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			The Incredulity of Father Brown

		
	
		
			The Resurrection of Father Brown

			There was a brief peri­od dur­ing which Fath­er Brown en­joyed, or rather did not en­joy, some­thing like fame. He was a nine days’ won­der in the news­pa­pers; he was even a com­mon top­ic of con­tro­versy in the weekly re­views; his ex­ploits were nar­rated eagerly and in­ac­cur­ately in any num­ber of clubs and draw­ing-rooms, es­pe­cially in Amer­ica. In­con­gru­ous and in­deed in­cred­ible as it may seem to any­one who knew him, his ad­ven­tures as a de­tect­ive were even made the sub­ject of short stor­ies ap­pear­ing in magazines.

			Strangely enough, this wan­der­ing lime­light struck him in the most ob­scure, or at least the most re­mote, of his many places of res­id­ence. He had been sent out to of­fi­ci­ate, as some­thing between a mis­sion­ary and a par­ish priest, in one of those sec­tions of the north­ern coast of South Amer­ica, where strips of coun­try still cling in­sec­urely to European powers, or are con­tinu­ally threat­en­ing to be­come in­de­pend­ent re­pub­lics, un­der the gi­gant­ic shad­ow of Pres­id­ent Mon­roe. The pop­u­la­tion was red and brown with pink spots; that it, it was Span­ish-Amer­ic­an, and largely Span­ish-Amer­ic­an-In­di­an, but there was a con­sid­er­able and in­creas­ing in­filt­ra­tion of Amer­ic­ans of the north­ern sort—Eng­lish­men, Ger­mans and the rest. And the trouble seems to have be­gun when one of these vis­it­ors, very re­cently landed and very much an­noyed at hav­ing lost one of his bags, ap­proached the first build­ing of which he came in sight; which happened to be the mis­sion-house and chapel at­tached to it, in front of which ran a long ver­anda and a long row of stakes, up which were trained the black twis­ted vines, their square leaves red with au­tumn. Be­hind them, also in a row, a num­ber of hu­man be­ings sat al­most as ri­gid as the stakes and col­oured in some fash­ion like the vines. For while their broad-brimmed hats were as black as their un­blink­ing eyes, the com­plex­ions of many of them might have been made out of the dark red tim­ber of those transat­lantic forests. Many of them were smoking very long thin black ci­gars; and in all that group the smoke was al­most the only mov­ing thing. The vis­it­or would prob­ably have de­scribed them as nat­ives, though some of them were very proud of Span­ish blood. But he was not one to draw any fine dis­tinc­tion between Span­iards and Red In­di­ans, be­ing rather dis­posed to dis­miss people from the scene when once he had con­victed them of be­ing nat­ive to it.

			He was a news­pa­per man from Kan­sas City, a lean, light-haired man with what Meredith called an ad­ven­tur­ous nose; one could al­most fancy it found its way by feel­ing its way and moved like the pro­bos­cis of an anteat­er. His name was Snaith, and his par­ents, after some ob­scure med­it­a­tion, had called him Saul, a fact which he had the good feel­ing to con­ceal as far as pos­sible. In­deed, he had ul­ti­mately com­prom­ised by call­ing him­self Paul, though by no means for the same reas­on that had af­fected the Apostle of the Gen­tiles. On the con­trary, so far as he had any views on such things, the name of the per­se­cutor would have been more ap­pro­pri­ate; for he re­garded or­gan­ised re­li­gion with the con­ven­tion­al con­tempt which can be learnt more eas­ily from In­ger­soll than from Voltaire. And this was, as it happened, the not very im­port­ant side of his char­ac­ter which he turned to­wards the mis­sion sta­tion and the groups in front of the ver­anda. Some­thing in their shame­less re­pose and in­dif­fer­ence in­flamed his own fury of ef­fi­ciency; and as he could get no par­tic­u­lar an­swer to his first ques­tions, he began to do all the talk­ing him­self.

			Stand­ing out there in the strong sun­shine, a spick-and-span fig­ure in his Panama hat and neat clothes, his grip­sack held in a steely grip, he began to shout at the people in the shad­ow. He began to ex­plain to them very loudly why they were lazy and filthy and bes­ti­ally ig­nor­ant and lower than the beasts that per­ish, in case this prob­lem should have pre­vi­ously ex­er­cised their minds. In his opin­ion it was the de­le­ter­i­ous in­flu­ence of priests that had made them so miser­ably poor and so hope­lessly op­pressed that they were able to sit in the shade and smoke and do noth­ing.

			“And a mighty soft crowd you must be at that,” he said, “to be bul­lied by these stuck-up josses be­cause they walk about in their mitres and their tiaras and their gold copes and oth­er glad rags, look­ing down on every­body else like dirt—be­ing bam­boozled by crowns and can­op­ies and sac­red um­brel­las like a kid at a pan­to­mime; just be­cause a pom­pous old High Priest of Mumbo-Jumbo looks as if he was the lord of the earth. What about you? What do you look like, you poor simps? I tell you that’s why you’re way-back in bar­bar­ism and can’t read or write and—”

			At this point the High Priest of Mumbo-Jumbo came in an un­dig­ni­fied hurry out of the door of the mis­sion-house, not look­ing very like a lord of the earth, but rather like a bundle of black second­hand clothes buttoned round a short bol­ster in the semb­lance of a guy. He was not wear­ing his tiara, sup­pos­ing him to pos­sess one, but a shabby broad hat not very dis­sim­il­ar from those of the Span­ish In­di­ans, and it was thrust to the back of his head with a ges­ture of bother­a­tion. He seemed just about to speak to the mo­tion­less nat­ives when he caught sight of the stranger and said quickly:

			“Oh, can I be of any as­sist­ance? Would you like to come in­side?”

