forth  liqueurs. T h e  fact was, that the o ld  
baron et had  an absolute need  o f  som eone new  to 
w h om  to give peeps o f  S a lvadora  R o sa ’ s p h otograp h  
and  m ake a con fidan t o f, and his fan cy  had  fixed 
u p on  A u b re y : so that w ith in  a m on th  or  tw o now , 
A u b rey , w ith out having ever set eyes on  her, knew  L a  
R osa  b y  rote. She turned ou t to b e  a lady  w ith  
som ething o f  a E u ropean  fam e, Spanish b y  b irth , 
d ivorced  w ife  o f  a  Polish C o u n t ; and w hat m ain ly  
m ade her notorious, apart from  som e duels and 
suicides w h ich  had  been  due to  her, was the fact that 
she had a little daughter w h om  her ex-husband had 
for  years been  seeking to sneak from  h e r : for this 
ch ild , on  attaining her eighteenth year, w ou ld  b e  as 
r ich  as Croesus: so S alvadora  R osa , w h o  seem ed to 
have a keen sense o f  the g o o d  o f  m on ey , stuck to the 
ch ild , though its father was its law fu l gu ardian . A t  
that m om ent, Sir Ph ipps told  A u b rey , though  scores 
o f  secret emissaries in several countries w ere intrigu ing 
to  get at the ch ild , p rob a b ly  n o  soul bu t S a lvadora  
R osa  and her ow n  agents had  any n otion  w here the 
ch ild  was.

“  ‘ M ust be  a clever sort o f  la d y ,’ A u b rey  rem arked.
“  ‘ C lever as ten m o n k ey s ! ’ Sir Phipps cried  out.
“  ‘ R i c h ? ’
“  ■ She is like a bank  or  the Severn— som etim es full, 

som etim es em p ty ,’ S ir Ph ipps O ’ D o w d y  O ’ D on agu e 
a n sw ered : ‘ it  com es and  it goes, like a m a id ’ s flushes 
and  the m on th ly  m oon . A t  present, it strikes m e, she 
is rather hard u p — embarrasee, her little tongue calls it, 
w ith  a ro ll on the r . ’

“  * T a k e  care she doesn ’ t get w hat she wants from  
you, S ir .’

“  ‘ M y  dear fellow , you  are talking o f  a la d y .’
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“  ‘  I  b eg  p a rd o n ,’ A u b rey  said.
“  But he seem ed destined to  have to  hear o f  L a  

R o s a : a lthough  he d id  n o t  g o  to  B rook  Street (save 
on ce  to a  crush -reception , w hen he g o t  on ly  glim pses 
o f  Miss O ’ D on agu e) B rook  Street cam e to h im . O n e  
d ay , look in g  ou t o f  the w in d ow , d ow n  there in  the 
street he saw a g ig  ro ll slow ly past, the reins in a 
la d y ’s h an d , and  the lad y  was L aura  O ’D on agu e. 
H e  w atch ed  w ith  interest to  see i f  she g lan ced  u p  at 
his w indow s, b u t she d id  not. H ow ev er, on e  d ay  
som e three m onths later he op en ed  his d o o r  to  a rap , 
an d  there, to  his am azem ent, was the busy breath  o f  
L au ra , w h isp er in g : * I  have to talk to you  abou t 
P apa . I t  is serious.’

I t  was all a b ou t L a  R osa— and— her— P apa that 
she had  c o m e !

“  ‘ Y o u  have a lo t  o f  in fluence over P apa , let m e tell 
y o u ,’ she said, seated w ith in  the n ook  m ad e b y  the 
ha lf-rou n d  seat that surrounded  A u b re y ’s firep la ce :
* he never so took  to anyone as to  y o u ; and  you  have 
to  speak to h im .’

“  A u b rey  began  to sa y : 4 I ’m  rather afraid--------’
“  But she s a id : ‘  N o , really, you  d o n ’ t know  h ow  

serious it i s : he is getting m ore  and m ore  entangled  
w ith  this lad y , and  three days ago, ju st after getting 
h om e from  her p lace , had  a m ost strange illness. . . .’

** ‘ O h , I  say, Miss O ’ D o n a g u e ! ’
“  * Y o u  have n o  idea  o f  this w om a n ,’ L aura  said—

* she sticks at noth ing . I  have never seen her, bu t 
on e  n ight last w eek, at the M ansion  H ouse, D etective - 
Sergeant Barker— ever heard o f  B arker?— im pressed 
u p on  m e that she’ s m ost dangerous, said that the 
w om a n ’ s hungers are like a tiger’ s, and it is on ly  
because she is so m u ch  deeper than the E u ropean  
p o lice  that she can  con tin u e  her career .’

“  A u b rey , w ith  puckered  brow s, sat at a loss w hat 
to  say, bu t in  the end  prom ised  to use his ‘ in fluence 
w ith  p o o r  P a p a ,’ and  after an h ou r ’s w ind-storm  o f  
w hispering, M iss O ’ D on agu e  at last accused  herself
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o f  be in g  u n con ven tion a l in  com in g  a lone, and  left 
h im .

“  T w o  m onths later, in  Ju ly , he spent a w eek-end  
w ith  the O ’ D onagues at C lann ing , their seat in 
G loucestershire, and then, as they w en t to Ita ly , saw 
them  n o  m ore  for  som e m onths.

“  It  was autum n w hen the O ’ D onagues returned to  
E ngland , passed a fortn ight in  G loucestershire, and  
then w ere in  L o n d o n  on ce  m ore, L a  R osa  having also 
been  abroad  at the sam e t im e ; and  shortly after she 
was back , they w ere back .

“  A u b rey  was at w ork  one a fternoon  in  N ovem b er on  
a Kermesse, w hen the O ’D on agu e anew  cam e breezily  
in , and , before  the easel, broke ou t in to, ‘ M y  dear b oy , 
this is you r m asterpiece— it really  is a q u a tro cen to ; 
I ’ ll give you  a hundred  pounds d ow n  for  it . ’

“  ‘ Y o u r  daughter w ou ld  n ot let it  enter her doors, 
S ir ,’ A u b rey  answ ered. ‘ Still, I  qu ite  h op e  to  sell it,
and in that case--------’

“  ‘ W e ll?  ’
“  ‘ T h ere  w ill be  a w edd in g , S ir ! ’
“ ‘ T h e n  sell to  m e ! Sell to m e ! I  o ffer tw o 

hundred------- ’
“  ‘ N ot tw o hundred  p en ce , Sir. I t  shall g o  o f f  on  its 

m erits, or  n ot at all. L e t ’s talk abou t yourself.’
“  ‘ I  am  n ow  straight from  R e g e n t ’s Park (Regent's 

Park m eant S a lvadora  R o s a ) ; g o t b ack  from  Ita ly  
three weeks ago, then w ent d ow n  to  C lanning—  
beastly unpleasant th ing happened  d ow n  there— give 
m e a glass o f  l iq u e u r : I  d o n ’ t feel w ell to -d a y , b o y . ’

“  ‘ W hat unpleasant thing, S ir?  ’— A u b rey  pre
sented liqueur.

“  ‘ N o t  seen it in the p ap ers?  L ittle  girl o f  seven 
lost from  the village— vanished— I knew  her qu ite  
w e ll; little thing nam ed  A d a  Price— black -h aired—  
W elsh— n ice  little thing— ch ild  o f  on e  o f  m y  under
keepers— the w hole  countryside searched, ev ery b od y  
very excited , and  the bu rden  o f  it all on  m e— O h , I  
say, I feel bad , A u b re y .’
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“  E ven  as he sipped the liqueu r Sir Phipps becam e 

pale, and  presently A u b rey  had to a ccom p a n y  him  
b e low  to  his car, the baron et was so tottery. H o w 
ever, Sir Phipps d id  n ot look  m orta lly  ill, and it was 
p ro fou n d ly  shocking w hen  at n ine o ’ c lo ck  that n ight 
A u b rey  g o t  a t e le g r a m : c P apa  d ied  in  the car on  the 
w a y  h om e from  you . I  w ish to  see you . L aura  
O ’ D on a g u e .’

“  S o he was gon e, the gay, the boun tifu l o ld  fellow , 
w ith  his grey  im peria l and  regal brow . A u b rey ’ s 
heart sm ote h im  at the thought o f  the daughter, 
w h o , he knew  w ell, w ou ld  b e  very  d eep ly  bereaved, 
and he hurried  to her in  B rook  Street.

“  H e  fou n d  her in the baron et ’s b ed room , how ever, 
qu ite  her average self, chatty, agile, show ing n o  sign 
that anyth ing ou t o f  the co m m o n  had  happened . 
O n ly  on ce , w hen  she thought that he was n ot look ing, 
he saw her shake her head at her father’ s portrait, 
and  sm ile sorrow fu lly  at it, w ith  the rep roach  o f  love . 
F rom  the chau ffeur she a lready knew  all the o ld  m a n ’ s 
m ovem ents that a fte rn o o n : h ow  he had  passed from  
R eg en t ’s Park to A u b re y ’s ;  and n ow  she w ished to 
know  from  A u b rey  h ow  he had beh aved  at the flat, 
w hat the conversation  had  been  abou t, i f  he had  look ed  
ill from  the first, had  had  anything to  drink . . . ?

“  ‘  H e  was hard ly  ten m inutes w ith  m e ,’ A u b rey  
to ld  her. ‘ First he w anted  to  b u y  m y  Kermesse, 
then he spoke o f  his doings since his arrival from  Ita ly , 
then o f  an unpleasant th ing h appen ing  d ow n  at 
G lanning, and  then, saying he felt b a d , asked for  a 
liq u eu r.’

“  * H e  isn ’ t ly in g  there p oison ed , is he ? ’ asked L aura  
qu ite  ca lm ly  over the baron et on  his bed .

“  ‘  O h , I  say, d o n ’ t--------’ A u b rey  breathed , shrinking.
“ c A u b rey , this w orld  isn’ t d on e  all in  w ater

co lou rs ,’ she said to him .
“  A u b rey ’ s eyes d rop p ed . L aura  had  ca lled  h im  

‘ A u b rey  ’ ! A n d  even in  the presence o f  that 
sternness on  the b ed , som e nerve o f  h im  that ran d ow n



A  C A S E  F O R  D E D U C T I O N248

from  his crow n  to  his feet thrilled through out, his 
b row  rushing in to  b row n  w ith  a blush.

“  T h a t w ild  w ord  ‘ p o ison ,’ h ow ever, was on ly  that 
on e  tim e uttered, since there was noth ing to  suggest 
such a thing to  any m in d , and as Sir Ph ipps’ physician 
had  lon g  been  aw are that the baron et was suffering 
from  ‘ to b a cco  heart,’ liab le  to  sudden d ilatation , the 
death -certificate and verd ict w ere in  a ccorda n ce .

“  A ll during that funeral w eek A u b rey  was so m u ch  
w ith  Laura , d riv ing w ith  her, acting  the lackey, that 
actually  on  three days o f  it he d id  n ot see H y ld a  at 
a l l ;  m oreover, an o ld  gentlem an, the execu tor  in 
charge o f  the funeral arrangem ents, co o lly  m ade use 
o f  h im  as a clerk, as though he was o f  the fam ily . 
H e  was on e  o f  the last w hose gaze  rested on  the 
baron et ’ s face, and he fo llow ed  the o ld  m an  to  the 
grave in the brou gh am  that d rove  next after L au ra ’ s.

“  O n  returning from  the grave-side, ‘ N ow  for som e 
H y ld a ! ’ he sighed to  h im se lf w ith  a certa in  hunger, 
like on e  yearn ing for  fresh air and  rest ; b u t the first 
th ing the next m orn in g  for h im  was yet a telegram  
from  L aura in  the w o r d s : ‘ M ore  death— I should 
like to see y o u .’

“  W h en  he w ent to  her it was to  learn that an o ld  
person, k now n as D aven p ort, a butler, for over thirty 
years in the service o f  Sir Phipps, had  sudden ly 
ceased to live on  returning from  the funeral— a new  
w oe  w h ich  had the e ffect o f  throw ing L au ra  O ’ D on a - 
gu e in to  an extraord inary  passion o f  anguish. A t  her 
father’s death  her self-control had  been  so com plete  
as to appear even  co ld  to ev e ry o n e ; bu t less carefu l, 
m aybe, in this lesser case, at this second  stroke she 
brok e ou t in to  torrents o f  tears, terrib ly  tantrum s, 
hysterias, that astounded her household . A u b rey , 
h ow ever, found  her in  a con d ition  o f  m ere depression 
and  ill-tem per, like a ch ild  sullen after punishm ent. 
She w ou ld  h ard ly  speak to  h im , and  w hen he touched  
her han d, saying, ‘ L aura , I  am  sorry ,’ she r e p lie d : 
‘ O h , m y  b ack  is b roa d . W h y  d id  you  c o m e ?  ’
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“  * D id  you  n ot send for m e ?  ’
“  s A n d  y ou  w ere w eak enough  to  com e. . . . T ak e  

care I  d o n ’ t w rite to  w arn Miss H o o d  that you  are 
always pursuing m e .’

“  * M y  g o o d  L a u r a ! She w ou ld  on ly  lau gh .’
“  * W h a t ! is she so absolutely sure o f  y o u ?  ’
“  ‘  Q u ite  absolu tely .’
“  L aura ’ s lips tightened a little in  a silence. She 

ju m p e d  u p , hum m ing, to  a  w in dow , her right hand 
on  her right h ip  in her habitual pose.

“ £ But w hat abou t this p oor  D a ven p ort,’  said
A u b r e y : ‘  at w hat h ou r------- ? ’

“  ‘  O h , p ray  d o n ’ t m ention  to m e the nam e o f  
D a ven p ort,”  said sh e : ‘ I  am  soaked w ith  dea th .’

“  A u b rey  w ondered  w hy he had  been  sent for, since 
she snapped at everyth ing w h ich  he cou ld  find to s a y ; 
and before  lon g  left her a lone to  her sorrows.

“ I t  was still too  soon  for h im  to g o  to  the tea-shop 
to  H yld a , so he w ent h om e on ce  m ore, and it was as he 
n ow  op en ed  his fla t-d oor that he saw on  the floor th e  
note w h ich  was to p lay  nine-pins w ith  his w hole  life.

“  It  cam e from  som e attorneys, and it was a 
breathless A u b rey  Sm ith w hose eyes perused these 
lines:

“  ‘ . . . have the pleasure to in form  you  . . .  b y  the 
last w ill o f  the late Sir Phipps O ’D o w d y  O ’D on agu e 
. . . you  b ecom e  the life-legatee o f  the sum  o f  
^ 1 7 5  per annum  . . . shall b e  pleased to see you  at 
you r con ven ien ce  . . . Ife  &  Siem ens. . . . ’

“  S o g ood , so large, the o ld  m a n ! A  g ood  heart 
that w ished on e  w e ll! A u b rey ’s eyes sprang w ater, 
and  then— he ran. O utside, he found w alking too  
slow  now , a ’bus too  slow , he sprang in to a ca b — for 
the tea-shop. But he was too  soon , H ylda  had not 
com e, and  n ow  he paced  im patiently  abou t, counting 
the seconds, w aiting for the appearance d ow n  P icca 
d illy  o f  a neat figure w ith  a w inged toque on  her head. 
A n yh ow , all was w ell now , his w ay clear. Just that



little sum  each  year, the d ifference it w ou ld  m ak e! 
in  three days’ tim e he cou ld  b e  m arried. . . . F or 
four years n ow , since she was seventeen, H y ld a  and 
he had  been  ever on  the ju m p  o f  be in g  m arried , bu t 
always the sam e tiny  trouble— n o  m on ey  to  bu y  
things w ith. T h e  o ld  captain  on  his ha lf-pay had 
none, A u b rey ’s m asterpieces had  had  n o  m arket. 
N ow  it was w ell.

44 4 I  haven ’ t really w orked, you  know , H y ld a ,’ he 
said to  her in the teashop that d a y : 4 I see it now . 
I  seem to b e  the laziest beggar goin g , som ehow . 
But w o n ’ t I  w ork  now, b y  J o v e ! ’

“  ‘  D ear, you  have w orked  h ard ,’ she answ ered, 
4 and this is you r  w ell-earned  rew ard. A re  you  g lad  
n ow  that you  m et the m otor-ca r?  Suppose you  
h ad n ’ t gon e  h om e on  foot from  V ic to r ia  that n ig h t . . . .  
H o w  things com e  a b o u t! Y o u  w ere all in b lack  that 
night, and they say that b lack  is lu ck y .’

“  4 But, H yld a , tell m e frankly,’ A u b rey  said, 4 is it 
n ot a  fact that w e can  b e  m arried  straight aw ay ? ’

44 4 D ear, there seems to  b e  n o  reason w hy n ot,’ 
H y ld a  a n sw ered : 4 y ou  know  that I  can  usually w in 
P apa .’

54 4 T h en , let’ s take a ha lf-holiday and go  n ow  
straight d ow n  to  C lapham . . . . ’

44 4 R ea lly  so eager for m e ?  ’ she asked gravely , her 
gaze fixed on  his face.

4 4 H yld a , w o n ’ t it b e  like striking h om e after som e 
vast tra m p ?  I dream t on e  n ight that I  had  n o  legs, 
and  oh , the g lory  w hen I w oke and  had  m y legs! 
I t ’ ll b e  like that rather, d o n ’ t you  th ink ? ’

44 4 D ear, it w ill, rather,’ she agreed.
44 4 W ell, then, eager is hardly the w o r d : I ’ m  afraid 

I  am  a little o f f  m y n u t.’
44 4 A ll r igh t, le t ’s go , then. . . .’
44 It  was soon  se ttled : for though  C apta in  H ood , 

w h o  was o f  an  u n m od em  school, w ou ld  not hear o f  the 
R eg istry  O ffice , bu t m ust have a ch u rch -w ed d in g , he 
agreed that the banns should b e  g iven  in im m ediately.
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A n d  n ow  cam e busy days for A u b rey  Sm ith. H is 
den  was all too  sm all to  take H yld a  in to, so that had to 
b e  ch a n g ed ; and since they w ere an artist-pair, no 
ord inary  purchases w ou ld  d o  for the furnishing o f  that 
h o m e : stem  w ere A u b rey ’s exclusions o f  this and that, 
delicate his selections, n o t o f  the dearest, n or  even o f  
the best, bu t o f  the best for his idea  and d re a m ; and 
all this n eeded  tim e. A t  n ight he w ou ld  com e h om e 
w orn  out, lacked  the tim e to ca ll on  the attorneys, as 
he had been  asked to , forgot L aura  O ’D on a gu e ’s 
existence, and  o f  the sm all sum  in his bank spent every 
penny on  the strength o f  his fresh wealth.

O n ce  on ly— one foren oon— he saw L aura for a 
m om en t close to  H y d e  Park C orner, she all m ourn ing 
b lack  in  her c a r ; and she stopped  to besiege A u b rey ’s 
ear w ith  her busy breath-w hispering, asking, ‘  H ave  
you  h ea rd ?  ’

“  ' W h a t?  ’ he asked.
“  * A b o u t  the w om a n .’
“  * W h ich  w om a n ?  ’
“  ‘  W h y , L a  R osa .’
“  ‘ N o , n ot heard .’
“  ‘ I t  was in  the papers.’
“  ‘  I  never read  papers.’
“  ‘ N ot on e  pen n y does she t o u c h ! P apa has left 

her thirty thousand pounds on  a life -policy— that’s 
w h y  she poison ed  him . . . .’

“  * O h , L aura , really y ou  are not to say such things 
even in  fu n .’

“  £ N ot on e  penny does she touch , th o u g h ! I m ean 
to fight it in every possible w ay— ‘ undue influence ’—  
W h en  are you  co m in g ?  ’

“  ‘ S oon .’
“  ‘ I  d o n ’ t w ant y o u .’
“  ‘ T h en  I  w on ’ t co m e .’
“  ‘ Y es, d o . G o o d -b y e — — ’ She was aw ay.
“  It  was on  that sam e night, five days before his 

w edd in g -day , that A u b rey  fou n d  aw aiting h im  at 
h om e yet another letter from  the lawyers, this one
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stating that, as his legacy  was, b y  the terms o f  the 
w ill, to  b e  p a id  on  his b irthday, the firm  w ou ld  b e  g lad  
i f  he w ou ld  send them  a certificate o f  birth.

“  H avin g  read it, A u b rey  sat dow n , and  w ith  his 
b row  on  his hand stared there at the floor  w ithout a 
m otion  for an h o u r ; and th ou gh  n o  m oan  brok e 
from  him , his head  hung low , like a m an w h o  has 
received  a grievous b low , u p on  w h om  g loom  and ruin  
have sudden ly sw ooped .