			Mr. Paul Snaith came in­side; and it was the be­gin­ning of a con­sid­er­able in­crease of that journ­al­ist’s in­form­a­tion on many things. Pre­sum­ably his journ­al­ist­ic in­stinct was stronger than his pre­ju­dices, as, in­deed, it of­ten is in clev­er journ­al­ists; and he asked a good many ques­tions, the an­swers to which in­ter­ested and sur­prised him. He dis­covered that the In­di­ans could read and write, for the simple reas­on that the priest had taught them; but that they did not read or write any more than they could help, from a nat­ur­al pref­er­ence for more dir­ect com­mu­nic­a­tions. He learned that these strange people, who sat about in heaps on the ver­anda without stir­ring a hair, could work quite hard on their own patches of land; es­pe­cially those of them who were more than half Span­ish; and he learned with still more as­ton­ish­ment that they all had patches of land that were really their own. That much was part of a stub­born tra­di­tion that seemed quite nat­ive to nat­ives. But in that also the priest had played a cer­tain part, and by do­ing so had taken per­haps what was his first and last part in polit­ics, if it was only loc­al polit­ics. There had re­cently swept through that re­gion one of those fevers of athe­ist and al­most an­arch­ist Rad­ic­al­ism which break out peri­od­ic­ally in coun­tries of the Lat­in cul­ture, gen­er­ally be­gin­ning in a secret so­ci­ety and gen­er­ally end­ing in a civil war and in very little else. The loc­al lead­er of the icon­o­clast­ic party was a cer­tain Al­varez, a rather pic­tur­esque ad­ven­turer of Por­tuguese na­tion­al­ity but, as his en­emies said, of partly Negro ori­gin, the head of any num­ber of lodges and temples of ini­ti­ation, of the sort that in such places clothe even athe­ism with some­thing mys­tic­al. The lead­er on the more con­ser­vat­ive side was a much more com­mon­place per­son, a very wealthy man named Men­d­oza, the own­er of many factor­ies and quite re­spect­able, but not very ex­cit­ing. It was the gen­er­al opin­ion that the cause of law and or­der would have been en­tirely lost if it had not ad­op­ted a more pop­u­lar policy of its own, in the form of se­cur­ing land for the peas­ants; and this move­ment had mainly ori­gin­ated from the little mis­sion sta­tion of Fath­er Brown.

			While he was talk­ing to the journ­al­ist, Men­d­oza, the Con­ser­vat­ive lead­er, came in. He was a stout, dark man, with a bald head like a pear and a round body also like a pear; he was smoking a very fra­grant ci­gar, but he threw it away, per­haps a little the­at­ric­ally, when he came in­to the pres­ence of the priest, as if he had been en­ter­ing church; and bowed with a curve that in so cor­pu­lent a gen­tle­man seemed quite im­prob­able. He was al­ways ex­ceed­ingly ser­i­ous in his so­cial ges­tures, es­pe­cially to­wards re­li­gious in­sti­tu­tions. He was one of those lay­men who are much more ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al than ec­cle­si­ast­ics. It em­bar­rassed Fath­er Brown a good deal, es­pe­cially when car­ried thus in­to private life.

			“I think I am an anti-cler­ic­al,” Fath­er Brown would say with a faint smile; “but there wouldn’t be half so much cler­ic­al­ism if they would only leave things to the cler­ics.”

			“Why, Mr. Men­d­oza,” ex­claimed the journ­al­ist with a new an­im­a­tion, “I think we have met be­fore. Wer­en’t you at the Trade Con­gress in Mex­ico last year?”

			The heavy eye­lids of Mr. Men­d­oza showed a flut­ter of re­cog­ni­tion, and he smiled in his slow way. “I re­mem­ber.”

			“Pretty big busi­ness done there in an hour or two,” said Snaith with rel­ish. “Made a good deal of dif­fer­ence to you, too, I guess.”

			“I have been very for­tu­nate,” said Men­d­oza mod­estly.

			“Don’t you be­lieve it!” cried the en­thu­si­ast­ic Snaith. “Good for­tune comes to the people who know when to catch hold; and you caught hold good and sure. But I hope I’m not in­ter­rupt­ing your busi­ness?”

			“Not at all,” said the oth­er. “I of­ten have the hon­our of call­ing on the padre for a little talk. Merely for a little talk.”

			It seemed as if this fa­mili­ar­ity between Fath­er Brown and a suc­cess­ful and even fam­ous man of busi­ness com­pleted the re­con­cili­ation between the priest and the prac­tic­al Mr. Snaith. He felt, it might be sup­posed, a new re­spect­ab­il­ity clothe the sta­tion and the mis­sion, and was ready to over­look such oc­ca­sion­al re­mind­ers of the ex­ist­ence of re­li­gion as a chapel and a pres­by­tery can sel­dom wholly avoid. He be­came quite en­thu­si­ast­ic about the priest’s pro­gramme—at least on its sec­u­lar and so­cial side; and an­nounced him­self ready at any mo­ment to act in the ca­pa­city of live wire for its com­mu­nic­a­tion to the world at large. And it was at this point that Fath­er Brown began to find the journ­al­ist rather more trouble­some in his sym­pathy than in his hos­til­ity.

			Mr. Paul Snaith set out vig­or­ously to fea­ture Fath­er Brown. He sent long and loud eu­lo­gies on him across the con­tin­ent to his news­pa­per in the Middle West. He took snap­shots of the un­for­tu­nate cler­ic in the most com­mon­place oc­cu­pa­tions and ex­hib­ited them in gi­gant­ic pho­to­graphs in the gi­gant­ic Sunday pa­pers of the United States. He turned his say­ings in­to slo­gans, and was con­tinu­ally present­ing the world with “A Mes­sage” from the rev­er­end gen­tle­man in South Amer­ica. Any stock less strong and strenu­ously re­cept­ive than the Amer­ic­an race would have be­come very much bored with Fath­er Brown. As it was, he re­ceived hand­some and eager of­fers to go on a lec­tur­ing tour in the States; and when he de­clined, the terms were raised with ex­pres­sions of re­spect­ful won­der. A series of stor­ies about him, like the stor­ies of Sher­lock Holmes, were, by the in­stru­ment­al­ity of Mr. Snaith, planned out and put be­fore the hero with re­quests for his as­sist­ance and en­cour­age­ment. As the priest found they had star­ted, he could of­fer no sug­ges­tion ex­cept that they should stop. And this in turn was taken by Mr. Snaith as the text for a dis­cus­sion on wheth­er Fath­er Brown should dis­ap­pear tem­por­ar­ily over a cliff, in the man­ner of Dr. Wat­son’s hero. To all these de­mands the priest had pa­tiently to reply in writ­ing, say­ing that he would con­sent on such terms to the tem­por­ary ces­sa­tion of the stor­ies and beg­ging that a con­sid­er­able in­ter­val might oc­cur be­fore they began again. The notes he wrote grew short­er and short­er; and as he wrote the last of them, he sighed.

			Need­less to say, this strange boom in the North re­acted on the little out­post in the South where he had ex­pec­ted to live in so lonely an ex­ile. The con­sid­er­able Eng­lish and Amer­ic­an pop­u­la­tion already on the spot began to be proud of pos­sess­ing so widely ad­vert­ised a per­son. Amer­ic­an tour­ists, of the sort who land with a loud de­mand for West­min­ster Ab­bey, landed on that dis­tant coast with a loud de­mand for Fath­er Brown. They were with­in meas­ur­able dis­tance of run­ning ex­cur­sion trains named after him, and bring­ing crowds to see him as if he were a pub­lic monu­ment. He was es­pe­cially troubled by the act­ive and am­bi­tious new traders and shop­keep­ers of the place, who were per­petu­ally pes­ter­ing him to try their wares and to give them testi­mo­ni­als. Even if the testi­mo­ni­als were not forth­com­ing, they would pro­long the cor­res­pond­ence for the pur­pose of col­lect­ing auto­graphs. As he was a good-natured per­son they got a good deal of what they wanted out of him; and it was in an­swer to a par­tic­u­lar re­quest from a Frank­fort wine-mer­chant named Eck­stein that he wrote hast­ily a few words on a card, which were to prove a ter­rible turn­ing-point in his life.

			Eck­stein was a fussy little man with fuzzy hair and pince-nez, who was wildly anxious that the priest should not only try some of his cel­eb­rated medi­cin­al port, but should let him know where and when he would drink it, in ac­know­ledging its re­ceipt. The priest was not par­tic­u­larly sur­prised at the re­quest, for he was long past sur­prise at the lun­acies of ad­vert­ise­ment. So he scribbled some­thing down and turned to oth­er busi­ness which seemed a little more sens­ible. He was again in­ter­rup­ted, by a note from no less a per­son than his polit­ic­al en­emy Al­varez, ask­ing him to come to a con­fer­ence at which it was hoped that a com­prom­ise on an out­stand­ing ques­tion might be reached; and sug­gest­ing an ap­point­ment that even­ing at a café just out­side the walls of the little town. To this also he sent a mes­sage of ac­cept­ance by the rather flor­id and mil­it­ary mes­sen­ger who was wait­ing for it; and then, hav­ing an hour or two be­fore him, sat down to at­tempt to get through a little of his own le­git­im­ate busi­ness. At the end of the time he poured him­self out a glass of Mr. Eck­stein’s re­mark­able wine and, glan­cing at the clock with a hu­mor­ous ex­pres­sion, drank it and went out in­to the night.

			Strong moon­light lay on the little Span­ish town, so that when he came to the pic­tur­esque gate­way, with its rather ro­coco arch and the fant­ast­ic fringe of palms bey­ond it, it looked rather like a scene in a Span­ish op­era. One long leaf of palm with jagged edges, black against the moon, hung down on the oth­er side of the arch, vis­ible through the arch­way, and had some­thing of the look of the jaw of a black cro­codile. The fancy would not have lingered in his ima­gin­a­tion but for some­thing else that caught his nat­ur­ally alert eye. The air was deathly still, and there was not a stir of wind; but he dis­tinctly saw the pen­dent palm-leaf move.

			He looked around him and real­ized that he was alone. He had left be­hind the last houses, which were mostly closed and shuttered, and was walk­ing between two long blank walls built of large and shape­less but flattened stones, tufted here and there with the queer prickly weeds of that re­gion—walls which ran par­al­lel all the way to the gate­way. He could not see the lights of the café out­side the gate; prob­ably it was too far away. Noth­ing could be seen un­der the arch but a wider ex­panse of large-flagged pave­ment, pale in the moon, with the strag­gling prickly pear here and there. He had a strong sense of the smell of evil; he felt queer phys­ic­al op­pres­sion; but he did not think of stop­ping. His cour­age, which was con­sid­er­able, was per­haps even less strong a part of him than his curi­os­ity. All his life he had been led by an in­tel­lec­tu­al hun­ger for the truth, even of trifles. He of­ten con­trolled it in the name of pro­por­tion; but it was al­ways there. He walked straight through the gate­way, and on the oth­er side a man sprang like a mon­key out of the tree­top and struck at him with a knife. At the same mo­ment an­oth­er man came crawl­ing swiftly along the wall and, whirl­ing a cudgel round his head, brought it down. Fath­er Brown turned, staggered, and sank in a heap; but as he sank there dawned on his round face an ex­pres­sion of mild and im­mense sur­prise.

			There was liv­ing in the same little town at this time an­oth­er young Amer­ic­an, par­tic­u­larly dif­fer­ent from Mr. Paul Snaith. His name was John Adams Race, and he was an elec­tric­al en­gin­eer, em­ployed by Men­d­oza to fit out the old town with all the new con­veni­ences. He was a fig­ure far less fa­mil­i­ar in satire and in­ter­na­tion­al gos­sip than that of the Amer­ic­an journ­al­ist. Yet, as a mat­ter of fact, Amer­ica con­tains a mil­lion men of the mor­al type of Race to one of the mor­al type of Snaith. He was ex­cep­tion­al in be­ing ex­cep­tion­ally good at his job, but in every oth­er way he was very simple. He had be­gun life as a drug­gist’s as­sist­ant in a West­ern vil­lage and ris­en by sheer work and mer­it; but he still re­garded his home town as the nat­ur­al heart of the hab­it­able world. He had been taught a very Pur­it­an or purely Evan­gel­ic­al sort of Chris­tian­ity from the Fam­ily Bible at his moth­er’s knee; and in so far as he had time to have any re­li­gion, that was still his re­li­gion. Amid all the dazzling lights of the latest and even wild­est dis­cov­er­ies, when he was at the very edge and ex­treme of ex­per­i­ment, work­ing mir­acles of light and sound like a god cre­at­ing new stars and sol­ar sys­tems, he nev­er for a mo­ment doubted that the things “back home” were the best things in the world; his moth­er and the Fam­ily Bible and the quiet and quaint mor­al­ity of his vil­lage. He had as ser­i­ous and noble a sense of the sac­red­ness of his moth­er as if he had been a frivol­ous French­man. He was quite sure the Bible re­li­gion was really the right thing; only he vaguely missed it wherever he went in the mod­ern world. He could hardly be ex­pec­ted to sym­path­ize with the re­li­gious ex­tern­als of Cath­ol­ic coun­tries; and in a dis­like of mitres and crozi­ers he sym­path­ized with Mr. Snaith, though not in so cock­sure a fash­ion. He had no lik­ing for the pub­lic bow­ings and scrap­ings of Men­d­oza and cer­tainly no tempta­tion to the ma­son­ic mys­ti­cism of the athe­ist Al­varez. Per­haps all that semitrop­ic­al life was too col­oured for him, shot with In­di­an red and Span­ish gold. Any­how, when he said there was noth­ing to touch his home town, he was not boast­ing. He really meant that there was some­where some­thing plain and un­pre­ten­tious and touch­ing, which he really re­spec­ted more than any­thing else in the world. Such be­ing the men­tal at­ti­tude of John Adams Race in a South Amer­ic­an sta­tion, there had been grow­ing on him for some time a curi­ous feel­ing, which con­tra­dicted all his pre­ju­dices and for which he could not ac­count. For the truth was this: that the only thing he had ever met in his travels that in the least re­minded him of the old wood­pile and the pro­vin­cial pro­pri­et­ies and the Bible on his moth­er’s knee was (for some in­scrut­able reas­on) the round face and black clumsy um­brella of Fath­er Brown.