“  It  w ou ld  have been  far better, he thought, then, 
i f  he had  never m et that m otor-car  that night o f  his 
b irthday , and m any times he asked h im self w ith  
torture w hy he had  ever m entioned  to Sir Phipps that 
that was his b ir th d a y : for it was clear that the 
baron et’ s idea  in  thus draw ing the w ill was to  rem ind 
h im  through  life o f  the rescue he had effected  that 
n ig h t: and  A u b rey  bu ried  his head, shaking it from  
side to  side, asking h im self h ow  he was to tell H yld a  
that they cou ld  not, after all, m arry, h ow  he was to 
m ake her understand that it was n o  m ere delay that 
had arisen, bu t a perm anent m atter— unless he was to 
reveal to  her n ow  a thing, an o ld  tale o f  sin and 
sorrow , a strange and om inous date, w h ich  he had  so 
far very artfu lly con trived  to h ide  from  her ken. H ow  
tell her this n ow  ? H o w  overthrow  n ow  all her hopes—  
for years perhaps? H o w  pay  for the ordered  articles 
o f  furniture that w ere w aiting for paym ent ? A  
thousand ‘ how s ’ h ou n ded  h im , to  w h ich  he found  
never an answer, and he sat in  this despair till near 
ten o ’ c lock , enervated b y  it, craven , lack ing the energy 
to  raise his head.

“  But on  a sudden he started, he was up , w ith  the 
cry , * Smith ’ !

“  T h ere  was m ore than one A u b rey  Sm ith in the 
w o r ld !

“  H ow ever, he hesitated a little, scratched his fore
head , w ith  a puckered  nose, asking h im s e lf ' W ou ld  it 
b e  qu ite  p retty ?  ’ But the relief, the gaiety, revealed 
in his grim ace, p roved  that his m ind  had  really
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d ecid ed , w hatever scruples m ight com e  b e tw een ; 
and  sudden ly he had snatched his hat, and was aw ay 
w ith  a rush.

“  In  a ca b  he drove  to  a dreary by-street near Russell 
Square, to  a board ing -hou se in it, w here in answer to 
his qu ery  i f  M r. A u b rey  Sm ith was in , a girl answered 
h im : ‘  I  think he is— right at the top , the d oor  facing 
the stairs ’ ; and  w ith  carefu l footsteps A u brey  
c lim bed  through  a darkness that had  a fusty od ou r, 
h igh  up , till he saw ligh t through a keyhole, tapped  at 
the d oor , and  n ow  a m an in  a rather ragged  dressing- 
gow n  appeared , peering, dem anding, ‘ W h o  is it ?  ’

“  ‘ Y o u r  nam esake, S m ith .’
“  * O -h o - o - o ! ’ cried  the other Sm ith. ‘ M y  dear 

fellow , com e  in ’— he bent cord ia lly  over A u b rey ’s 
h a n d ; how ever, he suddenly added , ‘ W ait a  m om en t,’ 
turned back  inw ards, was heard w hispering to 
som eone, and it was tw o m inutes before  he returned to 
let A u b rey  in.

“  T h is A u b rey  Sm ith the S econ d  was a m an  o f  fifty, 
handsom e, w ith  the rather exaggerated m anner w h ich  
som e ju d g es  call ‘ fascinating ’ (he had been  schooled , 
and had  lived , m ain ly a b r o a d ) ; a m ilitary m oustache, 
a du ca l ca rr ia g e ; and here was a m an o f  contrasts—  
cousin  o f  a  n ob lem an , had h ob -n ob b ed  w ith  princes, 
liv in g  n ow  in  a den  w ith  holes in  the carpet and a 
broken  teapot on  the h ob . W hat that head  o f  his 
d id  n ot know  o f  this w orld  was not w orth  k n o w in g ; 
and  w h o  cou ld  converse o f  it m ore  ch arm in g ly?  
yet there he was, ageing and a failure. H e  had  had a 
career ! H a d  been  frozen  ou t o f  the B ritish-Indian 
arm y, had sung in Ita lian  O p era  at La Sc ala, had  been  
forb idden  everm ore to  show  his nose in  M on te  C arlo. 
But though  A u b rey  had  lon g  know n Sm ith, and had  a 
sure im pression that Sm ith was hardly  a saint, he knew  
n o  details in particu lar.

“  ‘ M y  dear fe llo w ! ’ Sm ith cried , * you  are the very 
m an, for I  have n ow  a schem e on  hand that should 
brin g  us in  the coolest five thousand each  w ithout fa il.’
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“  A u b rey  laughed , for m any w ere Sm ith ’s schem es, 
and n ow  he was abou t to  d o  som ething astounding in 
w ines, n ow  to  sell a m ine, to  b u y  a public-house, or 
bu ild  fla ts : bu t noth ing  ever h a p p e n e d : so A u b rey  
said ‘  I , too , have a sch em e: that’ s w h y I ’m  co m e .’

“  Instantly Sm ith  was gravity  itself; a look  o f  
eagerness and business rushed to  those o ld  eyes that 
had seen so m u c h : bu t at that m om ent, be fore  A u brey  
cou ld  say m ore, a girl o f  seven, running in  from  an 
inner room , was before  them .

“  A t  this Sm ith look ed  very pu t out, and was abou t 
to bu n dle  her back  ou t o f  sight, w hen A u b rey  said, 
‘ This you r little girl, S m ith ? I ’ m  sure I  d id n ’ t k n ow  
that you  had a ch ild .’

“  ‘ A  n e ig h bou r ’s ch ild  ’— from  Sm ith  shyly.
“  ‘ Isn ’ t she a little beau ty .’
“  ‘ C om e, com e, you n g  lady, in to the next r o o m ! ’ 

Sm ith n ow  said in  French .
“  ‘ Alors, tu es frangaise, mademoiselle ? ’ A u b rey  asked.
“  ‘ Oui, monsieur, ’ the b lack -h aired  ch ild  replied, 

w ith  qu ite  a  n ice  b o w  o f  the head , and , ca tch in g  u p  a 
d o ll ou t o f  the fender, she ran aw ay b a ck  in.

“  ‘ L ook  here, it ’ s like this, S m ith ,’ A u b rey  n ow  said, 
sitting on  a shaky chair before  Sm ith on  the b ed , ‘ I 
have ju st been  left a legacy--------’

“  ‘ O -h o -o -o ! ’ Sm ith cried  w ith  p an tom im e eyes 
and a rou n d  m outh , ‘  that’s ta lk in g ! M y  dear 
fellow  ’— out w ent his congratu la tory  p aw  to  grasp 
A u b rey ’s hand, over w hich  he bent in  his a ffable  w ay, 
shaking it w ith  m any shakes.

“  ‘ Sm ith, w hen  is you r b irth d a y ?  ’ A u b rey  asked 
suddenly.

“  ‘ B irthday ? T h ree  days’ tim e— the tw enty-fifth— -’
“  ‘ G o o d ! ’ A u brey  b re a th e d : ‘ I  thought I  re 

m em bered  hearing you  say that it is in  N ovem ber. 
W ell, as this legacy  o f  m ine— it isn’ t m uch , one hundred 
and seventy-five pounds a year—-is to b e  pa id  on  m y 
birthdays, you  have to  get you r b irth -certificate, and 
g o  and take the m on ey  for m e, as i f  you  w ere I . ’
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“  ‘  I  have to ?  5 Sm ith asked w ith  h a lf  a  laugh.
“  ■ Yes, it is qu ite all right— you  have m y assurance

— I know  the testator’s intention--------’
“  * But stay— I d on ’ t qu ite  see w hat’s w h at,’ Sm ith 

s a id : ‘ w hy am  I to assume you r personality in this 
w a y ?  Is it because you  are urgently hard up , and 
m y  b irth d ay  com es first ? ’

“  ‘ N o , o f  cou rse ,’ A u b rey  shyly r e p lie d : 5 it isn’ t 
th a t : I  w ish it was m erely  th a t ; it is som ething m uch  
d eep er.’

“  ‘ W ell, but, i f  I  am  to  co -op era te , you  m ust m ake 
m e au fa it , ’ S m ith  rem arked.

“  A u b rey  g lan ced  nervously abou t, then w ith  a 
sudden  eagerness b rou gh t his m ou th  to  Sm ith ’s ear, 
and  w hispered som e w ords.

“  ‘  O -h o -o -o ! ’ Sm ith cried  a loud  w ith  a rou n d  m outh  
in  his theatrical w a y : ‘ h a ! h a ! that's h ow  the land 
lies— I s e e ! ’

“  ‘ So, then, y ou  w ill, S m ith .’
“  * H ’m . L e t ’s see i f  it can  b e  d on e ,’ Sm ith said, 

and stood  up  to w alk through the room , w hile A u brey  
fo llow ed  h im  w ith  his eyes, heard h im  m utter, ‘ L e t ’ s 
see, let’s see ’ ; till all at on ce  Sm ith ’s brow s cleared  o f  
all d ou b t and thought, and w ith  his charm ing co rd i
ality, he rem arked, ‘ M y  dear ch ap , I ’ m  y ou r  m a n .’

“  ‘ G o o d ! A n d , I  say, Sm ith, I  o ffer you  ten per 
cent.--------’

“  ‘ N o t  on e  little so u ! ’ Sm ith c r ie d ; ‘  it w ou ld  b e  
o d d  i f  I  cou ld n ’ t d o  y ou  a service o f  that sort w ithout 
asking to  b e  tipped . Y o u  need m erely hand m e say 
thirty shillings n ow  for necessary expenses. . . . ’

“  So it was settled. A u b rey  gave Sm ith  all the 
facts o f  the case, also his address, w here they w ere to 
m eet and d ine together at seven on  the third night 
thence, Sm ith undertaking to brin g  the hundred  and 
seventy-five pounds w ith  h im ; and  A u b rey  w ent 
aw ay light o f  heart.

“  But at seven on  the third night thence n o  Sm ith 
turned u p ;  and  after w aiting till eight, till n ine, a



terrible fright sprang u p  in A u b rey ’s h eart; and he 
flew  to  B loom sbury to see Sm ith .

“  H e  was to ld  at Sm ith ’s board ing -hou se that Sm ith 
had gon e  a w a y ; and  no on e  was aw are w here Sm ith 
had  gon e  to.

“  T h e  next m orn ing— the m orn ing before  his 
w edd in g -day— A u b rey  gathered from  a clerk in the 
outer office  at Ife  and Siem ens, the attorneys, that 
M r. A u b rey  Sm ith had du ly  presented h im self and got 
the hundred  and  seventy-five pounds o f  Sir Phipps 
O ’D o w d y  O ’D on agu e ’s le g a cy ; and , feeling too  
unw ell to  face H y ld a  just then, lon g in g  on ly  for a h ole  
to  h ide h im self in , A u b rey  w ent h om e to his new  flat.

“  It  was abou t tw o hours afterwards that a curious 
in ciden t occu rred  to  h im  th e re : on  the landing
outside his flat d oor  was a m an  crou ch in g  w ith  his 
ear at the key-hole, listening patiently, w ith  a grim ace 
o f  eagerness on  his face, till suddenly he ran soft- 
footed  d ow n  the three flights o f  stairs to  the street d oor , 
w here he whistled, and n ow  another m an ran to him  
from  rou n d  a corn er.

“  ‘ H e  has the ch ild  at this m om en t in  his f la t ! ’ the 
first m an, w hose nam e was Barker, w hispered to the 
second.

“  ‘  S u re? ’ the other asked.
“  ‘ H as a ch ild , anyw ay, i f  n ot the ch ild , for though  I 

co u ld n ’ t hear m u ch  distinctly, I  distinctly heard a
ch ild  say, Now that I  am seven years o f  age------- ’

L e t ’s p ou n ce  u p on  h im  sh a rp ! ’ U p on  w h ich  
the tw o m en, running up , pressed A u b rey ’s e lectric  bell.

“  A u b rey  d id  not answer it at on ce , and Barker, 
his ear at the key-hole, cou ld  clearly  hear a scurry 
and w hispering w ith in ; fu lly tw o m inutes passed, 
and  then A u b rey  appeared.

“ ‘ Y o u r  nam e, I  think, is M r. A u b rey  S m i t h ? ’ 
Barker asked.

“  ‘  Y es-’
“  ‘ W e m ay m ention  that w e are police-officers. 

A re  you  liv ing a lone in this flat, m ay I ask ? ’
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“  * Y es .’
“  ‘ Y o u  haven ’ t a ch ild  o f  seven n ow  w ith  you , for 

ex a m p le?  ’
“  ‘  N o , I ’ m  n ot m arried .’
“  ‘ T h ere  are m ore ways o f  having a ch ild  o f  seven 

than  b y  be in g  m arried. W e  should  like to  look  
through  the flat.’

“  * M y  g o o d  sir, w hat is it all about? I  am  
engaged  . . .”

“  ‘ Listen, S ir,’ Barker said, ‘ w e have w ith  us n o  
w arrant to force  a sea rch ; bu t, take m y  tip , it w ill be  
better for y ou  to  consent, w hether y ou  are innocent 
o r  gu ilty .’

“ ‘ O f  w h a t ? ’
“  * Y o u  are believed  to have in  you r custody the 

ch ild  A d a  Price, abdu cted  from  the village o f  C lanning, 
G loucestershire, on  the 3rd instant. Y o u  w ere seen
talking to the ch ild  on  a road------- ’

“  ‘ I ! ’ A u b rey  cried , w ith  a breath  o f  laughter.
“  ‘ Y o u , M r. A u b rey  Sm ith. D o  you  d en y  that 

you  w ere at C lanning in J u ly ?  ’
“  ‘  N o , I  d o n ’ t d en y  that, but------- ’
“  ‘ A n d  you  have n ow  a ch ild  o f  seven in  you r fla t : 

it is qu ite  useless to den y  it, for she was heard talk ing.’
“ ‘ W as she? M y  g o o d  Sir--------’
“  ‘ L o o k  here, qu ick , is it yes o r  n o ?  ’
“  ‘ W ell, i f  you  insist, you  can  search, since that w ill 

com fort y o u ,’ A u b rey  n ow  sa id ; ‘ bu t d o  get it over, 
officers.’

“  T h e  m en, n ow  com in g  in , w ent first into the new ly- 
furnished d raw in g-room , and  w ere look ing rou n d  it 
w hen A u b rey  d id  w hat certa in ly appeared  a suspicious 
thing— ran d ow n  the hall-passage, and turned the 
d oor-k ey  o f  his new  studio. T h e  officers, peep ing, o f  
course saw w hat he d id ;  and w hen, after look ing 
through  the other room s, they cam e near to the studio- 
d oor , A u b rey  m ade a halt.

“  ‘ N ot in there,’ he w hispered to  them  w ith  shy 
eyes.

1



258 A CASE FOR DED UC TIO N

“  ‘  H o w  is th a t?  ’  Barker w ished to  know .
“  ‘  O h , I  say, d o n ’ t raise you r v o ice ,’ he w hispered, 

b lu sh in g : ‘ there's someone in there.'
“  ‘  W e  are w ell aw are o f  th a t : let’ s have a look  at 

her ’— n ow  Barker p ou n d ed  u p on  the d oor.
“  ‘  M y  g o o d  Sir, w ill you  b e  so g o o d  as to  g o  to  the 

d ev il,’ A u b rey  n ow  said in  an agonised low  to n e :
‘ com e, g o  ou t o f  m y fla t.’

“  T h e  detective scribb led  som ething in  his n ote 
book , and  w ithout any other w ord  the tw o turned, 
w ent aw ay.

“  T h ey  d id  not, how ever, g o  far— one o f  them , at 
least— for w hen  A u b rey  w ent ou t afterwards to  g o  
d ow n  to  H y ld a ’s, he saw that he was w atch ed , and 
understood  that he w ou ld  soon hear from  them  anew. 
I f  that had  been  all his trouble  in  that h o u r ! But 
the other cares on  his b ack  w ere like a m ountain  that 
day , for Sm ith d id  not turn u p  w ith  the m oney , and 
A u b rey  felt like on e  p lung ing  d ow n  w hirlpools o f  
d ou b t and  uncertainty, and dragging his p oor  girl 
d ow n  w ith  h im ; and n ow , for the first tim e in his 
life, in his hatred against Sm ith , he greedily  w ished a 
fellow -creature ill.

“  D ow n  there at C laph am  the d in in g -room  table 
was a-glitter w ith w edding-gifts, for m any w ere the 
girl-friends o f  H ylda , m any w ere com in g  to  the 
w edding , and brigh t that day  w ere H y ld a ’ s eyes to  
the m om en t w hen she op en ed  the d oor  to  A u b re y ; 
bu t instantly n ow , though  he pu t on  his bravest looks, 
her face clou d ed .

“  * A ll n ot w e ll?  ’ she asked h im  presently, w ith  a 
look.

“  H e  cou ld  n ot utterly kill his b r id e ’s brightness, and 
re p lie d : ‘ W h y  not ? ’

“  T h e  next m orn ing, his w edd in g -d a y , he d iscovered  
that all his w ealth was seventeen -and-sixpen ce; and 
having w ith  the sixpence sent a ‘ good -m orn in g  ’ 
telegram  to  H yld a , at a  loss n ow  h ow  to spend the 
tim e till on e  o ’ c lock , he took  his gun  and w ent dow n
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to  G ran ge H ouse, a friend ’s p lace  in Surrey, w here 
there was som e shooting, th inking that he w ou ld  at 
least shoot his b r id e ’ s d inner and b orrow  a five-pou n d  
note. H e  cam e back  rather in  a haste, a little late, 
w ith  a hare and  a rabb it, bu t w ith out the five -pou n d  
note , since his friend was aw ay from  hom e, and  three 
at a  tim e he storm ed u p  the flights o f  stairs to  d ress: 
for a lready it was a quarter to  one. O n  the other 
hand, the ch u rch  was hardly three hundred  yards 
aw ay u p  the street, so that he had  n o  jou rn ey  to 
m ake.

"  A t  three m inutes to on e  H y ld a ’ s bridesm aids 
w ere there, ready, w aiting in the ch u rch  p orch  for h e r ; 
a  knot o f  peop le , and  a policem an , stood in  the street 
to  see ; inside, the organist, a  personal friend o f  
H y ld a ’s, was am using his fingers w ith  the tune o f  
0  Perfect Love; the clergym an  stood  ready dressed. As 
the ch u rch  c lo ck  struck on e , a carriage bearing the 
bride , all in  h eliotrope voile w ith  w hite orchids, bearing 
also the b r id e ’s father, d rove  rou n d  a co rn e r ; and 
on e  m inute afterwards A u brey , a  late and troubled  
b r id egroom , flew  d ow n  his stairs and ou t u p on  the 
pavem ent.

“  I t  was ju st then that at a w in dow  a bove  h im  a 
g irl-ch ild , look ing out, cried  gleefully a loud  in F rench  
to  som e person beh in d  h e r : ‘ O , monsieur! lo o k !
a w e d d in g ! ’ and  u p on  this, the person p op p ed  his 
head  out, to  look .

H yld a , at the m om ent, was be in g  handed  ou t o f  
her carriage, bu t her eyes w ere on  A u b rey  c o m in g : 
and  she stood hesitant, one foot on  the carriage-step, 
in w onderm ent at w hat she saw.

“ F or, as the ch ild  cried  * O , monsieur, l o o k ! ’ H y ld a  
saw that A u b rey  heard and  g lanced  u p , and  as the 
m an  a b ov e  p op p ed  ou t his head, she saw that A u brey  
saw him , although  the m an  instantly pu lled  h im self 
b a ck ; at w h ich  th ing A u b rey  seem ed to  b ecom e 
possessed, for, im m ediately  stopping in his career 
tow ard  the ch u rch , he darted  back  in to  the h ou se :
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and n ow  that heart o f  H yld a , already fast-beating 
that day , beat faster still.

“  She was sd am azed  that there, w ith  her slipper on  
the carriage-step, she rem ained, staring at the bu ild ing  
in to w h ich  A u b rey  had va n ish ed ; the eyes o f  every
one, in fact, had  turned from  the bride, everyone 
aw aiting in silence w hat the next instant w ou ld  brin g  
w ith  i t ; till in abou t tw o m inutes, o r  less, the sound o f  
a gun-shot rang ou t o f  the h ou se ; from  the w in d ow  
at w h ich  the ch ild  had  cried  ou t a c lou d  o f  sm oke was 
seen to  d r ift ; and n ow  the p o licem an  in the crow d  
began  running. . . .

“  H e  had  not, how ever, run half-w ay to  the house, 
w hen ou t o f  it darted  a dark-haired ch ild , how ling, 
washed in  b lood , staring, staggering ; ten yards from  
the bu ild in g  she d rop p ed  to  the groun d  and lay silen t; 
and as the p o licem an  approach ed  her, ou t o f  the d oor  
dashed tw o m en, one in a dressing-gow n, the other 
A u brey , his coa t belly ing beh ind  him — pelting, both  
o f  them , w ith  w hite, w ild  faces, the m an flying, Aubrey 
chasing— aw ay from  the c h u r c h ; and w ithout delay, 
leaving the w ou n ded  girl on  the groun d, the p o lice 
m an, too , b low in g  his whistle, was pursuing the tw o, 
and a fourth  m an, w h o had been  w atch ing the p lace  
on  D etective-S ergean t Barker’s behalf, jo in e d  in the 
chase.

“  T h e  tw o, how ever, in their agon y  o f  eagerness, 
easily d istanced the tw o po licem en — that m u ch  cou ld  
b e  clearly  seen from  the ch u rch ; and  H yld a  had 
an im pression that the m an staggered on ce , that 
A u b rey  then caught h im  up , and grab bed  h im  a 
m o m e n t ; bu t then, m iraculously  loosing him self, 
the m an started in to renew ed flight, A u b rey  after 
him . C ertain  it was that at the m om en t w hen the 
flight flirted like a w hirlw ind rou n d  the first -corner, 
it was the chase o f  a brace  o f  distracted crackbrains 
dan cin g  m ad out o f  Bedlam . A t  the sam e m om ent, 
H y ld a  felt her senses alm ost fail her, and in a sort o f  
vision saw her father prostrate, h a lf  on  the carriage-



“  A  dark-haired child, howling ”





step, h a lf  on  the street, breath ing hard in a rather 
queer w ay. . . .

“ It  was nearly tw o weeks after that distracted 
w ed d in g -d a y  o f  hers, w hen, on e  m orn ing, H y ld a  
H o o d  presented herself before  L aura  in  B rook  
Street.

“  ‘  Miss H o o d ?  ’ L aura  asked hesitatingly, as she 
entered the draw in g-room  w here H y ld a  w aited.

“  ‘ I  d o  h op e  I  d o n ’ t com e  too  early--------’  H y ld a
began.

“  ‘ N ot even  a little. Sit d ow n . I  am  glad— I am  
very  glad— that you  have com e. D o  y ou  know , I 
k n ow  you  qu ite  w ell— for years, it seems— I cou ld  have 
draw n you r face ju st from  A u b rey ’s chatter o f  you , and 
here you  are exactly  as I con ce ived  you . O n ly — in 
b lack . W h y  in b la ck ?  ’

“  H y ld a , look ing  dow nw ards, after a  m om en t s a id :
‘ M y  father was bu ried  yesterday, Miss O ’D on a g u e .’

“  ‘ O h ! p oor------- ’ L aura  breathed , shrinking, then
in an im pulse ran  and  knelt and  kissed H y ld a ’s hands.

“  * Y o u  are very g o o d , ’ H y ld a  said hoarsely, ‘  I  
knew  before  that y ou  w ere .’

“ e A n d  I  that you  were. S o  he is dead  ? A n d  
m ine d e a d ?  A n d  it is noth ing bu t b lack , b lack , for 
us b oth  ? ’

“  ‘  H e  h ad  n ot been  strong for som e tim e,’ H y ld a  
rem arked, * and w hat has happened  was all too  m u ch  
for him . I  should have com e  to you  before, bu t have 
been  ill m yself, and  cou ld  not leave h im : n ow  I feel 
ca lled  u p on  to m ake som e sort o f  e ffort to  con fron t all 
this m ystery, though  I ’m  afraid--------’

“  * O h , courage, w e shall w in  to  the surface yet,’ 
said L aura. ‘ Seek and you shall find : I  believe in  that.
I  take it that you  have n ot heard from  p oor  A u b rey  ? *

“  * N o , ’— low  in  tone.
“  ‘  N o t  a lin e?  ’
“  ‘ N o t  on e  w o rd .’
“  e W h y ?  W h y ?  ’ L aura asked o f  herself, staring.
“  ‘  T h ere  can  b e  on ly  tw o reasons,’ H y ld a  s a id :
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‘ either he is n o  longer alive, o r  he is in  som e situation  
in w h ich  he finds it im possible to  w rite.’

“  ‘ But w hat kind o f  situation can  that b e  ? Perhaps 
he is conscious o f  having d on e  som ething w ron g, and 
shrinks from  w riting------- ’

“  ‘ H e ?  ’— from  H yld a  w ith  raised eyeb row s; then 
she sm iled, saying, ‘  Excuse m e, I  am  always assuming 
that others know  h im  w ith  the sam e certa inty as 
1 d o -’

“  A t  this L aura  ju m p e d  up , tou ch ed  w ith  jea lou sy , 
h u m m in g to h erse lf; and she rem arked to a w in d ow - 
pane, ‘ W e  all d o  naughty things, o r  the w orld  w ou ld  
turn  in to a heavyish sort o f  church -heaven . H e  m ay 
have shot the ch ild  b y  accident--------’

“  ‘ N ot even b y  a cc id en t,’ H y ld a  said.
“  ‘ But h ow  can  you  say not, in  that u n dou btin g  

w ay, Miss H o o d  ? O f  the tw o guns fou n d  together in 
the other m an ’ s flat one w as A u b rey ’ s, and the gu n
shots fou n d  in  the ch ild ’s throat fit A u b rey ’s gun, 
not the other m an ’ s : so D etective-Sergeant Barker 
was telling m e--------’

“  e H o w  can  he know  w h ich  o f  the tw o  is A u b rey ’ s 
g u n ?  ’ H y ld a  asked.

“  ‘ A u b rey ’ s initials are on  i t ! ’
“  * Still, A u b rey  w ou ld  hard ly  have taken u p  a 

loaded  gu n  for any reason. . . .  It  m ay be  that the 
oth er m an ’s initials are the sam e as A u b rey ’s--------’

“  ‘  I t  may b e , o f  course.’
“  ‘ A n d  as to  this other m a n ,’ H y ld a  asked, ‘ no 

trace o f  h im  y e t?  ’
“  ‘ N o n e ! ’ L aura  spun rou n d  w ith  a laugh, ‘ he 

has disappeared from  the face o f  creation  as com pletely  
as A u brey  has. It  strikes m e that the pair o f  them  
have been  up  to  som ething, so b oth  are in  h id in g .’

“  * A u b rey  w ou ld  n ot h ide, I  assure you , Miss 
O ’ D on a g u e ,’ rep lied  H ylda .

“  ‘ Saint A u b rey ,’ m urm ured  L aura , sm iling.
“  ‘ As you  on ly  m ean it for teasing,’ said H yld a , 

‘  I  forg ive y o u .’
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“  L aura , look ing  con tem platively  at her, rem a rk ed : 
* D o  you  know , I  think w e are go in g  to  b e  friends ? ’

“  * D o  you  ? W h y  so ? Friendship is rare, and—  
com es slow  in  the churn , like the best bu tter.’

“  ‘ Y es, bu t w e provok e each  other, w e clash at 
som e p o in t and  breed  fr ic t ion ; and friction  m eans 
w arm th , and w arm th is friendship— or enm ity .’

“  ‘ W e  w on ’ t be  foes? ’ asked H ylda .
“  ‘ L e t ’ s h op e  not. I  am  a r ipp in g  g ood  hater.’
“  ‘ A n d  I am  a g ood  lover— i f  I  love. But w ill you  

tell m e n ow  everyth ing that you  k n ow ? ’
“  Laura , n ow  sitting b y  H y ld a ’s side, told  h ow  ‘ the 

other m an ’ w h o had vanished w ith  A u b rey  round 
that street-corner h ad  taken the flat in  A u b rey ’s b lock  
o f  build ings on ly  tw o days before  the w edd in g -day , 
and had  m oved  in to it w ithout w aiting to  have the 
flat re-papered . H e  had  taken it in  the nam e o f  
‘  H am ilton  Jon es,’ bu t it had been  ascertained b y  the 
p o lice  that this was not really his nam e. ‘ Jones ’ 
had  bou g h t his furniture in T otten h a m  C ou rt R o a d  
on ly  the d ay  before he m oved  in to his new  a bod e , an 
a b od e  w hose h a ll-d oor  happened  to  face A u b rey ’ s ; 
and w hether this ‘ Jones ’ had  taken that flat know ing 
that A u b rey  was there, o r  just b y  chance, or w hat was 
the nature o f  the relation  betw een  h im  and A u brey , 
rem ained  all a m ystery. As to  the w ou n ded  ch ild , 
she was a little m aid  o f  seven, o f  an extraordinary 
beauty— foreign, it was believed , since dark, and  since 
she w ore  a d iam on d  m ed allion  o f  the M ad on n a  abou t 
her throat, and as her costum e was found  to  be  
luxurious in the extrem e, it was d ou bted  i f  she really 
b e lon ged  to  this ‘  H am ilton  Jon es,’ w hose furniture 
was cheap . T h ere  was n o  nam e on  the ch ild ’s linen, 
on ly  a b ird  in  b lu e  silk. She was then lying in  St. 
G eorg e ’ s H ospital, had n ot yet spoken, bu t w ou ld  
r e co v e r ; and  L aura  had  thrice  been  to  see 
her.

“  T o  all w h ich  H yld a  listened w ith  her eyes on  the 
floor, and  then a sigh rose from  the depths o f  h e r ;



266 A CASE FOR DED UCTIO N

her pretty , b roa d  face look ed  rather draw n  and p a le ; 
and L aura, sitting b y  her, w h isp ered :

“  ‘ D o n ’ t b e  too  sa d ; w ait, I ’ ll find  h im  for y o u ; 
it w ill b e  all right ’ ; and she took  a hand o f  H y ld a ’s, 
saying, ‘ W h at lovab le  hands you  have, M iss H o o d —  
H y ld a ! T hese w arm  little m ortal hands, im perfect 
and d e a r : I  am  goin g to  kiss this left on e  near the 
heart ’— she kissed it, m ourn ing , ‘ D o n ’ t grieve, d o n ’ t 
grieve, m y  heart bleeds for you  ’ ; and p laying w ith  
the h a n d ; w hile H y ld a  sm iled at her, she asked, 
‘ W’hat are these dents in  the flesh o f  the first and  
second  fingers?— Funny. . . . ’

“  ‘ T h e y  are due to  years o f  interval-stopping on  the 
v io lin ,’ H y ld a  told  her.

“  ‘ O f  course, that’s it. I  have heard that you  
are a virtuoso, and  I dem and  to  hear you  soon. A re  
you  still at the C ollege ? ’

“  ‘ N om in a lly ; bu t all that’s over for m e now , I ’ m  
a fra id .’

“ ‘ But w h y ? ’
“  ‘ M y  father had n o  m on ey  to  leave m e, Miss 

O ’D o n a g u e : I  shall have to earn m y liv in g ,’
“  U p  started L aura at this, dancing , c lap p in g  her 

palm s, crying , ‘ O h , h ow  jo l ly !  ’
“  ‘ H ard ly  for me,’ said H ylda .
“  ‘ F or  me, yes,’ cried  Laura. ‘ F or  that m eans you  

liv in g w ith  m e ! D o  you  know , I  dream t it ?  Yes, on e  
n ig h t : and here it is, com e  to  pass. W h y , I  w ant a
co m p a n io n ! I  have actually  been  inqu iring------- ’

“  ‘ M iss O ’D on agu e, you  are very g ood --------’
“  ‘ C a ll m e L aura  this in stan t! ’
“  H yld a  look ed  at her w ith dim ples in her smile, but 

said noth ing.
“ ‘ W h y ,  h o w  j o l l y ! ’ cried  L a u ra ; ‘ ju st think, 

always to  be  together now , and w e ’ ll talk o f  A u b rey  
all day , and b e  g o o d  to each  other, and bear w ith  each  
other, and  read each  oth er ’s letters, and  g o  in cogn ito  
on  sprees to  V en ice  on  ou r ow n , and  d ow n  to  C lanning 
— d id  A u b rey  tell you  abou t C lanning ? ’
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“  * H e  to ld  m e ,’ said H yld a , * and o f  that ch ild  
lost d ow n  there. By the w ay, he had  a m ost ludicrous 
story to  tell m e on  the d ay  before  ou r w edd in g -day  
a bou t tw o m en goin g  to his flat and as g o o d  as ch arg 
ing  h im  w ith  having stolen the ch ild . H as she been  
found , d o  you  know  ? 5

“  ‘ I  think n o t .5
“  ‘  A u b rey  said that the tw o m en entered his flat 

and searched all through--------5
“  6 A h  ? 5 said L aura, sm iling to  herself w ith  d ow n 

cast eyes.
“  ‘ Y es, and insisted that they had actually  heard 

the ch ild  speaking in the flat.5
“  * O h ?  . . . P oor  o ld  A u b re y ! he was in for it 

those few  days, w asn’ t h e ?  5
“  ‘ H a v ’n ’ t you  heard anything o f  this in cident 

b e fo re ?  5
“  ‘  W ell, yes, I  think I heard som ething o f  it from —  

Barker,5 and L aura  ju m p e d  up  anew  from  the sofa, 
op en ed  a b ook  on  a table, looked  at it, hum m ing, 
cast it aside, and threw  herself in to  a chair.

“  ‘  She doesn ’ t invariably  utter everyth ing that she 
is th inking,5 thought H y ld a ; and she added  a lo u d : 
‘ T o  w hat cou ld  such a delusion  o f  these officers have 
been  d u e ?  5

“  L aura pou ted , a sk in g : ‘ H o w  can  you  b e  sure 
that it was a delusion? 5

“  ‘ Because there was n o  one at all in  A u b rey ’s flat, 
so n o  on e  cou ld  have been  heard in i t ! 5

“  ‘ O h ! D id  A u brey  say that there was n o  o n e ?  5
“  ‘ N o , he d id  n ot say s o ; bu t as he d id  n ot m ention  

to  m e that there was anyone, there was n o  on e .5
“  ‘ I  see. But since D etective-Sergeant Barker 

vow s that he heard the ch ild  w ith  his ow n  ears in the 
flat, w hat answer can  b e  m ade to  th a t?  M a yb e  
A u b rey  saw the ch ild  d ow n  at C lanning, fell in  
love  w ith  her, for she was very pretty, and— nicked 
h er.5

“  ‘ H o w  very fu n n y ! 55 cried  H yld a .
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“  * W h a t! has he never d on e  anyth ing naughty in 
his life, this precious A u b rey  o f  yours ? ’ asked L a u ra :
‘ I  hate g o o d y  m en .5

“  ‘  H e  isn’ t at all g ood y , rea lly ,5 H y ld a  said.
* Still, on e  hardly  goes abou t catch in g  u p  charm ing 
ch ildren  w ithout any o b je c t .5

“  ‘ H o w  can  you  know  w hat ob je c t  h e  m igh t have 
had ? W e n on e o f  us know  m en through  and th ro u g h ! 
T h ey  are devils, I  can  tell y o u .5

“  ‘ T h a t ’s very funny .5
“  ‘ So d o  you  im agine for on e  m om en t, Miss 

H o o d --------? 5
“  ‘ I t  was H ylda ju st n ow .5
“  ‘ W ell, H ylda— D o  you  im agin e for on e  m om ent 

that this preposterous A u b rey  o f  yours to ld  you  every
thing, o r  half, o r  a quarter------- ? 5

“  ‘ I  d o , really, Miss O ’ D on agu e .5
“  ‘  A n d  w hy n ot Laura ? Y o u  see, now , you  see, it 

is you , n o t I . 5
“  ‘ W h y , you  you rself said M iss H ood!  5
“  * O h , L o r d ! I  w on d er i f  w e are always goin g  to 

nag like th is : i f  so, you  had  better n ot co m e .5
“  5 M a y b e  I  had better n o t.5
“ ‘ Sweet,  yes, com e , w ill y o u ?  com e , c o m e .5 

L aura darted , w ith  her sinuous grac£, to  H y ld a ’s hand 
again. ‘ W h y , y ou  m ustn’ t m in d  me— I am  noth ing i f  
n ot irresponsible! Prom ise that you  w ill never take 
m e seriously! I  shou ldn ’ t dream  o f  liv in g  n ow  w ith 
ou t these dear hands, those o ld -fam iliar eyes, for I 
love  you  a lot already. T h a t ’s m e ! in  tw o ticks I  see 
and  adore, o r  see and detest— and I  foresee that you  
and I  have got to  g o  henceforth  together, w illy-n illy. 
O n ly , d o n ’ t im agine that A u brey --------’

“  ‘ M iss O ’D on a g u e ,’ said H yld a  very gravely, * w e 
seem  to  disagree on  the subject o f  A u b r e y ; so perhaps 
w e had  better n ot talk m uch  o f  h im .’

“  * M ean ing , o f  course, that I  am  in lo v e .’
“  * D id  I  im p ly  that ? ’
“  * Y o u  exhaled  it. But w hen did A u b rey  tell you



abou t his little leg a cy ?  W h en  d id  he say he was 
go in g  to  d raw  it ?  ’

“  ‘ H e  to ld  m e on  the fourth  d ay  before  the w edd in g - 
d ay  that he m eant to  d raw  it in  tw o  days’ tim e,’ 
answ ered H ylda .

“  ! So his b irth d ay  was tw o days before  the w edd in g - 
d a y ?  ’

“  ‘ B irth d ay? W h at has his b irth d ay  to  d o  w ith  
i t ? ’

“  ‘  S o you  d o n ’ t know — he never told you— that the 
legacy  was to  b e  p a id  on  his b irth day  ? ’

“  ‘ I— no— you  m ust b e  m istaken— he never—  
m entioned  it . ’

H y ld a ’ s eyes w ere so large w ith  scare and  am aze
m ent, that L aura  leapt up  laughing and cou ld  not 
help  saying, £ W hat, are there things w h ich  A u brey  
kept dark  from  y o u ?  ’

“ H y ld a  was d u m b ; spoke on ly  w ith  her eyes, 
w h ich  dw elt u p on  L aura  w ith  reproach .

“  ‘  T h ere , n ow  I have w ou n d ed  y o u ,’ said L aura 
ruefully, darting  sudden ly anew  to  h er, ‘  because I am  
an ungenerous m ean  beast w h o kicks w hen on e  is 
d ow n . . . . H e  forgot to  m ention  it to you , that’s all. 
Y o u  are so sensitive, so finely strung, and to  bruise 
y ou  is like tram pling brutally  u p on  a lute that breathes 
m usic to  every breeze. . . . But, dear, it is s o : he 
was to  b e  pa id  on  his birthdays, it was p a p a ’s w him . 
When is his b ir th d a y ?  ’

“  £ I— d o n ’ t happen  to  k n ow ,’ said H y ld a  in  a m a z e : 
'  it m ust have been  tw o days before  the w edd in g -day , 
since he said he was goin g  to  d raw  the legacy  on  that 
d a y .’

“  5 N o , it w asn’ t, then ,’ said L aura  d ecis iv e ly : £ for 
the w edd in g -d a y  was in  N ovem ber, bu t it was n ot in 
N ovem ber that he rescued P apa in the c a r : and that 
d ay  was his b irthday. It  was, i f  I  rem em ber right, an 
even ing in  M a rch .’

££ £ H e  said that that night was his b irth d a y ?  ’
££ £ A ye— told  p a p a .’
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“  ‘ T h en , that was w hy he b rou gh t m e that specially 
large b ou q u et that W ednesday night. But w hy, w hy 
was he in  b la ck ?  9 H y ld a  w ondered .

“  L aura, w hirling a go ld  b re loqu e  abou t her fore
finger, m urm ured, ‘  I t  is curious that he never told  
you , o r  that y ou  never asked him , as to his b ir th d a y ! 9

“  H y ld a  said, ‘  I  have always had  an instinct o f  
anyth ing w h ich  A u b rey  d id  n ot wish to  discuss, so 
never asked h im  that— n ot d irectly , that is ; tw ice 
ind irectly  I  h a v e : bu t he never m entioned  it .9

“  ‘ Y o u  said ju st n ow  that he told  you  everyth ing.9
“  ‘ E xcept that.9
“  ‘ A h , H yld a , the exception  disproves the ru le .9
“  * W hat, you  beg in  that again  ? But you  d o  not 

m ean i t 9— w ith  a look  and  a smile. ‘ A t  any rate, 
since it was on  his b irthday  that he saved the m otor
car, w e n ow  know  his b irthday. W h at was the exact 
d a te?  9

“  ‘ C an  on e  rem em ber after so lo n g ?  9 L aura  w ished 
to  know .

“  ‘ D id n ’ t you  tell m e that you  keep a d ia ry ?  9
“  ‘ N ot m u ch  o f  a on e  9— w ith a pout, and dow ncast 

eyes.
“  H y ld a  look ed  steadily at her, thinking. ‘ C an  it 

b e  possible that she is n ot consistently fran k? that 
she som etim es knows m ore than she tells? 9

“  But n ow , before  she cou ld  say m ore, a footm an , 
look in g  in , ann ounced  D etective-Sergeant Barker.