			He found him­self in­sens­ibly watch­ing that com­mon­place and even com­ic black fig­ure as it went bust­ling about; watch­ing it with an al­most mor­bid fas­cin­a­tion; as if it were a walk­ing riddle or con­tra­dic­tion. He had found some­thing he could not help lik­ing in the heart of everything he hated; it was as if he had been hor­ribly tor­men­ted by less­er demons and then found that the Dev­il was quite an or­din­ary per­son.

			Thus it happened that, look­ing out of his win­dow on that moon­lit night, he saw the Dev­il go by, the de­mon of un­ac­count­able blame­less­ness, in his broad black hat and long black coat, shuff­ling along the street to­wards the gate­way, and saw it with an in­terest which he could not him­self un­der­stand. He wondered where the priest was go­ing, and what he was really up to; and re­mained gaz­ing out in­to the moon­lit street long after the little black fig­ure had passed. And then he saw some­thing else that in­trigued him fur­ther. Two oth­er men whom he re­cog­nized passed across his win­dow as across a lighted stage. A sort of blue lime­light of the moon ran in a spec­tral halo round the big bush of hair that stood erect on the head of little Eck­stein, the wine-seller, and it out­lined a taller and dark­er fig­ure with an eagle pro­file and a queer old-fash­ioned and very top-heavy black hat, which seemed to make the whole out­line still more bizarre, like a shape in a shad­ow pan­to­mime. Race re­buked him­self for al­low­ing the moon to play such tricks with his fancy; for on a second glance he re­cog­nized the black Span­ish side-whiskers and high-fea­tured face of Dr. Cal­der­on, a worthy med­ic­al man of the town, whom he had once found at­tend­ing pro­fes­sion­ally on Men­d­oza. Still, there was some­thing in the way the men were whis­per­ing to each oth­er and peer­ing up the street that struck him as pe­cu­li­ar. On a sud­den im­pulse he leapt over the low win­dowsill and him­self went bare­headed up the road, fol­low­ing their trail. He saw them dis­ap­pear un­der the dark arch­way; and a mo­ment after there came a dread­ful cry from bey­ond; curi­ously loud and pier­cing, and all the more blood­curd­ling to Race be­cause it said some­thing very dis­tinctly in some tongue that he did not know.

			The next mo­ment there was a rush­ing of feet, more cries, and then a con­fused roar of rage or grief that shook the tur­rets and tall palm trees of the place; there was a move­ment in the mob that had gathered, as if they were sweep­ing back­wards through the gate­way. And then the dark arch­way re­soun­ded with a new voice, this time in­tel­li­gible to him and fall­ing with the note of doom, as someone shouted through the gate­way:

			“Fath­er Brown is dead!”

			He nev­er knew what prop gave way in his mind, or why some­thing on which he had been count­ing sud­denly failed him; but he ran to­wards the gate­way and was just in time to meet his coun­try­man, the journ­al­ist Snaith, com­ing out of the dark en­trance, deadly pale and snap­ping his fin­gers nervously.

			“It’s quite true,” said Snaith, with some­thing which for him ap­proached to rev­er­ence. “He’s a gon­er. The doc­tor’s been look­ing at him, and there’s no hope. Some of these damned Da­gos clubbed him as he came through the gate—God knows why. It’ll be a great loss to the place.”

			Race did not or per­haps could not reply, but ran on un­der the arch to the scene bey­ond. The small black fig­ure lay where it had fallen on the wil­der­ness of wide stones starred here and there with green thorn; and the great crowd was be­ing kept back, chiefly by the mere ges­tures of one gi­gant­ic fig­ure in the fore­ground. For there were many there who swayed hith­er and thith­er at the mere move­ment of his hand, as if he had been a ma­gi­cian.

			Al­varez, the dic­tat­or and dem­agogue, was a tall, swag­ger­ing fig­ure, al­ways rather flam­boy­antly clad, and on this oc­ca­sion he wore a green uni­form with em­broid­er­ies like sil­ver snakes crawl­ing all over it, with an or­der round his neck hung on a very vivid ma­roon rib­bon. His close curl­ing hair was already grey, and in con­trast his com­plex­ion, which his friends called olive and his foes oc­to­roon, looked al­most lit­er­ally golden, as if it were a mask moul­ded in gold. But his large-fea­tured face, which was power­ful and hu­mor­ous, was at this mo­ment prop­erly grave and grim. He had been wait­ing, he ex­plained, for Fath­er Brown at the café, when he had heard a rustle and a fall and, com­ing out, had found the corpse ly­ing on the flag­stones.

			“I know what some of you are think­ing,” he said, look­ing round proudly, “and if you are afraid of me, as you are, I will say it for you. I am an athe­ist; I have no god to call on for those who will not take my word. But I tell you in the name of every root of hon­our that may be left to a sol­dier and a man, that I had no part in this. If I had the men here that did it, I would re­joice to hang them on that tree.”

			“Nat­ur­ally we are glad to hear you say so,” said old Men­d­oza stiffly and sol­emnly, stand­ing by the body of his fallen co­ad­jutor. “This blow has been too ap­palling for us to say what else we feel at present. I sug­gest that it will be more de­cent and prop­er if we re­move my friend’s body and break up this ir­reg­u­lar meet­ing. I un­der­stand,” he ad­ded gravely to the doc­tor, “that there is un­for­tu­nately no doubt.”

			“There is no doubt,” said Dr. Cal­der­on.

			John Race went back to his lodgings sad and with a sin­gu­lar sense of empti­ness. It seemed im­possible that he should miss a man whom he nev­er knew. He learned that the fu­ner­al was to take place next day; for all felt that the crisis should be past as quickly as pos­sible, for fear of ri­ots that were hourly grow­ing more prob­able. When Snaith had seen the row of Red In­di­ans sit­ting on the ver­anda, they might have been a row of an­cient Aztec im­ages carved in red wood. But he had not seen them as they were when they heard that the priest was dead.

			In­deed they would cer­tainly have ris­en in re­volu­tion and lynched the re­pub­lic­an lead­er, if they had not been im­me­di­ately blocked by the dir­ect ne­ces­sity of be­hav­ing re­spect­fully to the coffin of their own re­li­gious lead­er. The ac­tu­al as­sas­sins, whom it would have been most nat­ur­al to lynch, seemed to have van­ished in­to thin air. Nobody knew their names; and nobody would ever know wheth­er the dy­ing man had even seen their faces. That strange look of sur­prise that was ap­par­ently his last look on earth might have been the re­cog­ni­tion of their faces. Al­varez re­peated vi­ol­ently that it was no work of his, and at­ten­ded the fu­ner­al, walk­ing be­hind the coffin in his splen­did sil­ver and green uni­form with a sort of bravado of rev­er­ence.