“  ‘ D o n ’ t g o ,9 L aura said to  H ylda , ‘ Barker and I 
are pais— he says the F orce  missed som ething w hen I 
was b o m  a w o m a n ; i f  he had  been  b o m  a m an, and 
n ot a policem an , I  believe he w ou ld  b e  captivated .9

“  Barker cam e in— a m an w h o, though  his grade in 
the p o lice  was n ot high, w ou ld  have received  a tele
gram  addressed to  ‘ Barker, L on d on  9— or to  * R o b  
R o y ,9 his nam e am on g  the cracksm en, others o f  the 
‘ gentry 9 nam ing h im  ‘ O ld  M o o re .9 Tallish , forty, 
agile, he had  an agreeable smile beneath  his m oustache, 
and a w ary gaze ou t o f  the tail o f  his eye. H is teeth
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seem ed excellent, bu t three in  fron t w ere false, to  
rep lace the three knocked  forty  degrees inw ard b y  the 
m aulers o f  a ‘  Fred the Freak ,’ and that cheek-scar 
was from  a stab b y  a G reek  in  a S oh o  clu b -ra id . 
S ince he had  had occasion , som e m onths before, to 
w arn L aura  w ith regard to her father’s in tim acy  w ith 
the notorious Salvadora R osa , or  L a  R osa , he had seen 
her several times in  respect to  various phases o f  the 
sam e m a tter ; and she, fascinated b y  the extraord inary  
existence w h ich  this m an lived, had sat ch in  on  fist 
to hearken to  histories o f  his hundred  and one d is
guises as cab -m in der, or street-artist, o r  w eak-m inded  
curate, o f  the click ing  o f  the ‘ snips ’ on  the wrists o f  
the D resden  bank-robbers, the F ram eley forgers, 
fam ous ‘  receivers,’ crib -crackers, o f  k ind deeds d on e  
am on g  those beasts o f  society, and  tiger-struggles on  
the stairs o f  ben ighted  lairs. In  he n ow  cam e, bow in g , 
hat in hand, and L aura in her frank w ay gave h im  
her hand, saw h im  seated, sa y in g :

“  ‘ Y o u  already know  Miss H o o d  o f  the vanished 
b r id egroom , Sergeant Barker ? ’

“  ‘  I  have that h on ou r,’ says Barker.
“  ‘ W e  w ere just talk ing,’ L aura  rem arked, hand on  

h ip , w ith  her saucy air, her dark hair parted  at the 
side— ‘ this lady derides the idea that you  heard anyone 
in  M r. A u b rey  Sm ith ’ s flat that d ay  w hen, as you  
affirm , y ou  heard the ch ild  in it . ’

“  ‘ A  lady is invariably right,’ the detective adm itted. 
“  ‘ W hat d id  you  hear the ch ild  say, i f  one m ay ask? ’ 

H y ld a  dem anded , payin g n o  attention to his politeness.
“  ‘ Surely you  m ay ask, Miss H o o d . T h ere  was 

little to  b e  heard, you  understand, w ith  a th ick d oor  
betw een , but, w ith  you r perm ission, I  d istinctly heard 
a ch ild  utter the w o rd s : “  Now that I  am seven years old.”  
As to  that, I  give you  m y w o rd .’

“  ‘ H o w  m iraculous this th in g ! ’ H y ld a  m urm ured. 
. . . * T h ere  was n o  one in the f la t ! ’

“  * M r. A u brey  Sm ith told  you  that, d id  h e ?  ’ 
Barker asked.



“  * H e  to ld  m e o f  the incident, and  d id  n ot tell m e 
that there was an yon e .’

“  ‘ N egative ev id en ce ,’ Barker laughed. ‘  T o  m e, 
n ow , he adm itted  that there was som eone in the flat, 
im p ly in g  that it was a la d y ; bu t then I  heard the 
ch ild , and  knew  w h o  it w as.’

“  ‘ Lady, ’ H y ld a  breathed.
“  ‘ Y o u  see n ow , H y ld a  ’— from  L a u ra : ‘  a detec

tive, like a lady, is invariab ly  right, except w hen a 
detective and  a lady  differ, and  then b oth  are sure to  
b e  w ron g .’

“  ‘  D id  he— actually  say that there was a la d y ?  ’ 
H y ld a  asked.

“  ‘ N o , ’ said the detective, ‘ bu t he looked , o r  tried 
to  look , shy w hen w e cam e to  the lock ed  d oor------- ’

“  ‘ L ock ed  d o o r ?  ’ H y ld a ’s eyes d rop p ed .
“  ‘ A h , the in cident o f  the locked  d oor  was never 

told  you , I  see,’ said B a rk er: ‘ bu t it is abou t as w ell, 
Miss H o o d , for us all to  know  w h at’s w h a t: I  was 
a llow ed  to  look  all through the flat, y ou  see ; bu t w hen 
it cam e to  that locked  room — ah, that was another 
a ffa ir ; and it was “  there's someone in there”  in  a 
w hisper, w ith  shy looks.’

“  Laura , standing against a cab in et w ith  her arms 
spread ou t like on e  crucified , and her head  throw n back , 
look ed  d ow n  u p on  H ylda , con tem platin g  her su fferin g ; 
w hile H yld a , n ow  qu ite gaunt, look ed  at the carpet.

“  ‘ N ever m ind , d ear,’ said L a u ra ; ‘ there’s som e 
exp lan ation .’

“  Sudden ly  H y ld a  flushed, and look ing u p  w ith  a 
smile, her eyes bravely  m et L au ra ’s, as she s a id : ‘ I 
know that, Miss O ’ D on agu e ’ ; then, turning to  Barker, 
she ask ed : ‘ A n d  you  seriously believe, Sergeant
Barker, that it was the lost ch ild  from  C lanning that 
M r. Sm ith had in that locked  r o o m ?  ’

“  ‘ I  believe that it was, Miss H o o d , and  I  know  that 
it was a ch ild .’

“  ‘ T h en , w hat d o  you  say has b ecom e  o f  this ch ild  ? ’
“  ‘ A h , there n ow  you  ask on e  o f  the m ost difficult

272 A CASE FOR DED UCTIO N



A CASE FOR DE DUCTION 273

questions o f  all in all this extraord inary  m atter,’ said 
Barker. * T h e  house, o f  course, was closely w atch ed  
from  that m om en t, and  he never b rou gh t ou t the 
ch ild— that w e k n o w ; n or is the ch ild  n ow  in  the 
b u ild in g : vanished is the w ord— unless the ch ild  w h om  
I  heard in  his flat is the sam e ch ild  w h om  he sh ot; 
bu t, then, the shot ch ild  is foreign. . . .  B y the w ay, 
that’s on e  o f  the questions I have to  ask y ou  n ow , Miss 
O ’D o n a g u e : you  k n ow  little A d a  Price, and you  have 
seen the w ou n ded  ch ild  in h osp ita l: d o  you  n ot see a 
likeness betw een  the tw o ? ’

“  ‘ I t  d id  n ot strike m e ,’ L aura  rep lied.
“  ‘  K in d ly  look  at little A d a ’s p h o to ,’ said Barker, 

p rod u cin g  it, and  L aura , look in g  at it, n ow  s a id : 
‘  Yes, I  d o  rather see it n o w : on ly  the w ou n ded  ch ild  
is m u ch  m ore beau tifu l.’

“  ‘ Still, you  n otice  that they are alike, and there 
m ay b e  m ore  in that. . . . A n d  n ow , Miss O ’D o n a 
gue, I  m ust next say to  you  w hat w ill b e  greatly against 
the gra in .’

“  ‘ O h ?  ’ said L a u r a : ‘  m y  grain  o r  yours? ’
“  ‘ B oth  ou r grains.’
“  ‘ A h , they b o th  run  the sam e w ay. B ut I am  

dy in g  to  hear--------’
“  ‘  W ell, the H o m e  O ffice  has issued an ord er for 

the exh u m ation  o f  you r father’ s b o d y . ’
“  L au ra  stood  p a le , then darting  three steps at h im  

w ith  a face o f  w rath , ‘ Y o u  w ou ld n ’ t d a r e ! ’ she 
breathed .

“  ‘ N ow , d o  n ot take it to h eart,’ D etective-S ergean t 
Barker said g e n t ly : ‘ i f  it  co u ld  b e  a v o id ed , it 
w ou ld n ’ t be  don e . But in  the circum stances------- ’

“  ‘ W h a t circum stances, p ray , S ergean t?  ’
“  * W h y , I  have heard y ou  h int y ou rse lf that he was 

p o is o n e d ! ’
“  ‘ I  was n ot in the least serious,’ L au ra  a n sw ered : 

‘ a  natural d e a th ! S o w h y  is this outrage 
p erp etra ted ?  ’

“  ‘ N o , d o n ’ t take it to heart— think o f  the cir -
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cum stan ces: y ou r  father dies sudden ly on  the w ay  
h om e from  M r. A u b rey  S m ith ’ s, w here, as you  y ou r
se lf have to ld  m e, he had  had  som ething to  d r in k ; 
to  M r. S m ith ’ s he had  gon e  from  M ad am e R o s a ’ s ; 
to b oth  M r. Sm ith  and  to  that lady , as w e k n ow , he has 
left sums o f  m on ey , so that b oth  stood  to profit b y  his 
d e a th ; this M r. Sm ith , w e k n ow , has since shot one 
ch ild , and , w ith  this la d y ’ s favour, perhaps stolen 
a n o th e r ; w e m ay  assert, w ith  som e certa inty, that he 
is n o  sa in t ; and  as to  M ad am e R osa , o r  the Countess 
P o ld o ff, o r  w hatever her nam e is, I  g ive  you  m y  w ord , 
M iss O ’ D on agu e , that that lad y  is n o  saint e ith er: 
w ell, then------- ’

“  * O h , m y  p o o r  P a p a ! ’ L aura  m ou rn ed , falling 
in to  a sofa, her hands over her face.

“  B ut neither anger n or g r ie f  cou ld  avail to  ch an ge 
the process o f  the G overn m en t m ach in e, and  w ith in  
som e days, b y  the tim e H y ld a ’s household  effects 
h ad  been  sold , and H y ld a  h erself was a part o f  L a u ra ’ s 
household , the disinterred coffin  o f  the o ld  baron et lay 
op en  on e  T h u rsd ay  m orn in g  in  D ecem b er u n der the 
eyes o f  the responsible persons.

“  N ever, m aybe , d id  the eyes o f  m en  ligh t on  a 
w ilder sight than those eyes that day , on  a m ore w oefu l, 
on  a m ore  bew ilderin g . T h e y  refused to believe  their 
five w its ! T h a t  sight seem ed to b e  an evil dream  that 
on e  feels to  b e  a d r e a m :—

“  i .  T h e  b a ron et ’s throat was m ost bru tally  
bu tch ered  righ t in  to the inner carotids, w ith  
gashes ja g g e d  as b y  som e b lu n t cutter.

“  2. H is m ou th  was crow d ed  fu ll o f  som e 
substance resem bling p ow d ered  glass.

“ 3. In  his stom ach  was d iscovered  enough  prussic 
acid  to  kill thirty persons.

“  T h e re ,”  con clu d ed  m y  U n cle  Q uintus, “  I  have 
n ow  given  you  b y  m y  m ethod  o f  narration  far m ore  
in form ation  than D etective-S ergean t Barker had to  go
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on  at this p o in t in  the m ystery. In d eed , I  have 
p rov id ed  you  w ith  sufficient clues to  solve the p rob lem , 
i f  you  have the aptitude that you  cla im  for  such w ork . 
T e ll  m e n ow , before  w e g o  u p  to  b ed , w hat d o  you  
m ake o f  these strange a ffa irs? ”

I t  was a w ild  n ight, rags o f  gusts torm ented  the 
tapestries, the flicker on ly  o f  the fire lighted us. M y  
u n cle  b en t forw ard  and app lied  a m atch  to  a three- 
bran ch ed  can delabra . I  arranged m y  few  half- 
illeg ib le  notes on  m y  knee and prepared  to answer this 
form id ab le  query .

“  U n cle  Q u in tu s,”  I  said, “  as I see it, there are 
n ine questions that need  answ ering. If, in  each  
instance I surmise right, I  should  reach  the sam e 
con clu sion — the successful con clu sion — that you  tell 
m e D etective-S ergean t Barker arrived at. L et m e, 
first o f  all, read you  m y  questions. I  w ill then attem pt 
to  answer them .

“  (1) W h a t is the m ystery o f  that ‘  strange and  
om inous d a te ,’ A u b rey  Sm ith the First’ s b ir th d a y ?

“  (2) W h o  stole the b lack -h aired , seven-year-old , 
W elsh , A d a  P rice  from  C la n n in g ?

“  (3) W as the O ’D on agu e  poison ed  w hen he d ied  
in  his ca r ?

“  (4) Is any significance to be  attached  to the 
death  o f  D aven p ort, the butler ?

“  (5) W h o  is the b lack -h aired , seven-year-old , 
F rench-speaking little girl fou n d  living w ith  A u b rey  
Sm ith the S econ d  in the squalid  by-street near 
Russell S qu a re?

“  (6) W h o  uttered the phrase ‘ N ow  that I am  
seven years o f  age ’ from  beh in d  locked  doors in 
A u b rey  Sm ith  the First’ s new  fla t?

“  (7) W h ich  A u b rey  Sm ith shot the b lack -h aired , 
seven-year-old , F rench-speaking little g ir l?

“  (8) W h a t h appen ed  to  the tw o A u b rey  Smiths 
subsequent to their chase on  the you n g  pa in ter ’s 
w ed d in g -d a y  ?
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“  (g ) W h a t is the exp lan ation  o f  the atrocities 
revealed  b y  the exh um ation  o f  the O ’ D on a g u e?

“  N ow , U n cle , i f  you  w ill perm it, I  w ill exp ou n d . 
I f  it  w ill n o t irritate y ou , I  w ill tabulate m y  answers in 
ju st the sam e m anner as I have tabulated m y  questions.

“  T h ese  are m y  surmises. Y o u  can  tell m e, w hen  I  
have d on e , exactly  w here I have gon e  astray.

“  (1) A u b rey  Sm ith  the First was b orn  on  the 
29th o f  F ebru ary in  L eap  Y ear, and so on ly  had a 
b irth d ay  every four years, w h ich  explains his despair 
over  his lega cy  (since £ 1 7 5  every fourth  year w ou ld  
n ot b e  sufficient to  m arry  on ) and his appeal that his 
nam esake should co lle ct  his m on ey  annually  for h im . 
O n  that four-year b irth d ay  he w ore  m ourn ing ,—  
perhaps because his b irth  had  cost his m other her 
life?

“  (2) C ou n t P o ld o ff ’s emissaries stole A d a  Price, 
since they had  reason to believe  that she resem bled 
the ch ild  they w ere searching for. O n ce  the 
op p ortu n ity  presented itself, they in tended  sub
stituting their prisoner for the C ou n t ’s daughter.

“  (3) T h e  O ’D on agu e  was n ot poison ed  w hen, to  
all appearance, he d ied  in  his car. H e  was neither 
poison ed  n or dead  !— was bu ried  alive in a c o m a !

“  (4) D aven p ort, the bu tler ’ s death  was a natural 
o n e ; bu t there was a sign ificance, I  suspect, 
attached  to it, a significance w h ich  I w ill exp lain  
in answ ering m y  last question ,

“  (5) T h e  b lack -h aired , seven -year-old , F rench - 
speaking little girl liv ing in squalor w ith  A u b rey  
the S econ d  was C ou n t P o ld o f f ’s daughter. B rought 
over b y  L a  R osa  from  F ran ce, w here for som e years, 
n o  d ou b t, she had  been  edu cated  and b rou g h t up  
as F rench  in  som e obscu re  con ven t, she was en 
trusted b y  her m oth er to  her agent, A u b rey  Sm ith 
the S econd . Y o u  w ill rem em ber that L a  R osa  
was abroad  at the sam e tim e as the O ’ D onagues
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w ere in  I ta ly ; it was then, I  think, that the ch ild  
ca m e to  E n gland . T h e  fact that her m other was 
financia lly  embarassh explains the squalor, too , o f  
her agent’s circum stances.

“  (6) A u b rey  Sm ith the First uttered 6 N ow  that 
I  am  seven years o f  age ’ in  his new  flat— uttered it 
to  L au ra , w h o, in  her u n con ven tion a l w ay, was 
visiting h im . H e  had  let her k n ow  that his b irthday  
was the 29th o f  F ebru ary, and he m eant b y  ‘  n ow  
that I am  seven ’ that he had  h ad  seven birthdays—  
or  rather six.

“  (7) A u b rey  Sm ith the S econ d  shot his little 
charge— unintentionally . A u b rey  Sm ith the First’ s 
gu n  was u n loaded  w hen he dashed upstairs to take 
it, to in tim idate his betrayer. T h e  ch ild , n o  d ou b t, 
g o t shot in  som e scuffle betw een  the tw o. T h e  
in itia lled  gu n , o f  course, be lon g ed  to A u b rey  Sm ith 
the S econ d , be in g  p rob a b ly  a relic o f  his British- 
In d ia n  A rm y  days.

“  (8) A u b rey  Sm ith  the S econ d  flying before  
A u b rey  Sm ith the First m ade for R eg en t ’ s Park and 
L a  R osa . H ere  he fou n d  sanctuary, and  his 
pursuer, com in g  u p on  h im , was seized and im 
prisoned  b y  m an-servants o f  L a  R osa .

“  (9) T h e  atrocities on  the b o d y  o f  the O ’ D on agu e 
w ere self-inflicted. D aven p ort the butler had 
p laced  in  his m aster’ s co ffin  before  in term ent a 
bottle  o f  poison . T h e  on ly  significance o f  the 
bu tler ’ s death  is that w hen the exhum ation  took  
p la ce  he was n ot there to  explain . S ir Ph ipps, I  
fancy , m ust on ce  have been  nearly  buried  alive in a 
com a , and so have m ade his o ld  servant swear that 
w henever he was be in g  bu ried , he, the butler, w ou ld  
p u t po ison  in the coffin . S ir Phipps must have 
w aked in  the grave, drank the poison . In  his agon y  
he grou n d  the glass o f  the bottle  in his teeth, and  cu t 
his throat w ith  the brok en  glass. Barker m ay w ell 
have fou n d  a statem ent am on g  the bu tler ’s papers to 
the e ffect that the butler p la ced  the poison  there.
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“  I  think, U n cle , that these are the facts w h ich  the 
p o lice  m ust have d iscovered . H y ld a , I  suppose, 
m arried  her A u b rey  the First w hen , on  L a  R o s a ’s 
m ansion  be in g  searched, that y ou n g  m an  was released. 
C ou n t PoldofF  recovered  his daughter from  the 
H osp ita l. L aura  retired  to C lann ing and pa in tin g .”

M y  U n cle  Q uintus look ed  at m e ap provin g ly . 
“  M y  b o y ,”  he said— and never before  had  he praised 
m e so h igh ly— “  you  are right in nearly  every th in g : 
I  am  pleased to note that you  have the fam ily  bra in . 
A n d  n ow  to b ed . A  cu n eiform  stele’ s due from  
K h osa b a d  to -m o rro w : you  w ill g ive m e you r view s on  
that.”

278

Simon
T H E  C O U N T  

1
I t  h appen ed  som e tim e ago, bu t I  d o n ’ t suppose that 
Spanish trains have im p rov ed  m u ch . In  Spain  the 
d ifferen ce  betw een  an express and  an ord in ary  train 
is that you  p a y  a supplem ent on  the express.

W ell, m y  express rattled to a  halt at every w ayside 
p la tform , and  stayed as lon g  as d irty  ch ild ren  thought 
that they cou ld  sell travellers squashed fru it offered  
on  large  leaves, o r  nasty little cakes held  ou t in sticky 
hands. E ven ing  began  to draw  in , and I thought 
w earily  h ow  m an y hours late the train cou ld  b e  before  
they gave  u p  expectin g  us at the other en d  o f  the 
jo u rn e y . S udden ly  a guard  was w alking u p  and d ow n  
on e  m ore  o f  the d im  w ayside p latform s shouting, “  A ll 
ch a n g e  here, all ch a n g e .”  I  m ad e inquiries, then 
began  argum ents. But neither availed . I t  appeared  
that the express often  d id  g ive  u p  the ghost at this 
little station , and  h ap p ily  resum ed its jo u rn e y  in  the 
m orn in g . I t  was never, the guard  assured m e 
solem n ly , m ore  than on e  d a y  late. I  co u ld n ’ t dis
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co v e r  w hether the en g in e-driver ju st g o t  sleepy, o r  
w hether his best g irl lived  in  the village. H ow ev er, 
there was n oth in g  else to d o  b u t to  get ou t  o f  the 
com p a rtm en t and ask to b e  d irected  to  the nearest 
hotel.

“  S en or ,”  said the gu ard , “  there is n o  hotel in 
h ere .”

I  was too  angry  to  b e  articu late, I  m erely  said, 
“  T h en  w h a t?  ”

T h e  gu ard  shrugged his shoulders. “  M ost o f  the 
through-travellers w ill stay w ith  friends in  the village. 
I f  they have n ot friends, they have friends o f  fr ien d s ; 
o r  they have m ade friends during  the jo u rn e y .”

“  B u t,”  I  rep lied , “  I  am  a stranger. W h a t ca n  I  
d o ? ”

“  A h ! ”  he said, “  i f  you  are a stranger, it is so easy. 
A ll you  have to  d o  is to send you r  card  to  the C o u n t.”

F u ll o f  m isgivings, I  stum bled  through  the ru bb le  
w h ich  m akes the ap p roach  from  the ra ilw ay station to  
m ost Spanish towns so forb id d in g . I  fou n d  the ca fe , 
ord ered  a sherry and  declin ed  a p late  o f  m ixed  pieces 
o f  o ld  sausage. T h en  I com m en ced  to  w rite m y  note 
to  the C ou n t, a ccord in g  to the g u a rd ’ s suggestion. I  
p rocu red  an en velope  from  the w a ite r ; and , 
m arvelling  at m y  ow n  audacity , d ispatched , v ia  a 
sm all b o y , m y  letter. T w o  sherries later the b o y  
returned. H e  b rou gh t m e b ack  m y  card  on  w h ich  
som e w ords had been  pen n ed  in  a new  h a n d : the 
C ou n t sent m e his greetings, and b egged  m e to  stop  
the n ight at his villa .

I t  was a striking v illa . I t  was near to  be in g  som e o f  
the things w h ich  on e  hopes Spain  to be , b u t w h ich  it 
isn ’ t. T h e  butler, after I had  show n h im  m y  card , 
on  w h ich  the C ou n t had w ritten , was grave and 
courteous. H e  led  m e to  a b ed room  w h ich  was 
p la in ly  and  d ecen tly  furnished. H e  s a id :

“ D inner  has a lready  been  served, s ir ; bu t I am  
brin g in g  you  you r m eal on  a tray .”

W h en  he left m e, I look ed  apprecia tively  rou n d  the
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room  w h ich  the C ou n t had  assigned to  m e. T h e  
w indow s w ere op en , and  a sultry breeze  fanned  m y  
cheeks. I  thought, k now ing  the m osquitoes o f  S pain  
(w h ich  resem ble large and  w ell-eq u ip p ed  arm oured  
cars on  w in gs), “  H o w  d a n g e ro u s ! ”  I  stepped over 
to  the w indow s, and  tried to p u ll them  t o ;  b u t I 
cou ld  n o t  m ake them  bu d ge . T h e  butler cau gh t m e 
struggling w ith  them . H e  asked m e, qu ite  p o lite ly , 
w hat I  thought I  was d o in g . I  exp la in ed  abou t 
m osquitoes.

“  S en or,”  he said, “  you  w ill n o t  b e  trou b led  b y  
those insects h ere .”

“  N o ?  ”  I  answ ered, “  w h y  n o t ?  ”
“  Because o f  an invention  o f  the C ou n t ’ s, senor. 

I  trust the d inner w ill b e  to you r satisfaction. Y o u  
w ill ring i f  you  need  a n yth in g? ”

A s I fell asleep that n ight I  had  the m ost rid icu lous 
ideas. “  S u pposin g ,”  w hispered som e id io tic  and 
drow sy section  o f  m y  subconscious, “  the w indow s 
are left op en  so that the C ou n t can  enter ? D ra cu la  
was a cou n t, w asn ’ t h e ?  ”  T h en , as I drifted  further 
tow ards ob liv ion , I  thought, “  W h a t a thing to  d o  to 
o n e ’s host— to d rive  a stake through  his h e a r t ! A n d  
does even  a stake through  the heart keep a vam pire  
q u ie t?  W asn ’ t there the girl o f  L ew in  w h o , w hen 
exh u m ed , was fou n d  to  have ch ew ed  and sw allow ed 
on e  h a lf  o f  her fa ce -c lo th , w h ich , on  be in g  pu lled  ou t 
o f  her throat, show ed stains o f  b lo o d . W asn ’ t a 
stake, therefore, d riven  through  her breast? But 
d id n ’ t that w retched  creature then w alk  a broad  w ith  
the stake in  her han d  and kill qu ite  a n u m ber o f  
p eop le  w ith  this form id ab le  w e a p o n ?  ”

In  the m orn in g  I was con d u cted  b y  the butler to 
the breakfast-room . T h ere  m y  fellow -guests w ere 
tucking in  to co ffee  and  snips o f  that delicious h ot 
batter w h ich  is cook ed  in  Spain , seem ingly, in  an end
less rop e . T w o  o ld  ladies (w h om  I guessed at on ce  to 
b e  F rench ) had surrounded  their p lates w ith  a nu m ber
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o f  tiny p a p er  u m bre llas ; thereby  g iv in g  to  their 
sim ple m ea l the air o f  a d oll-h ou se festival. T h ere  
was n o  sign o f  the C ou n t. A  w rinkled  A m erican , w h o 
was seated on  m y  left, w ith out any w arn ing lent 
tow ards m e and said :

“  I ’ve  been  here a w eek. Y es, sir, I ’ve been  here a 
w eek, and  I  h aven ’ t on ce  spoken to  the C ou n t. Th is 
C ou n t b ird  w ill g ive any stranger w h o  asks h im  a 
decen t b ed  and  free breakfast, and you  can  stay as 
lon g  as y ou r  con scien ce  w ill let you . But can  you  
personally  g ive the C ou n t thanks for  his h osp ita lity? 
O h  dear, n o ! H e ’s far too  gran d. H e ’ ll entertain 
the traveller, b u t he w o n ’ t speak to h im . I  d o n ’ t like 
it, sir. M y  nam e is H om er  G eorge , and I ’ve been  
b rou g h t u p  to believe  that on e  m an  is as g o o d  as 
another. I f  it w asn ’ t for  his excellen t co ffee , I ’d  say 
the C ou n t was positively  insu lting.”

I  p u t on  w hat I  h op e  is an expression o f  severe 
rep roof.

“  I f ,”  I  d em an d ed , “  it is so distasteful to you , 
w h y  d o  you  stay h ere?  ”

“  B ecause,”  he rep lied , “  because I  believe that 
som eth ing fu n n y is g o in g  on  in  this villa . I ’ m  a m an 
o f  p u b lic  spirit. I  w an t to find ou t w hat it is. I  w ant 
to  p u t anyth ing crook ed  straight.”

I  pushed  back  m y  ch a ir from  the table, regretting 
that m y gesture entailed  sacrificing a second  cu p  o f  
co ffee . “  M r. G eorge , I sh ou ldn ’ t say that you  are 
p u b lic-sp irited , I  should  say that you  are curious in 
rather a beastly m an n er.”

I  w alked  across the room  and  ou t on  to  a  c o o l 
verandah . O h  d e a r ! these M oorish  gardens w ith  
their fountains and tiles. A s soon  as la d y  novelists 
see the tiles they cry , “  H o w  brilliant, m y  dear, to  
have b lu e  tiles w ith  this g lorious b lu e  s k y ! ”  But 
w h y  d o  I  think o f — er— w ell . . . p u b lic  b a th s? 
I  closed  m y  eyes against the o ffen d in g  tiles, and 
thought a b ou t the m ysterious C ou n t. As I lay  in  a 
con ven ien t d eck -ch a ir  thinking, a ch ok in g  od ou r
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assailed m e. I  h a lf  op en ed  m y  eyes, and fou n d  H om er  
G eorg e  at m y  e lb ow  puffing a vile cigar. I  had 
forgotten  h ow  d ifficu lt it is to  snub an A m erican .

“  L o o k  h ere ,”  said M r. G eorge , in  n o  w ay  abashed, 
“  y o u ’re the first person  w h o  has turned u p  since I ’ve 
been  here w h o  m ay  b e  ab le  to  help  m e .”

“  S ir ,”  I  protested , “  I  have n o  in tention  o f  help ing 
y o u .”

“  T h a t ’ s because you  d o n ’ t understand ,”  he said. 
“  T h ese Spanish villages, they h aven ’ t g o t  over  the 
superstitions o f  the D ark  A ges. D o  you  k n ow  w h y  
the peasants in  these C a th olic  countries are so cruel 
to an im als? T h e  C a th olic  used to believe  that he 
a id ed  the A lm ig h ty  in  m altreating brutes. D evils, 
you  see, a lthough  con d em n ed  to  everlasting fire, 
d id  n o t beg in  their punishm ent in  hell until after 
ju d g m en t day . In  the m eantim e they roam ed  the 
earth tem pting m en . But, w ith  their num bers be in g  
constantly  ad d ed  to , the n u m ber o f  devils on  the earth 
becam e a p rob lem  for  the ecclesiastical fathers. 
F inally , they m ad e  the extra ro o m  for  them , b y  
d ecid in g  that the devils w h o  had  n o  room  to  g o  else
w here w ent in to  the bod ies o f  anim als. S o the 
C a th o lic  thou gh t that w hen  the d o g  h ow led  and the 
bu tch ered  p ig  squealed , it was the em b od ied  d em on  
w h o  really  su ffered .”

I confess I  was surprised at this lon g  and  som ew hat 
erudite speech. “  But w h y  d o  you  tell m e all th is? ”
I  asked.

“  Because I  have been  pok in g  arou n d  the village, 
m aking a friend here and a friend there. F rom  w hat 
they have told  m e I have been  ab le  to p a tch  together a 
very  queer story— a story o f  som ething that cou ld  
o n ly  have h ap p en ed  in  a Spanish v illage like this 
w h ich  is still u n d er the shadow  o f  mediaeval super
stition. . . . N ow , all I w ant is for you  to help  m e on e  
n ight. I know  the room  in w h ich  the C ou n t w orks, 
and  I k n ow  h ow  the w in d ow  o f  that room  ca n  b e  
reached  b y  a b a lcon y . I  w ill b e  qu ite  satisfied i f  I
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can  get on e  look  through  the w in d ow — oh  y e s ! I  
have w atch ed  the lights in  that room , from  the garden , 
far in to  the m orn in g . But I  m ust have a witness in 
case som eth ing goes w ron g . I  m ean  . . .  i f  anyth ing 
goes w ron g  . . .  a com p a n ion  is a help , isn ’ t h e ?  ”

I refused b lan kly , H om er  G eorg e  con tin u ed  as 
though  there had  been  n o  in terruption . “ Y o u  can  
m ake u p  y ou r  m in d  after you  have heard . . . . W h en  
the C ou n t cam e in to  his title he had  his predecessor 
exh um ed . H e  dressed the corpse  in  its best clothes 
and  issued a w rit against it, fo r  un law fu l and  extrava
gant m anagem ent o f  the estate. N o  legal form ality  
was om itted , and a law yer was ap p oin ted  to defen d  the 
accused . T h e  instant sentence was p ron ou n ced , the 
corpse  was stripped o f  its clothes and  . . . and  m uti
lated . O f  course it all h appen ed  very  m u ch  as i f  it 
w ere betw een  friends. T h e  law yers w ere lo ca l m en 
w h o  had  to h u m ou r the C ou n t i f  they w ished to  m ake 
their live lih ood  in the district. T h e  p o lic e ?  corru p t 
. . . and  b r ib ed . But the C ou n t. . . . !  A  m an  
w h o  co u ld  d o  such a thing is ca p a b le  o f  an y  in 
hum anity . N o w  d o  you  see w h y  I w ant to look  in to  
the C ou n t ’s w ork room  and ch eck  u p  on  w hat ou r 
elusive host does in the n ig h t?  ”

2
W e tip toed  d ow n  the passage w h ich  led  from  m y  

room , and  H om er  G eorg e  paused w hen  w e reached  
the corner. H e  took  tw o steps forw ard , and then he 
peered  to  the left and the right. T h en  he beck on ed  
m e to  fo llow  h im . H e  op en ed  a d oor , and m y  heart 
was in m y  m ou th . But n o b o d y  accosted  us. H e  led 
m e through  an em p ty  p ictu re-ga llery . A t  the end  o f  
the ga llery  he turned tow ards a w in d o w ; fu m bled  
w ith  a c a t c h ; and threw  it op en . I  began  to  realise 
w hat an efficient am ateur detective  H om er  G eorg e  
was. H e  m ust, b e fore  I  had arrived , have p u t in a 
g o o d  dea l o f  tim e snoop ing  arou n d  the house.

283



284 THE COUNT

O n  the b a lcon y  outside the w in d ow  the m oon ligh t 
stream ed d ow n  on  us. A g a in  I felt afraid . I  thought 
o f  m y  dream  idea  abou t the C ou n t be in g  a vam pire. 
Better a vam p ire  than an enraged aristocrat w hose 
hospita lity  had been  o u tra g e d ! B ut I had  little tim e 
for  such grim  speculations, for m y  com p a n ion  
crou ch ed  and  ran. A  secon d  later w e had  reached  
the corn er o f  the house w here the b a lco n y  turned in to  
shadow . Chinks o f  b righ t ligh t fell from  betw een  
h eavy  curtains draw n  beh in d  a great w in d ow . I 
co u ld  hear m y  com p a n ion  breath ing heavily . I t  m ay 
have been  from  the exertion  o f  running , o r  it m ay  have 
been  that he was frightened  n ow  that the m om en t had 
com e . But he m oved  forw ard  resolutely, and bent 
to  p u t his eye to the largest crack  in  the curtains. A t  
the sam e instant the curtains w ere snatched apart, 
and  a m an  w ith  a h ig h -d om ed  foreh ead  stood  fram ed 
in  the w in d ow . D ram atica lly , he stood  there w h ile  I 
cou n ted  ten. T h en  he flung op en  the w in d ow .

“  C om e in , gentlem en , I have been  expectin g  you . 
O n e  o f  m y  servants heard  you  m aking y ou r  plans on  
the veran dah  this m orn in g . Y o u  k n ow  h ow  servants 
w ill ta lk ? ”  H e  spoke ca lm  and  fluent English.

H om er  G eorge , n ow  that he was trap p ed , lost his 
nerve. H e  stood , positively  shivering w ith  fright.

“  C om e, S ir ,”  pressed the C ou n t, “  it was you  
gen tlem en  w h o  w ished to  p a y  a ca ll on  m e .”  H e  
stretched ou t his arm  in  a kind o f  m ock  invitation .

M y  com p a n ion  m isu nderstood  the gesture. H e  
leapt back , and  leapt too  far. H e  staggered against 
the parapet. H is arm s shot a b ov e  his head . H e  gave 
a cry , and crashed in to  the cou rtyard  be low .

T h e  C ou n t w alked  to the balustrade, and gazed  
d ow n . “  T o o  b a d ,”  he said, coo lly .

“  B u t,”  I  stam m ered , “  w e m ust g o  d ow n  and h e lp .”
“ H e l p ?  M y  dear m an , see his scattered bra in s! 

M y  servant w ill arrange everyth ing, even  to clean ing 
m y  n ice  b lu e  tiles. O r  are you  interested in the casual 
con n ection  betw een  cran ia l ca p a city  and m ental
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cap acity . I  ad m it I  am  extrem ely  interested in  the 
argum ent against the h igher ed u ca tion  o f  w om en  
w h ich  is based on  the fact that the average fem ale brain  
w eighs on ly  1272 gram m es. Surely a person  w ith  such 
a ligh t en cep h a lon  ca n n ot b e  receptive  o f  the h igher 
branches o f  study. A h ! b u t I  forget that you  English 
think w e are very  back w ard  a b ou t . . . a b ou t ou r 
id e a s : the socia l status o f  w om en , the C h u rch , and 
so o n .”

H e  had  been  speaking qu ick ly , as i f  he w ou ld  cov er  
u p  the fact that he had been  m anoeuvring m e in to  his 
room . H e  shut the w in d ow  beh in d  him , and  drew  the 
curtains. I  fou n d  m y se lf in  an im m ense apartm ent. 
In  the cen tre o f  the ch a m b er w ere som e chairs and an 
enorm ous desk. T w o  o f  the walls w ere cov ered  b y  
row s o f  bookshelves. O n e  spacious corn er o f  the 
ro o m  had been  fitted u p  as a laboratory .

“  I ’ m  a fra id ,”  he said, “  that it has the a ir o f  be in g  
the room  o f  an am ateur chem ist. But in  this room  I 
have m ade several o f  m y  sm all d iscoveries. In  this 
ro o m  I have pushed m y  great research to  its— yes, I  
think I  m ay  say so— trium phant con clu sion . I  
have m anaged  to  isolate a certa in  bacillus. I t ’ s a 
strange m icrob e , m y  friend. I t  turns gelatine b lack , 
and adm its a fetid  stench. . . . But I m ust o ffer  you  
refreshm ent. W o n ’ t y ou  sit d ow n  there, near the 
desk ? A n d  I  w ill ring  for the servants.”

T h e  butler answ ered the bell, and  the C ou n t said, 
“  R efreshm ents for  on e , p lease.”

T h e  butler returned bearin g  a tray on  w h ich  w ere 
arranged bottles and  glasses. H e  was fo llow ed  b y  a 
secon d  m an-servant, w h o  carried  a tray o f  sand
w iches. T h e  trays w ere p la ced  on  the desk. T h e  
servants retreated . A s they passed m e. . . .  It 
h ap p en ed  in  an instant. I t  cou ld  n ot have been  m ore 
neatly  don e . I  was taken com p lete ly  o f f  m y  guard.

T h e  C ou n t sm iled, softly. “  Y es, I  fear the 
refreshm ent is for  m e. T o -n ig h t I shall stay u p  very  
late, m y  friend, w atch in g  you r reactions. . . .  I f  you
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start scream ing, w e w ill have to  gag you . Y o u  w o n ’ t 
help  y ou rse lf that w ay. . . .  I  m ust rem ind  y ou  that 
you  thrust you r  com p a n y  on  m e. Y o u  and  you r 
A m erican  friend  d ecid ed  to take an interest in  m y  
experim ents. N ow  I am  g o in g  to  talk to  you  a bou t 
them . T h e  m icrob e  I  have isolated  . . .  a h !  I  
w ish I h ad  tim e to  show  it to you  through  the m icro 
scope. T h ere  are tw o little feelers w h ich  m igh t b e  
horns, and  som ething that looks suspiciously like a tail. 
Y o u  sneer? T h a t  is because, m y  friend, you  are too  
p rou d  for the yoke o f  M oth er C h u rch . W h a t d o  you  
think w ent in to  the G adarene swine ? A t  last I  have 
isolated  the bacillus infernalis. S cience  is va in  unless 
it helps m an  to  salvation . E vil a m ic ro b e ! D o n ’ t 
you  see w h at it m eans to have d iscovered  the m ost 
insidious disguise o f  the devil. . . . Still you  la u g h ? 
Perhaps that is w ell, fo r  you  w o n ’ t ob ject , then, to 
having a few  o f  these m icrobes in jected  in to  you r 
b lood -strea m ? . . . D o n ’ t w riggle . . . . M a rio , ju st 
bare  his arm . . . . A ll over, m y  g o o d  friend. . . . See 
this au tom atic  ? I  shall sit this side o f  the desk w atch 
ing  y ou . A ll I  w ish is to observe sym ptom s. I  g ive 
you  m y  w ord , as a gentlem an o f  Spain , that noth ing  
m ore  w ill h appen  to  you . Just sit still, b e  reasonable 
and  let m y  servants g o  to b ed . . . . M a rio  and 
A lfon so , you  m ay  go . I  feel certa in  m y  guest is go in g  
to  b e  reasonable. . . . S upposin g you  d id  esca p e ; 
is there a d o c to r  in the w orld  w h o  cou ld  help  y o u ?  
Surely the d o c to r  in  ou r little village w ou ld  n ot be  
prepared  to adm inister an an ti-tox in  for  the bacillus 
infernalis? But you  w ill n ot escape. I f  you  try to 
leave this room  I w ill shoot you , w ith ou t com p u n ction , 
for I  have w arned  you . Y ou  m ay  guess that I  am  a 
m an  o f  m y  w ord , yes ? P olice  ? I shall tell them  that 
you  and  y ou r  A m erican  w ere robbers. I  have great 
p ow er in this district. . . .”

H is eyes glittered w ith  a certa in  m adness, and they 
seem ed to hypnotise m e. I  rem em ber very  little o f  
that n ight. But I  rem em ber h ow , w henever his
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attention  was partly  turned from  m e, I  m anaged  to  co a x  
w ith  the tips o f  m y  fingers the pap er-w eigh t on  the 
desk a little nearer.

I  rem em ber that, w hen som e n ight creature flew  
against the w in d ow , the C ou n t look ed  for  an instant 
beh in d  h im , and in  that instant I had  seized and hurled 
the paper-w eight.

I rem em ber h ow  I p icked  up  a sharp knife, sca lped , 
and op en ed  the cran ium .