			Be­hind the ver­anda a flight of stone steps scaled a very steep green bank, fenced by a cac­tus-hedge; and up this the coffin was la­bor­i­ously lif­ted to the ground above, and placed tem­por­ar­ily at the foot of the great gaunt cru­ci­fix that dom­in­ated the road and guarded the con­sec­rated ground. Be­low in the road were great seas of people lament­ing and telling their beads; an orphan pop­u­la­tion that had lost a fath­er. Des­pite all these sym­bols that were pro­voc­at­ive enough to him, Al­varez be­haved with re­straint and re­spect; and all would have gone well, as Race told him­self, had the oth­ers only let him alone.

			Race told him­self bit­terly that old Men­d­oza had al­ways looked like an old fool and had now very con­spicu­ously and com­pletely be­haved like an old fool. By a cus­tom com­mon in sim­pler so­ci­et­ies, the coffin was left open and the face un­covered, bring­ing the pathos to the point of agony for all those simple people. This, be­ing con­son­ant to tra­di­tion, need have done no harm; but some of­fi­cious per­son had ad­ded to it the cus­tom of the French free­thinkers, of hav­ing speeches by the graveside. Men­d­oza pro­ceeded to make a speech; a rather long speech, and the longer it was the longer and lower sank John Race’s spir­its and sym­path­ies with the re­li­gious ritu­al in­volved. A list of saintly at­trib­utes, ap­par­ently of the most an­ti­quated sort, was rolled out with the dilat­ory dull­ness of an after-din­ner speak­er who does not know how to sit down. That was bad enough; but Men­d­oza had also the in­ef­fable stu­pid­ity to start re­proach­ing and even taunt­ing his polit­ic­al op­pon­ents. In three minutes he had suc­ceeded in mak­ing a scene; and a very ex­traordin­ary scene it was.

			“We may well ask,” he said, look­ing around him pom­pously, “we may well ask where such vir­tues can be found among those who have madly aban­doned the creed of their fath­ers. It is when we have athe­ists among us, athe­ist lead­ers, nay some­times even athe­ist rulers, that we find their in­fam­ous philo­sophy bear­ing fruit in crimes like this. If we ask who murdered this holy man, we shall as­suredly find—”

			Africa of the forests looked out of the eyes of Al­varez the hy­brid ad­ven­turer; and Race fan­cied he could see sud­denly that the man was after all a bar­bar­i­an, who could not con­trol him­self to the end; one might guess that all his “il­lu­min­ated” tran­scend­ent­al­ism had a touch of Voo­doo. Any­how, Men­d­oza could not con­tin­ue, for Al­varez had sprung up and was shout­ing back at him and shout­ing him down, with in­fin­itely su­per­i­or lungs.

			“Who murdered him?” he roared. “Your God murdered him! His own God murdered him! Ac­cord­ing to you, he murders all his faith­ful and fool­ish ser­vants—as he murdered that one,” and he made a vi­ol­ent ges­ture, not to­wards the coffin but the cru­ci­fix.

			Seem­ing to con­trol him­self a little, he went on in a tone still angry but more ar­gu­ment­at­ive: “I don’t be­lieve it, but you do. Isn’t it bet­ter to have no God than one that robs you in this fash­ion? I at least am not afraid to say that there is none. There is no power in all this blind and brain­less uni­verse that can hear your pray­er or re­turn your friend. Though you beg Heav­en to raise him, he will not rise. Though I dare Heav­en to raise him, he will not rise. Here and now I will put it to the test—I defy the God who is not there to waken the man who sleeps forever.”

			There was a shock of si­lence, and the dem­agogue had made his sen­sa­tion.

			“We might have known,” cried Men­d­oza in a thick gob­bling voice, “when we al­lowed such men as you—”

			A new voice cut in­to his speech; a high and shrill voice with a Yan­kee ac­cent.

			“Stop! Stop!” cried Snaith the journ­al­ist; “some­thing’s up! I swear I saw him move.”

			He went ra­cing up the steps and rushed to the coffin, while the mob be­low swayed with in­des­crib­able fren­zies. The next mo­ment he had turned a face of amazement over his shoulder and made a sig­nal with his fin­ger to Dr. Cal­der­on, who hastened for­ward to con­fer with him. When the two men stepped away again from the coffin, all could see that the po­s­i­tion of the head had altered. A roar of ex­cite­ment rose from the crowd and seemed to stop sud­denly, as if cut off in midair; for the priest in the coffin gave a groan and raised him­self on one el­bow, look­ing with bleared and blink­ing eyes at the crowd.

			John Adams Race, who had hitherto known only mir­acles of sci­ence, nev­er found him­self able in after years to de­scribe the topsy-turvy­dom of the next few days. He seemed to have burst out of the world of time and space, and to be liv­ing in the im­possible. In half an hour the whole of that town and dis­trict had been trans­formed in­to some­thing nev­er known for a thou­sand years; a me­di­ev­al people turned to a mob of monks by a stag­ger­ing mir­acle; a Greek city where the god had des­cen­ded among men. Thou­sands pros­trated them­selves in the road; hun­dreds took vows on the spot; and even the out­siders, like the two Amer­ic­ans, were able to think and speak of noth­ing but the prodigy. Al­varez him­self was shaken, as well he might be; and sat down, with his head upon his hands.

			And in the midst of all this tor­nado of beatitude was a little man strug­gling to be heard. His voice was small and faint, and the noise was deaf­en­ing. He made weak little ges­tures that seemed more those of ir­rit­a­tion than any­thing else. He came to the edge of the para­pet above the crowd, wav­ing it to be quiet, with move­ments rather like the flap of the short wings of a pen­guin. There was some­thing a little more like a lull in the noise; and then Fath­er Brown for the first time reached the ut­most stretch of the in­dig­na­tion that he could launch against his chil­dren.

			“Oh, you silly people,” he said in a high and quaver­ing voice, “Oh, you silly, silly people.”

			Then he sud­denly seemed to pull him­self to­geth­er, made a bolt for the steps with his more nor­mal gait, and began hur­riedly to des­cend.

			“Where are you go­ing, Fath­er?” said Men­d­oza, with more than his usu­al ven­er­a­tion.

			“To the tele­graph of­fice,” said Fath­er Brown hast­ily. “What? No, of course it’s not a mir­acle. Why should there be a mir­acle? Mir­acles are not so cheap as all that.”

			And he came tum­bling down the steps, the people fling­ing them­selves be­fore him to im­plore his bless­ing.

			“Bless you, bless you,” said Fath­er Brown hast­ily. “God bless you all and give you more sense.”

			And he scuttled away with ex­traordin­ary rapid­ity to the tele­graph of­fice, where he wired to his Bish­op’s sec­ret­ary: “There is some mad story about a mir­acle here; hope his lord­ship not give au­thor­ity. Noth­ing in it.”

			As he turned away from his ef­fort, he tottered a little with the re­ac­tion, and John Race caught him by the arm.

			“Let me see you home,” he said; “you de­serve more than these people are giv­ing you.”