I rem em ber taking slim e in  m y  hands. Y es, yes, I 
rem em ber that I fou n d  that his brains w eigh ed  less 
than a w om a n ’s !

I rem em ber h ow  they d iscovered  m e, in the m orn 
ing , w riting  ou t a statem ent o f  h ow  the C ou n t was 
unfitted for  the h igher edu cation .

I rem em ber h ow  they d iscovered  m e and brou g h t m e 
to the h om e. . . .

I  have been  in  the h om e a lon g  tim e now .
D o  you  k n ow , I rea lly  believe they w ill send m e 

m ad  here.
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L. A . G. Strong

T H E  S H O P  O N  T H E  C O R N E R

G eorge C allington  halted  and pu lled  ou t his 
w atch . I t  said five-and-tw enty  to  three. Finkelstein 
w ou ld  n ot be  a lone till after the hour.

H e  p u t his w atch  back  and w ent on  slow ly u p  the 
street. T h e  tim e since lunch  had  seem ed endless. 
H e  had d aw dled  over the m eal as lon g  as he cou ld , 
sitting at the m a rb le -top p ed  table, sipping at co ffee  he 
d id  n o t  w ant, co ffee  that ch illed  and w ent bitter on  
his to n g u e ; d aw dled  till his restless nerves cou ld  bear 
it n o  longer, and  he had set ou t to trudge the streets; 
until it was tim e. H is feet a c h e d ; he was sw ea tin g ; 
his tongue was dry . N o t  because he was afraid .

K
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T h ere  was n o  fear in  his m ind— noth ing  b u t im 
patience. N ow  that his resolve was taken, there was 
n o  room  for anyth ing b u t the fierce lon g in g  to p u t it 
in to  action , and b e  done.

So fierce was the lon g in g  that it  had b y  n ow  co m 
p letely  ob literated  all thought o f  the first set-back  to 
his plan . U n lik e ly  though  it was that anyone should 
con n ect h im  w ith  the affair, he had  p lanned  to ca ll in 
u p on  a friend, w h o  w ou ld , i f  need  arose, b e  ab le  to 
testify that shortly before  three o ’ c lo ck  G eorge  
C a llington  was in a part o f  tow n  far rem oved  from  
Finkelstein ’ s. Besides serving this useful purpose, the 
ca ll w ou ld  help  to  pass the tim e.

But, to G eorg e ’ s dism ay, the friend had been  out. 
A n  u n tid y  m essage, p inned  to  the d o o r  o f  the little 
office, b lan k ly  con fron ted  him . “  Back at three- 
forty -five ,”  it said.

Because he h ad  never for a m om en t envisaged 
such a thing, the d iscovery  unnerved  h im . H e  
stood , staring at the paper, unable to d ec id e  w hat to 
d o . T h en , slow ly, he w ent d ow n  the stairs and in to 
the street. A fter  all, w h at d id  it m atter?  T h ere  
was n o  need  to see an yon e first. I t  was an extra 
p re ca u tion ; b u t it  was n ot essential. W ith  a shrug 
o f  his h igh  shoulders, he set o f f  to  p a ce  the streets 
on ce  m ore.

A n d  still he h ad  the best part o f  h a lf  an h ou r to 
w ait. L ook in g  u p , he read the nam e o f  a side street. 
F or  a m om en t it d id  n o t register in  his m in d , w h ich  
was con tem pla tin g  its purpose w ith  the du ll fix ity  o f  
a  bu ll staring at a  red  cloak . T h en  he rem em bered . 
A t  the top  o f  the street was S yd n ey ’ s studio. Sydney, 
his broth er-in -law , was a ph otograph er. T h ere  was 
n ot a great deal o f  portraiture in that n o t-too - 
fash ionable n e ig h b ou rh ood , b u t S ydn ey  m ade quite 
a g o o d  thing ou t o f  com m ercia l w ork , ph otograp h in g  
perm anent w aves for hairdressers, gow ns for m odistes, 
and w in d ow  displays for  sanitary engineers. H e  
w ou ld  ca ll in  and  have a w ord  w ith  Sydney . T h a t
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w ou ld  d o , ju st as w ell. E very  b it  as w ell. W h y  
had  he n ot thought o f  that before  ?

T w o  m inutes’ w alking b rou gh t h im  to S yd n ey ’ s 
p lace . T h e  a p p roa ch  was b a d ;  bad  enough  to dis
cou rage  an y  possible portra it clients, even  i f  they 
should  h appen  to  b e  attracted  b y  the sign and  sam ples 
at the foo t  o f  the stairs. P eop le  w ere often  telling 
S ydn ey  abou t it, bu t he was a h ap p y -g o -lu ck y  sort o f  
a ch ap . H e  agreed w ith  them  cord ia lly , and d id  
noth ing . Such  portra it custom ers as he had cam e 
to  h im  through  personal recom m endations. Seeking 
to  b e  d on e  ch eap ly , they d id  n ot trou b le  a bou t such 
details. I t ’ s a p ity , thought G eorge, as he grop ed  his 
w ay  u p  the d in g y  staircase, because his w ork  is g ood . 
S yd n ey  irritated him . G eorge, a m eth od ica l w orker, 
a  p lod d er, cou ld  n ot understand the type that is 
cheerfu lly  con ten t to m u d d le  along.

“  W h y , ha llo , G e o rg e ! H o w  are y o u ?  H o w  n ice 
to see y o u ! H ere , have a chair. Shove those things 
anyw here— on  the floor. H ere . T h a t ’ s right. H o w  
g o o d  o f  you  to look  i n ! ”

S ydney alw ays seem ed pleased to  see h im . G eorg e  
cou ld  n ot think w hy. But then, he seem ed pleased to 
see everybody .

“ W ell, h ow  goes i t ? ”  S ydney sm iled at h im , 
w ith  d isarm ing friendliness. “  E veryth ing all 
r ig h t?  ”

“  N o t  so ba d , thanks. H o w ’s M a y ?  ”
“  C apita l, thanks. L ittle  b it  tired, you  know . 

L ook in g  forw ard  to  her h oliday . She’ ll b e  all the 
better for  a ch a n g e .”

“  U rn .”
“ Y o u  look  as i f  you  cou ld  d o  w ith  a ch an ge y ou r

self,”  con tin u ed  his brother-in -law . “  F eeling a b it 
tired ?  ”

‘ 4 W ell— y e s : a bit. ”  G eorg e  look ed  m o o d ily  rou n d  
at the lights, tables, and general litter.

“  P lace  is in  an aw ful mess, I ’m  a fra id ,”  said 
S ydn ey  cheerfu lly . “  I  really  m ust have a clear up .
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I ’ ve been  m ean in g  to, for days n ow . But there— I 
never seem  to  get tim e, som eh ow .”

G eorge  sw allow ed.
“  A re  you  busy, th en ? ”  he asked m echan ica lly .
ct N o , n o t really. N o t  as busy as I ’d  like to be. 

Still, as soon  as I think o f  hav ing a real o ld  turn-out, 
som ething alw ays seems to crop  u p . D o n ’ t m in d  i f  
I get on  w ith  w hat I was d o in g , d o  y o u ?  ”  H e  
began  to  rum m age abou t at on e  o f  the tables.

G eorg e  w atch ed  h im , u n com p reh en d in g ly , his m in d  
still staring ahead like the bu ll at the red  cloak . 
E very  n ow  and then it forg ot the im p ort o f  w hat it 
was staring at, as the tired bu ll m igh t for a m om en t 
con fu sed ly  forget, standing still to  get its breath , 
d ream in g  d u lly  o f  som ething far from  the arena and 
the en circlin g  c r o w d ; then feel the sting o f  rage 
again , as som e b lan d  pass, som e gesture o f  the taunt
in g  m atad or reca lled  it. G eorg e  sw allow ed again. 
H is throat hurt.

“  W e ’re g o in g  to have a great treat to -n igh t,”  said 
S ydney , over  his shoulder.

“ O h !  W h a t ’s t h a t ? ”
“  T h e  m usica l c lu b . W e ’ ve g o t the G ra veley ’ s. 

H a d  to  p a y  the devil o f  a f e e ; b u t they ’ re w orth  it. 
M a y  and  I  heard ’ em  last sum m er, in  S carborou gh . 
T h e y  were g o o d . D o in g  a B eethoven , a M ozart, and 
the D ebussy .”  H e  turned rou n d . “  Y o u  ou g h t to 
jo in , G eorge . R ea lly  you  ought. T h e  su b ’s on ly  a 
gu inea . D o  you  g ood . T a k e  y ou  ou t o f  you rself.”

G eorg e  shook his head.
“  C h am ber m usic ’s n o t m u ch  in m y  lin e .”
“  O h , b u t y o u ’d  com e  to like it. I  d id n ’ t care  very  

m u ch  for  it at first, till M a y  m ade m e g o . I  w ent 
on ce  o r  tw ice and I was qu ite  con verted . N ow  I ’m  
as keen as she is.”

I ’ ll b e t you  are, thought G eorg e , look in g  at h im . 
Y o u ’d  let M a y  or  anyone else con vert you  to  an y
thing. Y o u  d o n ’ t know  w h at it is to have a w ill o f  
y ou r  ow n . L ook in g  at his b roth er-in -law ’s pleasant,
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w eakly  g ood -look in g  p rofile , he sudden ly w on dered  
w h at S ydn ey  w ou ld  say i f  he to ld  h im  w hat he was 
g o in g  to  d o : w hat, in h a lf  an h ou r ’s tim e— or 
sooner— w ou ld  b e  safely done.

“ I  w ish y o u  w ou ld . L et m e p ropose  y o u ?  I ’ d  
easily get som eon e to  secon d  y o u .”

G eorg e  shook his head .
“  N o , thanks. N o t  at present, a n y h ow .”
“ O h , w ell. L a ter on , p erh ap s? In  the autum n, 

fo r  the new  season? ”
“  I d o n ’ t know . I ’ ll think a b ou t it .”
Y es, safe though  it is, I ’d  better n ot m ake any 

plans yet. T h o u g h , i f  I  b rin g  it o ff, I  m igh t as w ell 
let h im  p u t m e u p  for his rotten  c lu b , o r  anything 
else. Shut u p , you  foo l. O f  course y o u ’ ll brin g  it 
o ff.

H e  took  ou t his w atch . T w e lv e  m inutes to. A t  
three, Finkelstein ’s assistant left h im  and w ent ou t 
for  a cu p  o f  tea. Finkelstein h im se lf w ent ou t betw een  
a  qu a rter-to -tw o  and tw o. H e  w ou ld  b e  back  som e
tim es as early  as tw en ty-to-three, bu t he never let the 
assistant g o  till three. T h en , for  tw enty m inutes or  
so, he w ou ld  be  a lone in the shop. M aisie had  told  
G eorg e  all abou t F inkelstein ’s m ovem ents. U nless a 
custom er should  ch an ce  to com e  in , there w ou ld  be  
n o  on e  to find ou t w h at had  h appen ed  until the 
assistant ca m e back . O f  course, the tailor w h o  
w orked  upstairs, at alterations and  repairs, might com e 
d ow n  to  ask som e question , b u t it  was m ost unlikely. 
M aisie had  on ly  k now n h im  com e  d ow n  tw ice, all the 
tim e she h ad  been  there. Finkelstein d id  n ot en
cou rage  questions. H e  preferred to com p la in  after
w ards, i f  anyth ing w ent w ron g . O h , yes, M aisie had 
to ld  h im  a w h ole  heap  abou t F in kelste in : and then, 
th inking o f  other things she had  to ld  h im  abou t 
Finkelstein , bu t n ot until too  late, G eorg e  gritted his 
teeth, and  the b lood  rushed to his face, alm ost b lind ing 
him .

A fra id  that in som e w ay  he m igh t betray  him self,
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he rose abruptly . H e  cou ld  hard ly  s ta n d : he sw ayed 
on  his feet.

“  I  m ust g o  on  n o w ,”  he said.
“ M ust y o u ?  S u r e ? ”
“ Y es. I t ’s— it ’s— w hat tim e d o  you  m ake it ?  ”  
“ Just on  three. I ’m  a b it  fast, though , I  th ink.”
“  Just on  three,”  G eorg e  repeated . “  W ell— I  m ust 

b e  g o in g .”
“  G o o d -b y e , then, o ld  m an . Thanks for  look in g  

in .”
S ydn ey  was look in g  at h im  queerly . T h is  w ou ld n ’ t 

d o . I f — i f  anyth ing cam e out, it was very  im portan t 
that he should  have seem ed norm al.

( “  T e ll us, M r. Fairfield . W h en  the accused  was 
w ith  y ou , d id  you  n otice  anyth ing at all strange abou t 
his m a n n er?  ”

“  W ell, since you  ask m e, I ’m  b ou n d  to  say . . .” ) 
G eorg e  saw  the p ictu re  all too  clearly . T h a t  

w ou ld n ’ t d o . H e  forced  a sm ile.
“  I  think there’ s som ething in  w h at y ou  said ju st 

n ow . I  d o  need  a b it  o f  a  ch a n g e .”
“  M y  d ear ch ap , I ’ m  sure o f  it. I  d o n ’ t w ant to  

frighten you , b u t you  look  all in .”
“  I  am a b it  tired. H a v en ’ t been  sleeping to o  w ell. 

I  think I ’ ll take a d a y  o r  tw o o ff. R u n  d ow n  to 
B righton , o r  som eth in g.”

“  M ak e it a  w eek i f  you  ca n ,”  S yd n ey  urged , co m 
ing ou t on  to  the lan d in g  w ith  h im . “  H ere— w ait—  
I ’ ll sw itch on  the light. T h a t ’ s better. Y es— m ake 
it at least a  w eek .”

“  I ’ ll try. T hanks, very  m u ch .”
“  A n d — think it  over, w o n ’ t y ou , a b ou t the 

M u sica l?  ”
“  I  w ill. G o o d -b y e .”
“ G o o d -b y e .”
“  G ive  m y  love  to  M a y ,”  G eorg e  ca lled  u p , half-w ay 

d ow n  the flight.
“  I  w ill in d eed .”
H o p e  I  h aven ’ t overd on e  it, n ow , thought G eorge ,
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stepping ou t in to  the street. H e  w alked slow ly  till 
he reached  the corn er, then hurried  as fast as he 
cou ld  g o  till he cam e to  a b roa d  m ain  thoroughfare. 
H a ilin g  the first taxi he saw, he b a d e  the driver m ake 
for the nearest U n d ergrou n d  station.

H e  had w orked  it all ou t to a  n icety . I t  was 
possible to  get from  this n e ig h b ou rh ood  to F inkel- 
stein ’s, a d istance o f  over  three m iles, in  som ething 
like ten m inutes.

2
G eorg e  C a llington  was on e  o f  those apparently  

m isanthropic creatures w h om , in  reality, noth ing  but 
d iffidence  and  an  aw kw ard m anner estrange from  
their fe llow  m en . T h e  m anner, plus a rather ov er
grow n , u n cou th  appearance, had  earned h im  rebuffs 
as a b o y  w h ich  d rove  h im  further and further in 
u p on  him self. F ierce ly  sensitive, he b ro o d e d  over 
each  in cid en t until he cou ld  savagely assure h im se lf 
that he d id  n o t  care. B y  the tim e he was seventeen 
or  eighteen , and  all the grapes w ere sour, he had  
d eve lop ed  a w a y  o f  life as unattractive as his exterior, 
and  was voted  a sulky, in tractable  specim en , best left 
a lone. T h is, he to ld  him self, was ju st w h at he 
w a n te d : yet in m om ents o f  honesty and d iscou rage
m ent he knew  that it was n ot at all w h at he w anted , 
that he lon g ed  to jo in  in  w ith  others o f  his age, and 
b e  a ccep ted  b y  them . A t  such tim es, w hen  the sense 
o f  personal in a d eq u a cy  w ou ld  n o  lon ger b e  kept 
d ow n , his po ison ed  im agin ation  extended  it to  cov er  
everyth ing, till he saw h im se lf as a  leper and an 
outcast. N o  lon ger cou ld  he b lam e the rest o f  the 
hum an  race , o r  b e  angry  w ith  them . H e  cou ld  
m erely  grit his teeth, turn over on ce  m ore  on  the 
h ot, com fortless p illow , and be  m iserable.

T h e  sense o f  in feriority  kept h im  aw ay from  w om en . 
H e  was th irty-three w hen  he m et M aisie. I t  was a 
crow d ed , h o t Saturday even ing, and  she h ad  to share 
his table in  a tea-shop. H o w  they g o t  in to  con v er



sation  G eorg e  cou ld  n ot p rop erly  recall. H e  cou ld  
on ly  rem em b er sitting beh in d  his p aper, g o in g  h ot 
and  co ld , strangely excited , and cursing h im se lf for 
the excitem ent. T h e  next th ing was, they w ere 
talking. S om eth ing  had  happened— she had  d rop p ed  
her u m brella , and  he had  p icked  it u p ;  and they 
w ere talking. A  w eek later, they m et again . G eorge  
had  gon e  through  all m anner o f  torm ents, and ca lled  
h im self all m anner o f  nam es, be fore  he cou ld  brin g  
h im se lf to  g o  to  the sam e tea-shop again . O th er 
p eop le  cam e and sat at the table  he chose, an in n o 
cen t o ld  m an  and  a w om a n , and he scow led  at them  
so fiercely  that they b ecam e qu ite  u n com fortab le , 
and the o ld  m a n ’ s hand shook as he tipped  his tea 
in to  his saucer. T h en , w hen he had  g iven  her u p , 
a llow ed  her another five m inutes, and  another, and  
another, and  g iven  her u p  again , she stood  in the 
d oorw a y . She cau gh t sight o f  h im , sm iled, and cam e 
straight across. H e  g o t  u p  aw kw ardly, upsetting a 
chair.

A fter that, they m et regularly , and M aisie told  h im  
all a b ou t herself. A t  least, as he had  subsequently 
d iscovered , n o t  qu ite  all. I f  on ly  she h a d ! I f  
on ly . . . . B ut w hat was the g o o d  o f  saying th a t?  
She had  n ot to ld  h im  a ll: he supposed he m ust b e  
to  b lam e. H e  had  n ot the g ift o f  g iv ing. H e  cou ld  
n ot o p en  ou t p rop erly  to anyone, so it w as on ly  natural 
that M aisie d id  n ot op en  ou t to  h im . Besides, she 
was perhaps a sh a m ed : p o o r  little girl, p o o r  dear—  
and  at the thought o f  lost endearm ents, o f  love  never 
spoken , G eorg e  reeled  and h ad  to ca tch  h o ld  o f  a 
d oor-p ost to  steady him self. W h en  he thought o f  
w hat had  h ap p en ed , and w hat, had  he been  another 
sort o f  m an , m igh t have h ap p en ed  instead, he felt 
such anguish that he cou ld  have throw n  back  his 
head  and h ow led  like a d og .

O ld  Finkelstein , the dealer in  m isfit clothes, had 
em p loyed  M aisie to keep his accounts and look  after 
the little room  in w h ich  he d id  the lad ies ’ side o f  his
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business. I t  was on ly  a sideline, and he had  since 
g iven  it u p : bu t, w hen  G eorg e  first m et her, M aisie 
w as n om in a lly  in  charge o f  it. Finkelstein u n d erp a id  
her, and  she knew  it. She cou ld  get m ore  elsewhere, 
if, as she to ld  G eorg e , she cou ld  find an elsewhere to 
g o  to. M ean w h ile , w ith  a consum ptive  sister to  look  
after . . .  I t  was the o ld , o ld  story. T h en  that fou l 
o ld  d evil . . .

P icture after p ictu re  b o iled  u p  savagely from  the 
cau ld ron  o f  G eorg e ’s m in d . M aisie, ly ing  in her last 
illness, flushed and  feverish, her breath  rattling like 
d ry  leaves, telling h im  in  brok en  gasps h ow  it had  
been  . . . F inkelstein at the inquest, a ll grease and 
shocked , paternal sorrow . N o , he had  n o  idea  o f  
M iss W ilk ins ’ s con d ition . N o , he cou ld  throw  n o  
ligh t on  this sad business. H e  had  n o  id ea  w h o  was 
responsible. A t  least— n o , he cou ld  n ot say. Pressed, 
he adm itted , w ith  every show  o f  re luctance, that 
there vas a you n g  m an  she had  been  keeping com p a n y  
vith . H e , Finkelstein , h ad  n ot liked the look  o f  h im , 
and , as a  m an o ld  enough  to b e  her father, he had  
thou gh t it his bare  d u ty  to say a v ord  o f  varn ing . . . 
N o , he d id  n ot k n ow  the y ou n g  m a n ’ s nam e. N or  
vhere he lived . O f  course, the y ou n g  m an  might have 
had  n oth in g  to d o  vith  it . . .