			

			John Race and the priest were seated in the pres­by­tery; the table was still piled up with the pa­pers with which the lat­ter had been wrest­ling the day be­fore; the bottle of wine and the emp­tied wine­glass still stood where he had left them.

			“And now,” said Fath­er Brown al­most grimly, “I can be­gin to think.”

			“I shouldn’t think too hard just yet,” said the Amer­ic­an. “You must be want­ing a rest. Be­sides, what are you go­ing to think about?”

			“I have pretty of­ten had the task of in­vest­ig­at­ing murders, as it hap­pens,” said Fath­er Brown. “Now I have got to in­vest­ig­ate my own murder.”

			“If I were you,” said Race, “I should take a little wine first.”

			Fath­er Brown stood up and filled him­self an­oth­er glass, lif­ted it, looked thought­fully in­to va­cancy and put it down again. Then he sat down once more and said:

			“Do you know what I felt like when I died? You may not be­lieve it, but my feel­ing was one of over­whelm­ing as­ton­ish­ment.”

			“Well,” answered Race, “I sup­pose you were as­ton­ished at be­ing knocked on the head.”

			Fath­er Brown leaned over to him and said in a low voice:

			“I was as­ton­ished at not be­ing knocked on the head.”

			Race looked at him for a mo­ment as if he thought the knock on the head had been only too ef­fect­ive; but he only said: “What do you mean?”

			“I mean that when that man brought his bludgeon down with a great swipe, it stopped at my head and did not even touch it. In the same way, the oth­er fel­low made as if to strike me with a knife, but he nev­er gave me a scratch. It was just like play­act­ing. I think it was. But then fol­lowed the ex­traordin­ary thing.”

			He looked thought­fully at the pa­pers on the table for a mo­ment and then went on:

			“Though I had not even been touched with knife or stick, I began to feel my legs doub­ling up un­der me and my very life fail­ing. I knew I was be­ing struck down by some­thing, but it was not by those weapons. Do you know what I think it was?”

			And he poin­ted to the wine on the table.

			Race picked up the wine­glass and looked at it and smelt it.

			“I think you are right,” he said. “I began as a drug­gist and stud­ied chem­istry. I couldn’t say for cer­tain without an ana­lys­is, but I think there’s some­thing very un­usu­al in this stuff. There are drugs by which the Asi­at­ics pro­duce a tem­por­ary sleep that looks like death.”

			“Quite so,” said the priest calmly. “The whole of this mir­acle was faked, for some reas­on or oth­er. That fu­ner­al scene was staged—and timed. I think it is part of that rav­ing mad­ness of pub­li­city that has got hold of Snaith; but I can hardly be­lieve he would go quite so far, merely for that. After all, it’s one thing to make copy out of me and run me as a sort of sham Sher­lock Holmes, and—”

			Even as the priest spoke his face altered. His blink­ing eye­lids shut sud­denly and he stood up as if he were chok­ing. Then he put one waver­ing hand as if grop­ing his way to­wards the door.

			“Where are you go­ing?” asked the oth­er in some won­der.

			“If you ask me,” said Fath­er Brown, who was quite white, “I was go­ing to pray. Or rather, to praise.”

			“I’m not sure I un­der­stand. What is the mat­ter with you?”

			“I was go­ing to praise God for hav­ing so strangely and so in­cred­ibly saved me—saved me by an inch.”

			“Of course,” said Race, “I am not of your re­li­gion; but be­lieve me, I have re­li­gion enough to un­der­stand that. Of course, you would thank God for sav­ing you from death.”

			“No,” said the priest “Not from death. From dis­grace.”

			The oth­er sat star­ing; and the priest’s next words broke out of him with a sort of cry.

			“And if it had only been my dis­grace! But it was the dis­grace of all I stand for; the dis­grace of the Faith that they went about to en­com­pass. What it might have been! The most huge and hor­rible scan­dal ever launched against us since the last lie was choked in the throat of Tit­us Oates.”

			“What on earth are you talk­ing about?” de­man­ded his com­pan­ion.

			“Well, I had bet­ter tell you at once,” said the priest; and sit­ting down, he went on more com­posedly: “It came to me in a flash when I happened to men­tion Snaith and Sher­lock Holmes. Now I hap­pen to re­mem­ber what I wrote about his ab­surd scheme; it was the nat­ur­al thing to write, and yet I think they had in­geni­ously man­oeuvred me in­to writ­ing just those words. They were some­thing like ‘I am ready to die and come to life again like Sher­lock Holmes, if that is the best way.’ And the mo­ment I thought of that, I real­ized that I had been made to write all sorts of things of that kind, all point­ing to the same idea. I wrote, as if to an ac­com­plice, say­ing that I would drink the drugged wine at a par­tic­u­lar time. Now, don’t you see?”

			Race sprang to his feet still star­ing: “Yes,” he said, “I think I began to see.”

			“They would have boomed the mir­acle. Then they would have bust up the mir­acle. And what is the worst, they would have proved that I was in the con­spir­acy. It would have been our sham mir­acle. That’s all there is to it; and about as near hell as you and I will ever be, I hope.”

			Then he said, after a pause, in quite a mild voice:

			“They cer­tainly would have got quite a lot of good copy out of me.”

			Race looked at the table and said darkly: “How many of these brutes were in it?”

			Fath­er Brown shook his head. “More than I like to think of,” he said; “but I hope some of them were only tools. Al­varez might think that all’s fair in war, per­haps; he has a queer mind. I’m very much afraid that Men­d­oza is an old hy­po­crite; I nev­er trus­ted him and he hated my ac­tion in an in­dus­tri­al mat­ter. But all that will wait; I have only got to thank God for the es­cape. And es­pe­cially that I wired at once to the Bish­op.”

			John Race ap­peared to be very thought­ful.

			“You’ve told me a lot I didn’t know,” he said at last, “and I feel in­clined to tell you the only thing you don’t know. I can ima­gine how those fel­lows cal­cu­lated well enough. They thought any man alive, wak­ing up in a coffin to find him­self can­on­ized like a saint, and made in­to a walk­ing mir­acle for every­one to ad­mire, would be swept along with his wor­ship­pers and ac­cept the crown of glory that fell on him out the sky. And I reck­on their cal­cu­la­tion was pretty prac­tic­al psy­cho­logy, as men go. I’ve seen all sorts of men in all sorts of places; and I tell you frankly I don’t be­lieve there’s one man in a thou­sand who could wake up like that with all his wits about him; and while he was still al­most talk­ing in his sleep, would have the san­ity and the sim­pli­city and the hu­mil­ity to—” He was much sur­prised to find him­self moved, and his level voice waver­ing.

			

			Fath­er Brown was gaz­ing ab­strac­tedly, and in a rather cock­eyed fash­ion, at the bottle on the table. “Look here,” he said, “what about a bottle of real wine?”

		
	
		
			The Arrow of Heaven

			It is to be feared that about a hun­dred de­tect­ive stor­ies have be­gun with the dis­cov­ery that an Amer­ic­an mil­lion­aire has been murdered; an event which is, for some reas­on, treated as a sort of calam­ity. This story, I am happy to say, has to be­gin with a murdered mil­lion­aire; in one sense, in­deed, it has to be­gin with three murdered mil­lion­aires, which some may re­gard as an em­bar­ras de richesse. But it was chiefly this co­in­cid­ence or con­tinu­ity of crim­in­al policy that took the whole af­fair out of the or­din­ary run of crim­in­al cases and made it the ex­traordin­ary prob­lem that it was.

			It was very gen­er­ally said that they had all fallen vic­tims to some ven­detta or curse at­tach­ing to the pos­ses­sion of a rel­ic of great value both in­trins­ic­ally and his­tor­ic­ally; a sort of chalice in­laid with pre­cious stones and com­monly called the Coptic Cup. Its ori­gin was ob­scure, but its use was con­jec­tured to be re­li­gious; and some at­trib­uted the fate that fol­lowed its pos­sessors to the fan­at­icism of some Ori­ent­al Chris­ti­an hor­ri­fied at its passing through such ma­ter­i­al­ist­ic hands. But the mys­ter­i­ous slay­er, wheth­er or no he was such a fan­at­ic, was already a fig­ure of lur­id and sen­sa­tion­al in­terest in the world of journ­al­ism and gos­sip. The name­less be­ing was provided with a name, or a nick­name. But it is only with the story of the third vic­tim that we are now con­cerned; for it was only in this case that a cer­tain Fath­er Brown, who is the sub­ject of these sketches, had an op­por­tun­ity of mak­ing his pres­ence felt.

			When Fath­er Brown first stepped off an At­lantic liner on to Amer­ic­an soil, he dis­covered, as many an­oth­er Eng­lish­man has done, that he was a much more im­port­ant per­son than he had ever sup­posed. His short fig­ure, his short­sighted and un­dis­tin­guished coun­ten­ance, his rather rusty black cler­ic­al clothes, could pass through any crowd in his own coun­try without be­ing no­ticed as any­thing un­usu­al, ex­cept per­haps un­usu­ally in­sig­ni­fic­ant. But Amer­ica has a geni­us for the en­cour­age­ment of fame; and his ap­pear­ance in one or two curi­ous crim­in­al prob­lems, to­geth­er with his long as­so­ci­ation with Flam­beau, the ex-crim­in­al and de­tect­ive, had con­sol­id­ated a repu­ta­tion in Amer­ica out of what was little more than a ru­mour in Eng­land. His round face was blank with sur­prise when he found him­self held up on the quay by a group of journ­al­ists, as by a gang of brig­ands, who asked him ques­tions about all the sub­jects on which he was least likely to re­gard him­self as an au­thor­ity, such as the de­tails of fe­male dress and the crim­in­al stat­ist­ics of the coun­try that he had only that mo­ment clapped his eyes on. Per­haps it was the con­trast with the black em­battled solid­ar­ity of this group that made more vivid an­oth­er fig­ure that stood apart from it, equally black against the burn­ing white day­light of that bril­liant place and sea­son, but en­tirely sol­it­ary; a tall, rather yel­low-faced man in great goggles, who ar­res­ted him with a ges­ture when the journ­al­ists had fin­ished and said: “Ex­cuse me, but maybe you are look­ing for Cap­tain Wain.”

			Some apo­logy may be made for Fath­er Brown; for he him­self would have been sin­cerely apo­lo­get­ic. It must be re­membered that he had nev­er seen Amer­ica be­fore, and more es­pe­cially that he had nev­er seen that sort of tor­toise­shell spec­tacles be­fore; for the fash­ion at this time had not spread to Eng­land. His first sen­sa­tion was that of gaz­ing at some gog­gling sea-mon­ster with a faint sug­ges­tion of a diver’s hel­met. Oth­er­wise the man was ex­quis­itely dressed; and to Brown, in his in­no­cence, the spec­tacles seemed the queerest dis­fig­ure­ment for a dandy. It was as if a dandy had ad­orned him­self with a wooden leg as an ex­tra touch of el­eg­ance. The ques­tion also em­bar­rassed him. An Amer­ic­an avi­at­or of the name of Wain, a friend of some friends of his own in France, was in­deed one of a long list of people he had some hope of see­ing dur­ing his Amer­ic­an vis­it; but he had nev­er ex­pec­ted to hear of him so soon.

			“I beg your par­don,” he said doubt­fully, “are you Cap­tain Wain? Do you—do you know him?”

			“Well, I’m pretty con­fid­ent I’m not Cap­tain Wain,” said the man in goggles, with a face of wood. “I was pretty clear about that when I saw him wait­ing for you over there in the car. But the oth­er ques­tion’s a bit more prob­lem­at­ic­al. I reck­on I know Wain and his uncle, and old man Mer­ton, too. I know old man Mer­ton, but old man Mer­ton don’t know me. And he thinks he has the ad­vant­age, and I think I have the ad­vant­age. See?”

			Fath­er Brown did not quite see. He blinked at the glit­ter­ing sea­scape and the pin­nacles of the city, and then at the man in goggles. It was not only the mask­ing of the man’s eyes that pro­duced the im­pres­sion of some­thing im­pen­et­rable. Some­thing in his yel­low face was al­most Asi­at­ic, even Chinese; and his con­ver­sa­tion seemed to con­sist of strat­i­fied lay­ers of irony. He was a type to be found here and there in that hearty and so­ci­able pop­u­la­tion; he was the in­scrut­able Amer­ic­an.

			“My name’s Drage,” he said, “Nor­man Drage, and I’m an Amer­ic­an cit­izen, which ex­plains everything. At least I ima­gine your friend Wain would like to ex­plain the rest; so we’ll post­pone The Fourth of Ju­ly till an­oth­er date.”

			Fath­er Brown was dragged in a some­what dazed con­di­tion to­wards a car at some little dis­tance, in which a young man with tufts of un­tidy yel­low hair and a rather har­assed and hag­gard ex­pres­sion, hailed him from afar and presen­ted him­self as Peter Wain. Be­fore he knew where he was he was stowed in the car and trav­el­ling with con­sid­er­able speed through and bey­ond the city. He was un­used to the im­petu­ous prac­tic­al­ity of such Amer­ic­an ac­tion, and felt about as be­wildered as if a chari­ot drawn by dragons had car­ried him away in­to fairy­land. It was un­der these dis­con­cert­ing con­di­tions that he heard for the first time, in long mono­logues from Wain, and short sen­tences from Drage, the story of the Coptic Cup and the two crimes already con­nec­ted with it.