O h  G o d , G o d , G o d !  H o w  could sh e? W h y  had  
she never told  h im , G eorge , w hat was h a p p en in g ?  
She h ad  n o  m on ey . T h en , w h y  cou ld  she n ot have 
asked h im ?  H e  w ou ld  have g iven  her all he had , 
d on e  anyth ing, anyth ing . . . A n d  perhaps, i f  she 
co u ld  b r in g  h erself to subm it to  Finkelstein , she 
m igh t even  have let h im , G eorg e  . . . H e  m igh t have 
m arried  her. T o o  late, too  late . . . A ll  these things 
w ere too  late. H e  had asked her ju st on ce , before  
they took  her aw ay to the hospital, w h y  she had  n ot 
to ld  h im . H e  had  n ot been  able  to help  i t :  the 
question  was w ru ng from  h im , in tones o f  agonised 
rep roa ch , be fore  he knew  w hat he was saying.



. . I  w ou ld  have . . . d on e  anything, i f  I ’d  on ly  
know n . I f  y o u ’d  on ly  to ld  m e . .

She had  sm iled, a grim , twisted little sm ile, and 
pressed his hand.

“  I  thought, i f  you  knew , y o u ’ d  never speak to m e 
any m ore . . .”

“  Y es, yes, b u t w h y  d id n ’ t you  tell m e before . . . ? ”
She shook her head , m iserably. T h e  tears ran 

d ow n  her cheeks. O h , he cou ld  im agine it all n ow , 
after sleepless nights spent tw isting and  w rith ing on  
the w ou n d . T h e  o ld  brute had  taken advantage o f  
her. She h ad  had  n o  w arn ing. A t  least, n o t the 
first tim e. A fterw ards, she had  been  afraid . T h en , 
find ing h ow  it was w ith  her, she h ad  tried , as a 
m illion  p o o r  girls had  tried before  her, to escape from  
the trap.

W ell— it was too  late to  d o  anyth ing a bou t that 
n o w ; bu t it was n ot too  late for revenge.

3
Finkelstein ’s shop was on  a corn er, ju st o f f  the 

m ain  avenue. T ra ffic  was brisk on  the avenue, 
w h ich  was a by-pass for  vehicles g o in g  north . F iggis 
Street, o f  w h ich  Finkelstein ’ s was N u m b er O n e , was 
n arrow  and  rather ill-favoured . I t  consisted for  the 
m ost part o f  sm all shops, on e  or  tw o o f  them  sim ilar 
to  his, w ith  here and there a theatrical costum ier, a 
p aw n brok er, a barber, an Ita lian  restaurant— an 
ord in ary  en ou gh  little side-street on  the S oh o  fringes. 
Its other b ran ch , C larem orris Street, was ju st such 
another, excep t that, farther d ow n , it was en livened  
b y  the offices o f  on e  o r  tw o d ubious film  com pan ies. 
E a ch  street was narrow , and , at that h our, c o m 
paratively  u n frequented . T h e  few  p eop le  to  b e  seen 
w alked  qu ick ly , in tent u p on  their ow n  concern s.

G eorge  knew  qu ite  w ell w hat the shop was like 
inside. A  few  weeks earlier, on  M aisie ’s expert 
advice , he had  m ade a purchase there. H e  had been
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in need o f  a new  suit, and she had  to ld  h im  o f  a real 
bargain , a m isfit ju st his size, o f  a style and c lo th  far 
b ey on d  the reach  o f  free-lance journalists. F inkel- 
stein had served h im  in person, so that, even in the 
g loom  o f  the little m usty shop, there was n o  fear o f  
his m istaking his m an. Finkelstein, on  the other 
hand, though  he w ou ld  very p rob a b ly  recogn ize  h im , 
had n o  idea  w h o he w as; for it had  been a cash 
transaction.

G eorge  stood for a 'm om ent at the w indow , gazing 
w ith  unseeing eyes at the garm ents so enticingly 
spread out. W ith ou t m ovin g  his head, he looked  to 
right and to left. T h e  street was alm ost em pty. 
M oisten ing his lips, he slow ly slid a hand under his 
m ackintosh, u nd id  the button  o f  his h ip  pocket, and 
felt inside. Y e s : it was there, all right. T h en ,
raising his head, he turned, w alked casually in  at the 
op aqu e  glass d oor , and closed it after him .

Finkelstein was beh ind  the cou n ter at the far end 
o f  the shop. A  parcel o f  clothes had  evidently  just 
com e  in , and he was goin g  through  them , peering 
carefu lly at seams and button-holes. H e  g lanced  at 
G eorge, then w ent on  exam in ing the coa t in his 
hands. G eorg e  w alked straight across to him .

T h e  J ew  looked  up.
“ Y e s ? ”  he b e g a n ; bu t he got n o  further, for 

G eorge, w ith  m eth od ica l swiftness, pu t his hand in to 
his h ip  pocket, pu lled  ou t a revolver, and shot h im  
three times in  the chest.

A t the first shot Finkelstein gave a lou d  gasp. 
T h en , as the second and third struck him , he rose on  
tiptoe, raised b oth  hands to  his head , uttered a h igh, 
gargling sound, turned stiffly to on e  side, and fell, 
pu lling  d ow n  som e o f  the clothes w ith  him .

F or  a few  seconds G eorge  stood qu ite  still, listening. 
T h e  explosions had barked  ou t sharply in the narrow  
space, bu t the clothes hanging everyw here w ou ld  
have m uffled them . T h ey  w ou ld  hard ly  b e  heard 
in the street ou ts id e ; the traffic on  the avenue w ou ld
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see to  that. T h e  on ly  ch an ce  was that the tailor 
w ork ing aw ay upstairs m ight have heard. But there 
was n o  sound from  upstairs. I f  he had heard , ten to 
one he w ou ld  think it was a car back -firing.

T h en  G eorge m oved  swiftly. H e  w ent rou n d  b e 
h ind  the counter, and laid  the revolver on  the floor 
beside Finkelstein. Barrel, bu tt, and  trigger alike 
w ere swathed in  sticking plaster. L et them  find 
finger-prints, i f  they c o u ld ! N o  on e  knew  he had 
the revolver. H e  had bou gh t it from  a sailor, w h om  
he had  m et, weeks before, in a p u b lic  house b y  the river. 
T h e  transaction had taken p lace  in the street, under 
the shelter o f  an outhouse. T h e  sailor was h a lf  drunk. 
N o  fear th e re !

T h ere  was n o  po in t in leaving the revolver on  the 
floor, since n o  one cou ld  possibly suppose that Finkel
stein had  com m itted  suicide, bu t G eorg e  reasoned 
that the sooner he was r id  o f  it the better. T h e  
sooner he was ou t o f  the shop the better, too . H e 
cam e out from  beh ind  the counter, and then suddenly 
a pan ic desire cam e over h im  to  get aw ay as qu ick ly  
as possible. H e  ran ligh tly  over to  the d oor , and 
hesitated, his hand on  the knob. Finkelstein groaned. 
L et him . H e  was finished. T h ree , poin t blank, in 
the chest. T h a t w ou ld  teach— G eorge  caught his 
breath . Footsteps sounded ou tside ; passed the d o o r ; 
and w ent on . H e  w aited  for perhaps ten seconds, 
then stepped casually out, closing the d oor  after h im .

T h e  street was alm ost em pty. N o  one was look 
in g : yet it was all he cou ld  d o  n ot to  take to  his 
heels and run. M astering him self, he crossed the 
road , and cam e in to the avenue. A  taxi, on e  o f  the 
newest, fastest type, cam e cruising up  on  the near 
side. Instinctively , he hailed it, and  ju m p e d  in. 
T h e  driver turned in his seat, and  open ed  the d oor . 

“  W here to, sir? ”
“  O h — sorry. C hancery  L a n e .”
Risky, decided ly  risky— bu t it d id  get h im  aw ay. 

A n d , even i f  the m an d id  rem em ber, and they d id
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trace h im  to  C h ancery  L ane, w hat ch an ce  had  they 
o f  tracking h im  furth er? O n ce  d ow n  the bu rrow  o f  
the U n dergrou n d , and he was safe.

T h e  taxi b rou gh t h im  to his destination alm ost 
before  he was aw are. H e  p a id , d ived  in to  the 
U n dergrou n d , and took  a ticket to N otting  H ill G ate. 
A  m inute later, and he was b oard in g  a train— safe—  
anonym ous. H is heart was beating w ild ly : he felt 
a thrill o f  exultation . I t  had all gon e  accord in g  to 
plan. H e  had  brou gh t it o f f !

T h ere  w ere few  p eop le  travelling. O pposite  G eorge, 
a w om a n  w ith  a shopping basket, and an anasmic- 
look in g  girl, stared at h im , so he thought, in  an od d  
m anner. A h a , he told  h im self: y o u ’re beg inn ing to 
fancy  things already. E veryone now , w h o look ed  at 
h im , he w ou ld  im agine was seeing som ething queer 
abou t h im . I f  they knew  w hat he had  ju st done, 
they ’d  stare all r igh t! T h en , suddenly, his heart 
w ent co ld  and sick w ith  dread. Suppose they really 
saw som eth in g ! Suppose there w ere a spot o f  b lo o d  
on  h im ! H e ’d  never stopped  to  look . S low ly, and 
w ith  e laborate care, he squinted d ow n  at him self. 
O n e  at a tim e, he furtively exam ined  his wrists and 
hands. N o : n o t a speck.

L o o k  here, m y  m an, he said to  him self, leaning 
back , sw eating w ith  re lie f; you  know , you  m ustn ’ t 
go  com m ittin g  any m ore m urders. Y o u ’re an am ateur 
at the gam e. H e  felt contented , and began  to  smile. 
T h a t w ou ld n ’ t d o . T h e y ’d  think he was m ad. 
Steady, G eorg e : behave you rself! H e  sat sedately, 
look in g  d ow n  at his boots.

G etting  ou t at M arb le  A rch — i f  they w ere goin g  to 
get on  his trail, h e ’d  g ive  them  som e tracking to 
do— he board ed  a bus, and rod e  as far as H y d e  Park 
C orner. T h ere  he sought ou t a pavem ent artist, 
w h om  he knew. H e  fou n d  the m an  w orking busily. 

“  H a llo , H a rry .”
“  H a llo , sir. H a v en ’ t seen you  for som e tim e.”
“  Busy, I  see.”
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“ Y es. I  reckoned  it was go in g  to rain, and it 
w ou ld  b e  a waste o f  tim e to  draw  m uch . N ow , o ’ 
course, it ’ s com e ou t lovely . But there, that’s the 
w ay things always are, a in ’ t it ?  ”

“ O h , w e ll: it ’ s early yet. Y o u ’ve lots o f  tim e.”
T h e  m an  screw ed u p  his eyes at the clock .
“  F ive-and-tw enty  to  four. I  ought to have h a lf 

a d ozen  d on e  b y  n o w .”
“  W ell,”  said G eorge, “  I w o n ’ t keep you  from  

you r w ork .”
H e  gave the m an  threepence, and got on  a bus 

b ou n d  for  Fleet Street, in h igh  g o o d  hum our. H e ’ d 
m anaged  that n ea tly ; u n com m on  neatly. G o t  the 
m an to n otice  the tim e, all o f f  his ow n  bat.

A rrived  in  F leet Street, he called  in on  the ed itor 
o f  a w eekly paper. T h e  ed itor, after a few  m inutes’ 
desultory conversation , led  h im  over to the b o o k 
shelves, and gave h im  a b ook  to review .

“  I  m ay n ot b e  ab le  to  d o  it for a few  days,”  he 
w arned the ed itor, turning rou n d  in  the doorw ay .

“  T h a t ’s all right. T h ere ’ s n o  hurry. W ell—  
thanks for look in g  in ,”

I bet there’ s n o  hurry, said G eorge  to  him self, as 
he w alked d ow n  the four lon g  flights o f  stairs. T en  
to  on e  he w o n ’ t print it at all. “  R am bles  w ith  a 
R u ck sack ,”  in d e e d ! Been in the shelves for m onths, 
I  expect. O n ly  gave it to  m e to  get m e ou t o f  the 
office. L ord , i f  he on ly  knew , h e ’ d  have been  in an 
even  greater hurry to  get m e o u t ! Suppose I ’d  said 
to  h im , w hen w e w ere look ing  through  the shelves 
together, “  D o  y ou  k n ow  y ou ’ re standing beside a 
m u rderer? ”  A  m urderer. H e, G eorge  C allington , 
w alking a long Fleet Street, blink ing in to the after
n oon  sun, was a m urderer. A  m urderer. A n d  it 
d id n ’ t feel any different. I t  d id n ’ t change life. H e 
felt ju st the same. R ath er tired, p erh a p s ; and rather 
hungry. T h a t was an idea— tea. H e  turned into 
the first tea-shop he cam e to, and sat thankfully 
dow n .



A  qu arter-of-an -h ou r later, refreshed and c o m 
forted , he sat, his soul filled w ith  a tired happiness. 
It  was all over now . T h e  jo b  was done, and he had 
covered  up  his tracks. H e  had  left n o  clues beh in d . 
T h ere  was n o  gap  through  w h ich  the enem y m ight 
reach  him . T h e  on e  risk had  been  o f  d iscovery  at 
the tim e. I f  the tailor had  heard and  run d o w n 
stairs; i f  som eone had been  in  the shop w hen he 
w ent in  (in  w h ich  event he w ou ld  have had  to  pu t 
the w hole  th ing o f f ) : o r  i f  som eone had com e  in 
before  he had  tim e to get aw ay. N o : he had m ade 
his getaw ay. W hile  he had n o  precise alibi for the 
tim e o f  the m urder, he was fairly w ell equ ip p ed , w ith  
Sydney ju st before, w ith  the pavem ent artist qu ite 
soon  afterwards, and then w ith  Jenkins o f  the Vigilant. 
Y es. I t  was all right. T h ere  was n o  gap. H e  sat 
for a few  m inutes longer, sunning his heart in  the 
w arm th  o f  c o m fo r t : then p a id  his b ill, and b oa rd ed  
a bus for hom e.

T h e  bus pu t h im  d ow n  at the corner o f  the street 
w here he lived. As he let h im self in , his land lady , 
w ith  a scared, im portant face, cam e out from  her b ack  
premises to  m eet him .

“  M r. C a llington ,”  she said, barely  above  a whisper. 
“  T h ere ’ s tw o gentlem en upstairs, w aiting to  see y o u .”

“  T w o  gen tlem en? ”
“ Yes. Been here the last half-hour. I  told  them  

you  was out, bu t they said they ’d  g o  up  and w ait.”
G eorge  stood  quite still. A fter the first n u m b 

shock, his wits raced  to his aid, and took  com m an d . 
H e  was qu ite coo l. T h e  m en w ere, o f  course, d etec
tives. O f  that he had n ot the faintest d ou bt. But
h ow  on  earth had they-------  N ever m ind  that now'.
H e  m ust n ot hesitate. T h ey  w ou ld  b e  listen in g : they 
w ou ld  have heard h im  com e  in.

“  Thanks, M rs. Jon es,”  he said loud ly . “  I ’ ll go  
straight u p .”

A n d  he w ent up , the lan d lady  gazing fearfully 
after him .
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F or an instant, as he clim bed  the last flight, G eorge 
felt an im pulse o f  pan ic. H e ’d  had n o  tim e to  think 
. . . W h at should  he say . . .?  T h en , resolutely, 
he op en ed  the d oor .

T h e  tw o m en  rose as he cam e in. T h e y  w ere 
soberly, neatly  dressed. T h e ir  b ow ler  hats w ere on  
the table. O n e , lined, clean-shaven, was o ld er  than 
the other. U rged  b y  som ething he had read, G eorge  
look ed  at their boots.

T h e  o ld er  visitor spoke first.
“  M r. G eorge  C a liin gton ? ”
“ Y e s ? ”
“  M y  nam e is G arnett— D etective-In spector G ar

nett. This is D etective  O n slow .”
“  H o w  d o  y ou  d o ,”  said G eorge m echanically .
“  I  am  sorry to trouble you  in this uncerem onious 

w ay, M r. C a liin gton .”  T h e  m an ’s m anner was 
friendly  enough . “  But, ju st to  help  m e in  a certain 
in qu iry  on  w h ich  w e are engaged , w e should  b e  
greatly ob lig ed  i f  you  cou ld  give us an a ccou n t o f  
you r m ovem ents this a ftern oon .”

“  Th is a ftern oon ? ”  G eorge look ed  at h im  vaguely. 
“  D ’you  m ind  i f  I  sit d o w n ?  I ’m  rather tired .”

“  By all m eans.”
T h e  you nger detective hastened to  pu ll forw ard  a 

chair.
“  Thanks. M y  m ovem ents this afternoon . F rom  

w hat tim e?  ”
“ W ell . . . since m id d a y ?  ”
“  S ince m idday. L et m e see now . A t  tw elve, or 

soon  after, I  was in  the office  o f  the Sun. Yes. I 
stayed there till close on  lunch-tim e. T h en  I w ent 
w ith  one or  tw o friends and had a drink. I  ca lled  in 
at another office, the Record, and left a cou p le  o f  para
graphs for to -m orrow ’s ‘ A b o u t T o w n  ’ colum n. 
T h en  I w ent and had m y lu n ch .”

“ W here d id  you  lunch , M r. C a liin gton ? O r  per
haps you  d o n ’ t rem em b er? ”

“  O f  course I rem em ber.”  G eorge looked  at h im
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in  surprise. “  I  lunched  at the P olar Bear, in  Paint 
C ou rt.”

“  A n d  after lu n ch ?  ”
“  I  d o n ’ t know  exactly  w hen I  left the Polar Bear. 

I  should  think I was there abou t three-quarters o f  
an  hour. O h , no, longer. It  m ust have been  longer. 
Because I  w alked on  from  there to  m y  brother-in - 
law ’s in  Punnet Street, w h ich  is on ly  tw enty m inutes’ 
w alk at the m ost; and  I d id n ’ t get to  h im  till close 
on  three.”

“  D id  y ou  h appen  to  n otice  the tim e at all par
ticu larly?  ”

“ N ot w hen  I got there. But I  left h im  ju st at 
three. I  rem em ber, because he pressed m e to  stay. 
H e  thought his w atch  was a little fast.”

“  A n d  then--------? ”
“  I  took  a bus to  L iv erpoo l Street, and  another 

from  there to  H y d e  Park C orn er.”
“  W h y— i f  I m ay ask? ”
“  I  thought o f  sitting in  the P a rk ; bu t I  fou n d  it 

was too  ch illy . S o  I got on  another bus and w ent 
b ack  to  F leet Street.”

“ Y o u  d id n ’ t m eet anyone at H y d e  Park C orn er?  ”
“  M eet anyone ? ”  ( I ’ m  d o in g  this w ell, he thought. 

A  foo l w ou ld  have b lurted  ou t abou t H arry .)
“  I  m ean, anyone w h o w ou ld  con firm  that you  had  

actually  been  there. D o n ’ t think that w e disbelieve 
you , M r. C allington , please, but, in  these cases, it is 
as w ell, purely  as a m atter o f  form  . . .  I ’m  sure 
y ou ’ ll understand.”

“  I  talked to  a pavem ent artist, i f  that’s any 
g o o d .”

“  W ou ld  he know  you  aga in ? D oes he k n ow  w ho 
you  a re?  ”

“  Yes, as a m atter o f  fact, he does. I  w rote a 
paragraph  abou t him , som e m onths ago, and w e 
struck u p  an acquaintance on  the strength o f  it. H e  
gives m e o d d  bits o f  m aterial som etim es: you  know , 
things he com es across on  his p itch .”



“  G o o d . W ell, after you  found  it was too  ch illy  to  
sit in the Park--------”

“  I w ent back  to  Fleet Street, ca lled  on  the ed itor 
o f  the Vigilant, and got this b ook  to  rev iew .”

“  I  take it that you r brother-in -law , and the p ave
m ent artist, and  the editor, w ill b e  able  to con firm  
you r statem ent? ”

“  W ell— yes. I  should think so.”  G eorge  d id  his 
best to look  surprised and slightly in jured.

T h e  senior detective look ed  at his notes.
“  T h en , the on ly  tim e for w h ich  you  can n ot p ro 

d u ce  a witness to  you r w hereabouts is from  three 
o ’c lock  till abou t half-past? ”

“  W ell— no— I suppose I  ca n ’ t.”
“ T h a t ’s a little unfortunate,”  said the d etectiv e : 

and then som ething happened  w h ich  m ade G eorge 
alm ost faint for sheer astonishm ent. H e  stood , gap 
ing, hardly  able  to believe his ea rs : for the detective 
was actually  taking him  in to  custody for the attem pted 
m urder o f  M r. Joseph  Finkelstein, and w arning h im  
that anything he said m ight b e  used in evidence.

“  But— but— bu t it ’ s im p oss ib le ! I  m ean— w hat 
on  earth makes you  think that I  had  anything to  d o  
w ith  it?  ”

“  M r. Finkelstein identified  you  as his assailant.”
So he had bun gled  the jo b ,  after all. But, even so, 

Finkelstein--------
“  But,”  G eorge shouted, “  he doesn ’ t know  m e .”
“  Y o u  m ade a purchase at his shop, early this 

spring.”
“  I  k n ow  I d id . But he doesn ’ t k n ow  w h o  I  am . 

I  pa id  cash. H e  doesn ’ t know  any m ore .”
“ I ’m  afraid he does, M r. C a llin gton .”
“  But— h ow  cou ld  h e ?  ”
T h e  detective look ed  at h im  alm ost sadly.
“ Y o u r  brother-in -law  is, I believe, a p h o tog ra p h er?”  
“ Y es.”
“  H e  has taken a portrait o f  y o u ?  ”
“  Several. But------- ”
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“ Just on e  m om en t, M r. C allington . L et m e 
finish.”

A  fearful ch ill settled on  G eorg e ’ s heart. T h ou g h  
he d id  n ot at all k n ow  w hat was com in g  next, he felt 
that the gam e was up.

“  M r. Finkelstein--------”
Suddenly the telephone bell rang, m aking them  all 

start w ith  its harsh sum m ons. A t  a g lance from  his 
superior, the you n ger detective w ent over to it.

“ Y es?  H allo . Y es.”
“  G o  o n ,”  p leaded  G eorge o f  the other m an. 

“  G o  o n .”
“  M r. Finkelstein is very fond  o f  m usic. H e  is a 

m em ber o f  a m usical clu b , to  w h ich  you r brother-in - 
law  also belongs. H e  and you r brother-in -law  h ap 
pened  to  m eet at on e  o f  the concerts. T h ey  fell in to 
conversation , and later on  M r. Finkelstein took  his 
w ife and daughter to  b e  ph otograph ed . W hile  he 
was there, turning over a tray full o f  photos, he cam e 
u p on  on e  o f  the portraits o f  you , recogn ized  y ou  as a 
custom er, and  asked you r brother-in -law  w ho you  
w ere .”

G eorge sat aghast. T h e  w ords fell u p on  his heart 
like b low s o f  ice. G o o d  G o d ! O f  all the sim ple, 
absurd, unforeseeable ways o f  be in g  caught o u t ! 
A ll his precautions for nothing. T h e  room  spun 
rou n d  him . H e  grip p ed  the edges o f  the chair.

T h e  you n ger detective, w ith  a grave face, rep laced  
the receiver.

“  I ’ m  afraid the charge has b ecom e  a m ore serious 
on e ,”  he said. “  T h e y  have rung u p  from  the 
hospital to  say that M r. Finkelstein has ju st d ied .”

Sudden ly  G eorge  began  to  cou gh . H e  cou gh ed  
helplessly, till the tears stream ed from  his eyes. T h e  
detectives w ere very kind and considerate. O n e  
patted  h im  on  the back , and the other w ent in to  the 
b ed room  and  fetched h im  a glass o f  water. G eorge 
drank it gratefully.

“  T h ere ,”  said the older detective. “  T h a t better ? ”
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“  Yes, thanks,”  G eorge  gasped. H e  sm iled w eakly 
at h im . H e  felt that the detectives w ere sym pathetic 
to  h im , and  a sudden desire cam e u p on  h im  to  tell 
them  all abou t it.

“  H e  was a sw ine,”  he b lurted  out. “  I  d o n ’ t care. 
I  d o n ’ t care. H e  was a swine. H e  took  advantage
o f  her. She w ent to--------”

“  T h a t ’s all r igh t,”  interrupted the o ld er  detective. 
“ Y o u  d o n ’ t w ant to  tell us abou t that now . K eep  
that for la ter .”

“  H e  was a swine, I  tell y o u ! H e  deserved it.
I -------- ”

“  I  w ou ld n ’ t say any m ore ju st n ow , i f  I  was y o u .”  
But G eorge  w ou ld  n ot listen. H e  w ent on  telling 

them , in  a lou d  vo ice , w hat a swine Finkelstein was, 
and  he was still telling them  as they led  h im  d ow n 
stairs.

308

E. H . Visiak

T H E  C U T T I N G

T he G reat W ar p rod u ced  m an y instances o f  dem entia . 
O n e  o f  the m ost extraord inary  cases— w h ich , h ow 
ever, exceeded  m ere hysterical aberration— was re
lated  to  m e b y  a m ed ica l practitioner.

I fell in to  talk w ith  h im  on  a b laz in g  afternoon  in 
A ugust, near the L izard , as w e b oth  stood  con tem 
p lating  from  the c liff-top  the jew el-lik e  p o o l o f  sea
w ater in  K y n a n ce  C ove . I  was attracted  to  h im  
from  the first, curiously  registering m y  im pression o f  
h im  verba lly  as a perspicuous personality, w ith  his h igh , 
aqu iline nose and eager-brigh t g rey  eyes. I t  trans
p ired  that he, as I , was on  a w alking to u r ; and  w e 
w ent on  to  F a lm ou th  together, find ing that ou r intel
lectual interests w ere pleasantly in  a ccord . B oth  
students o f  “  p sy ch o logy  ”  (in  the current deriva 
tion ), w e com p a red  ou r observations o f  C ornish
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character— so far as w e had  been  ab le  to get any 
insight in to  that o ccu lt  and  qu eerly  gu arded  m en 
tality. T h is  was after supper at an inn, that even ing. 
A t  length , the d o cto r  rem arked :

“  But they are a very  shrew d, h ard -headed  kind o f  
p eop le , for  all their C eltic inwardness, o r  w hatever it 
m ay  b e  ca lled . In  general, I  believe, the tendency 
to  idealism , o r  im aginative dream iness, is the very 
op p osite  to be in g  gu llib le  in m atters o f  actual fact. 
D u rin g  the w ar, for instance, I exp ect the C ornish  
w ere w ell represented am on g  the cynics. I  d o u b t i f  
m an y  o f  them  saw the Russians in  E ngland— w ith 
snow  on  their boots— or even  believed  in  the angels 
a t M ons. A t  any rate, the m an  I am  goin g  to  tell 
y ou  a b ou t w asn ’ t a C ornishm an. T h a t  co ffee  m ust 
b e  co ld . P ut it on  the h ob , w ill y o u ?  I like those 
o ld  m etal coffee -pots . W h ole  breakfast-cups at n ight, 
and  a l l ! W ell, I ’ m  n ot on e  o f  m y  p a tien ts ! ”

H e  la u g h ed ; and , sitting u p  in  his ch a ir w ith  a 
qu ick , energetic m ovem en t w h ich  was characteristic 
o f  h im , he w ent on  som ew hat str id en tly :

“  It  was a m enta l case— a— a war casualty; and , 
like a lo t  o f  other things at that tim e, it was hushed 
u p . B eyon d  a b r ie f  paragraph  to  the e ffect that the 
sch oolhouse was bu rn ed  d ow n , I  d o n ’ t think that 
anyth ing appeared  in the papers, and I never cou ld  
find ou t exactly  w hat happened . It  was a sch ool, 
r igh t enough— a p repara tory  sch ool in N orfolk— all 
boarders, p r o b a b ly ; for it was m iles aw ay from  any
w here b u t obscu re  villages. I  was in practice  at 
N orw ich  at the tim e. I t  was in Ju n e  1917— Ju n e  the 
e leven th : I  reco llect the exact d ay , as I especia lly  
n o ticed , and  cu t ou t, this paragraph  in the m orn in g ’ s 
London News. B y an o d d  w h im , I have kept it b y  m e 
ever since.”

A s the d o cto r  spoke, m y  attention  was arrested b y  
the appearan ce o f  his eyes, w h ich  glittered, as it 
seem ed to m e, very  strangely in  the lam plight. N ext 
m om en t his head  was bent as he fu m bled  in his
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w aistcoat p ock et, to take ou t and u n fo ld  a new spaper 
cutting. Th is he read to m e, as fo llo w s :

“  N ew  w eapons o f  a form id ab le  nature w ere 
b rou gh t in to  use b y  our m en  on  T h u rsday . T h ese 
are in  the nature o f  instrum ents for p ro jectin g  in 
flam m able liqu id . T o  ou r m en  they are k now n  as 
‘ o il-ca n s,’ and  their d ead ly  effectiveness is attested 
b y  nerve-shattered prisoners. Im p rov ed  tanks, it 
is reported , w ere also b rou gh t in to  use.”

“  W ell, you  k n ow ,”  he resum ed, “  I  was asked to  
interview  h im .”

“ Y o u  m ean--------? ”  I  asked as he paused in  his
narrative, w h ich  had  b ecom e  increasingly in volved .

“  I  m ean , o f  course, that I was ca lled  in to  certify  
the m an  as ‘ m en ta l,’ as he assuredly was. I  g o t  
there in  the late a fternoon . I t  was u n d ou b ted ly  a 
s c h o o l : I  saw classroom s— desks w ith  book s on  them , 
and  on  the floor, scattered abou t. N o t m u ch  d isci
p line, apparently . N o  boys. N o  servants— n ot even 
a h ou sek eep er: he op en ed  the d o o r  him self. I t  was 
a  huge, massive bu ild in g  ca lled  C ithaeron  H ouse, and  
on e  o f  the gloom iest p laces that ever I saw. In  the 
entrance-hall, the horrib le , d iscolou red , o ily -dark  
w allpaper— im itation  m arb le , you  know — was abso
lu tely  ooz in g  from  the w alls. V ictor ia n  in  the last 
stages— ugh !  But it ’ s gon e  n ow — cremated !  H o w 
ever, the m an was cheerfu l enough . F ill u p  m y  cu p , 
w ill y o u ?  A s V o lta ire  said, co ffee ’ s a very  slow 
p o is o n ! Y es, the m an— the head  m aster, you  know —  
was an enthusiast and an optim ist. H e  assum ed at 
on ce  that I had ca lled  in  ord er  to arrange for  a new  
p u p il, o r  p u p ils ; and  he began  to expatiate u p on  
w hat he ca lled  the * m ission ’ o f  the sch ool as soon  
as ever he had virtually  flung m e in to  an arm -cha ir.

“  ‘ I  train u p  men,'' he to ld  m e. ‘ T h e  b o y  is n o t 
on ly  father to the man in  m y  s c h o o l ; he is the m an . 
W h y , you  m igh t send them  ou t to the trenches at 
on ce— my boys, I m e a n ! T h e  W ar O ffice  w o n ’ t see
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it. T a pew orm s, the W ar O ffice— red -ta p ew orm s! I ’d
b u ry  th em ,’ he cried  in  a sudden frenzy. ‘ I ’ d --------’
H e  used really  frightfu l expressions, and  he look ed—  
w ell, frightfu l. I rem em ber the expressions, and  I 
cou ld  g ive you  a very  g o o d  im itation  o f  the lo o k ; 
for I  possess qu ite  a h istrion ic p ow er  o f  m im icry . 
But it ’ s nearly  bedtim e, and  the e ffect w ou ld  b e  
w orse than any co ffee . I  let h im  rage, o f  course, 
until the fit was o v e r ; and then he p laced  in  m y  
hand the sch ool prospectus.

“  A t  least, he said that it  was the sch ool p rosp ectu s ; 
b u t w h at surprised m e was that it  was typew ritten . 
I  was absolutely  staggered as I g lan ced  d ow n  the 
fron t p a g e ; for I  saw such statem ents a s :

“  ‘ B oys inured  to w eep in g-gas.’
“  ‘ Punishm ents utilised to  accustom  boys to 

bearin g  pa in . (C are  is taken that knife-w ounds are 
antiseptically  trea ted .) ’

“  A p p en d ed  w ere cop ies o f  w h at p u rported  to  be  
letters w ritten  b y  on e  o f  the pupils. I  have lost the 
prospectus, u n fortu n ate ly ; b u t here are the letters. 
Y o u  ca n  read  them  yourself.”

H e  took  them  from  his p ock et-b ook , and I  read in 
ty p escr ip t:

“  D ear  Siope ,
“  I  to ld  you  abou t the Lobstacle Race in  ou r 

Sports. W e ’ve n ow  g ot to  the B urn ing O il and 
M olten  M eta l C om p etition . I t ’ s r ip p in g ! Isn ’ t it 
ro t  that I  ca n ’ t enter for  the S p orts ; bu t, you  
k n ow , I  feel that I  am  m ore  useful in  look in g  after 
the furnaces. Y o u  really  ou gh t to  see som e o f  the 
d isfigu rem en ts! A n d  doesn ’ t it w hack  their n erv es !
I  never saw chaps in such a state in  all m y  life. 
A n d  it ’ s g o in g  to b e  better s t ill ! I  overheard  o ld  
A sopus (ou r H ea d , you  k now ) say that he was 
experim enting w ith  som ething that w ou ld  b e  better 
even than that bu rn in g  stu ff that gets on  a ch a p ’ s
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clothes and ca n ’ t b e  p u t ou t. I  am look in g  forw ard  
to  seeing that on  a c h a p !

“  N ext letter I ’ ll tell you  abou t the unsporting 
funks w h o  w o n ’ t jo in  in , and ja b b e r  a lo t  o f  rot 
a bou t their conscience. T h e y  d o  get on  o ld  A sopu s ’ 
n erv es !

“  Y ours,
“  Ph r ix .”

“  D ear  Siope ,
“ W e  have started a D ebatin g  S ociety , and 

the first debate  was on  ‘ Sports and  C o ld  F eet.’ 
T h is  was because o f  those beastly an ti-S port funks 
I  to ld  y ou  o f. I  think the H ea d  g o t rather shaky 
a bou t them — you  see, he shuts them  u p  in  the b o o t-  
room , bu t lets them  o f f  i f  they w ill help  to  hand 
rou n d  the refreshm ents and w ear the Sports b a d g e ; 
and , though  they are a laughing-stock , o f  course, 
som e o f  the chaps keep talking abou t them , and it 
leads to  argum ents, and that gets on  his nerves.

“  T h e  first debate  was started b y  the Sports C a p 
tain. H e  said ou r Sports v in d ica ted  conscience, 
because they w ere spiritual and n o t  m aterial. T h e  
means m igh t b e  m ateria l; bu t the principles w ere 
spiritual, and  it was a heroic  death  i f  y ou  got 
killed in  them . C on science  was on ly  against you r 
hating you r  com petitors, n o t  against y ou r  sticking 
or  bu rn in g  their bodies, because the b o d y  was 
m aterial, b u t the soul was spiritual. W h en  the soul 
left the b o d y , it w as free. T h erefore , w e  w ere 
com petin g  for  the prin cip le  o f  Spiritual L iberty .

“  I  never heard such a splendid  a rg u m en t; bu t 
on e  o f  the funk-beasts shouted ou t to k n ow  w h y  
he (I  m ean, the Sports C apta in ) d id n ’ t jo in  in  the 
Sports h im self i f  they w ere so n ob le . B ut the 
C apta in  soon  shut h im  u p ;  a lthough  I co u ld n ’ t 
hear w hat he said, there was such a cheering 
d irectly  he began  to  answer the swine.

“ T h en  the H ead  cam e in, and apolog ised  for  be in g
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late because h e ’ d  been  to  see on e  o f  the sca lded  
chaps, w h o  seem ed to  b e  exp iring . Y o u  should  
have heard  the solem n w ay  in  w h ich  he said th is ! 
I t  endeared  h im  to all ou r hearts and  lifted  the 
occa sion  a b ov e  m ere faction . H e  then m a d e  his 
great speech , w h ich  does n o t leave the funk-beasts 
a leg  to  stand on . I  w ill c o p y  it ou t from  ou r 
sch ool m ag, the Weekly Report:

“  ‘ T h is is the first anniversary o f  the m ost 
sanguinary S ports,’ began  the h ead  m aster, * that 
the S ch oo l has ever seen. W h a t are w e com petin g  
fo r ?  T o  cov er  the S ch oo l w ith  la u r e ls ! ’ (A p 
plause, and  a v o ic e : “  A n d  to  cov er  the graves 
w ith  laurels, t o o ! ” ) ‘ Y es, w e are com p etin g  to 
cov er  the graves with the laurels o f  heroes !  ’

“ ‘ T h ere  are those w h o  say : Stop i t !  W h a t 
are they driv ing  a t?  W h a t are they ou t f o r ? ’ 
(Cries o f  “  C o ld  feet! ”  and a v o ic e :  “  M ost o f  
them  are in, n o t o u t ! ” ) ‘ Y es, they are in the 
b o o t -r o o m ! ’ (L ou d  and  p ro lon ged  laughter.)
‘ T h ese fellow s are like M a cb eth  and cry , Hold, 
enough!  W h a t they really  m ean  is, Cold 
enough!  (U proarious laughter.) L et there b e  
tw o ideas in every b r a in -b o x : Bl-ood!  and
bl-ows ! ’ (L ou d  and  enthusiastic applause.)

“  Isn ’ t he a scorch er?  I  ex p ect you  w ill w ant 
to  hear all his speeches.

“  Y ours,
“  P h r i x .”

“  T h e  co m ic  side o f  all this was irresistible,”  the 
d o cto r  w ent on , “  a lthough  at first I  d id n ’ t in  the 
least k n ow  w hat it m eant. O b v iou s ly  the letters m ust 
have been  fa k ed ; b u t I  d id  n o t feel at all certa in  
that something h a d n ’ t happened . In  fact, w hen  I 
reco llected  certa in  expressions, certa in  ev ident re 
ticences, o f  the solicitor w h o  had  ca lled  u p on  m e 
abou t the business, I  had a very  strong feeling that
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som ething, in  fact, had  h a p p e n e d : I  m ean to, or  
am on g , the sch oolboys before  they left. T h e  a b 
surdities I had  read m ight w ell b e  the m ask o f  som e 
h orrib le  occu rren ce . But it was n o  k ind o f  p la ce  to 
laugh  in , and laughter p rob a b ly  w ou ld  b e  d a n g erou s ; 
for  there was n o  d o u b t at all that I was in the presence 
o f  a com plete  lunatic. Y e t  I d id  laugh. T h e  very  
e ffort to restrain m y se lf on ly  increased the im pulse. 
I  laughed  im m oderately— and pu t m yse lf on  the qui 
vive.

“  T h e  m an iac appeared  to take n o  n otice  at all. 
H e  seem ed to have b ecom e  absent-m inded , and began  
h u m m in g to  him self. I t  sounded  like som e dreary, 
sentim ental air. Presently he took  to singing in a 
h igh , p ecu liarly  unpleasant falsetto, the w o rd s :

A few  white flowers are blooming 
Upon a little grave,
A few  sweet-scented, roses 
That in the sunshine wave.

“ H e  look ed  at m e as i f  to invite m y  ap p lau se ; 
and I rem arked sociab ly  that he was evidently  fon d  
o f  m usic.

“  T o  this he m ade n o  response, b u t asked abru ptly  
w hether I w ou ld  like to  see one o f  the sch ool reports. 
‘ I t  was left b eh in d ,’ he exp la in ed  as he w ent to his 
w riting-desk  and op en ed  a draw er. ‘ I  was very  
sorry. H e  was a prom ising b o y — m igh t have m ad e  a 
L ieu ten an t-C olon el. Mow, I  m ea n ,’ he ad d ed — ‘ o r  
in six m on th s.’

“  I  was seized w ith  a spasm  o f  laughter. H e  took  
from  the draw er a tiny glass article, w h ich  I  p er
ce ived  to b e  a p h ia l; and he tossed it across the 
large room  in m y  d irection . T h ere  was an explosion , 
and  I lost consciousness. I  recovered  m y  senses to  
find  that I lay  in b ed , in a nursing-hom e at N orw ich , 
and that I had  had  con cu ssion .”

T h e  d octo r  reached  d ow n  for his co ffee -cu p , w h ich  
he had p laced  u p on  the floor. T h e  m ovem en t
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seem ed curiously  absent— or perhaps it was the look  
in  his eyes that gave m e this im pression. I was ju st 
go in g  to  speak, to com m en t u p on  and  thank h im  for 
his extraord inary  story, w hen I sustained a shock.

H e  had begun  to la u g h ; and he con tin u ed  to  d o  
so, w ith  a queer, h igh , d isconcerting  sound. Th is 
horrib le  laughter d id  n o t  stop, d id  n o t d im inish . I 
kept on  im p lorin g  h im  to pu ll h im self together, bu t 
he cou ld  not.

“  You are A sop u s,”  I  cried  in  sudden en lighten
m ent. “  M y  G od , you  never ca lled  at that school, 

you ran it,— y o u ’re A s o p u s ! T h a t cu tting  sent you  
m a d .”

H e  n od d ed  again and  again, n ow  absolutely co n 
vulsed ; and a pan ic o f  horror overcam e m e. I  fled 
from  the room , and from  the inn. D eep  in to  the 
darkness o f  the n ight his m an iaca l laughter fo llow ed  
m e.
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