			It seemed that Wain had an uncle named Crake who had a part­ner named Mer­ton, who was num­ber three in the series of rich busi­ness men to whom the cup had be­longed. The first of them, Tit­us P. Trant, the Cop­per King, had re­ceived threat­en­ing let­ters from some­body sign­ing him­self Daniel Doom. The name was pre­sum­ably a pseud­onym, but it had come to stand for a very pub­lic if not a very pop­u­lar char­ac­ter; for some­body as well known as Robin Hood and Jack the Rip­per com­bined. For it soon be­came clear that the writer of the threat­en­ing let­ter did not con­fine him­self to threat­en­ing. Any­how, the up­shot was that old Trant was found one morn­ing with his head in his own lily-pond, and there was not the shad­ow of a clue. The cup was, for­tu­nately, safe in the bank; and it passed with the rest of Trant’s prop­erty to his cous­in, Bri­an Horder, who was also a man of great wealth and who was also threatened by the name­less en­emy. Bri­an Horder was picked up dead at the foot of a cliff out­side his sea­side res­id­ence, at which there was a burg­lary, this time on a large scale. For though the cup ap­par­ently again es­caped, enough bonds and se­cur­it­ies were stolen to leave Horder’s fin­an­cial af­fairs in con­fu­sion.

			“Bri­an Horder’s wid­ow,” ex­plained Wain, “had to sell most of his valu­ables, I be­lieve, and Brandon Mer­ton must have pur­chased the cup at that time, for he had it when I first knew him. But you can guess for your­self that it’s not a very com­fort­able thing to have.”

			“Has Mr. Mer­ton ever had any of the threat­en­ing let­ters?” asked Fath­er Brown, after a pause.

			“I ima­gine he has,” said Mr. Drage; and some­thing in his voice made the priest look at him curi­ously, un­til he real­ized that the man in goggles was laugh­ing si­lently, in a fash­ion that gave the new­comer some­thing of a chill.

			“I’m pretty sure he has,” said Peter Wain, frown­ing. “I’ve not seen the let­ters, only his sec­ret­ary sees any of his let­ters, for he is pretty reti­cent about busi­ness mat­ters, as big busi­ness men have to be. But I’ve seen him real up­set and an­noyed with let­ters; and let­ters that he tore up, too, be­fore even his sec­ret­ary saw them. The sec­ret­ary him­self is get­ting nervous and says he is sure some­body is lay­ing for the old man; and the long and the short of it is, that we’d be very grate­ful for a little ad­vice in the mat­ter. Every­body knows your great repu­ta­tion, Fath­er Brown, and the sec­ret­ary asked me to see if you’d mind com­ing straight out to the Mer­ton house at once.”

			“Oh, I see,” said Fath­er Brown, on whom the mean­ing of this ap­par­ent kid­nap­ping began to dawn at last. “But really I don’t see that I can do any more than you can. You’re on the spot, and must have a hun­dred times more data for a sci­entif­ic con­clu­sion than a chance vis­it­or.”

			“Yes,” said Mr. Drage dryly; “our con­clu­sions are much too sci­entif­ic to be true. I reck­on if any­thing hit a man like Tit­us P. Trant, it just came out of the sky without wait­ing for any sci­entif­ic ex­plan­a­tion. What they call a bolt from the blue.”

			“You can’t pos­sibly mean,” cried Wain, “that it was su­per­nat­ur­al!”

			But it was by no means easy at any time to dis­cov­er what Mr. Drage could pos­sibly mean; ex­cept that if he said some­body was a real smart man, he very prob­ably meant he was a fool. Mr. Drage main­tained an Ori­ent­al im­mob­il­ity un­til the car stopped, a little while after, at what was ob­vi­ously their des­tin­a­tion. It was rather a sin­gu­lar place. They had been driv­ing through a thinly-wooded coun­try that opened in­to a wide plain, and just in front of them was a build­ing con­sist­ing of a single wall or very high fence, round like a Ro­man camp and hav­ing rather the ap­pear­ance of an aero­drome. The bar­ri­er did not look like wood or stone, and closer in­spec­tion proved it to be of met­al.

			They all alighted from the car, and one small door in the wall was slid open with con­sid­er­able cau­tion, after ma­nip­u­la­tions re­sem­bling the open­ing of a safe. But, much to Fath­er Brown’s sur­prise, the man called Nor­man Drage showed no dis­pos­i­tion to enter, but took leave of them with sin­is­ter gaiety.

			“I won’t come in,” he said. “It ’ud be too much pleas­ur­able ex­cite­ment for old man Mer­ton, I reck­on. He loves the sight of me so much that he’d die of joy.”

			And he strode away, while Fath­er Brown, with in­creas­ing won­der, was ad­mit­ted through the steel door which in­stantly clicked be­hind him. In­side was a large and elab­or­ate garden of gay and var­ied col­ours, but en­tirely without any trees or tall shrubs or flowers. In the centre of it rose a house of hand­some and even strik­ing ar­chi­tec­ture, but so high and nar­row as rather to re­semble a tower. The burn­ing sun­light gleamed on glass roof­ing here and there at the top, but there seemed to be no win­dows at all in the lower part of it. Over everything was that spot­less and spark­ling clean­li­ness that seemed so nat­ive to the clear Amer­ic­an air. When they came in­side the portal, they stood amid resplen­dent marble and metals and enamels of bril­liant col­ours, but there was no stair­case. Noth­ing but a single shaft for a lift went up the centre between the sol­id walls, and the ap­proach to it was guarded by heavy, power­ful men like plain-clothes po­lice­men.

			“Pretty elab­or­ate pro­tec­tion, I know,” said Wain. “Maybe it makes you smile a little, Fath­er Brown, to find Mer­ton has to live in a fort­ress like this without even a tree in the garden for any­one to hide be­hind. But you don’t know what sort of pro­pos­i­tion we’re up against in this coun­try. And per­haps you don’t know just what the name of Brander Mer­ton means. He’s a quiet-look­ing man enough, and any­body might pass him in the street; not that they get much chance nowadays, for he can only go out now and then in a closed car. But if any­thing happened to Brander Mer­ton there’d be earth­quakes from Alaska to the Can­ni­bal Is­lands. I fancy there was nev­er a king or em­per­or who had such power over the na­tions as he has. After all, I sup­pose if you’d been asked to vis­it the Czar or the King of Eng­land you’d have had the curi­os­ity to go. You mayn’t care much for czars or mil­lion­aires; but it just means that power like that is al­ways in­ter­est­ing. And I hope it’s not against your prin­ciples to vis­it a mod­ern sort of em­per­or like Mer­ton.”

			“Not at all,” said Fath­er Brown, quietly. “It is my duty to vis­it pris­on­ers and all miser­able men in cap­tiv­ity.”

			There was a si­lence, and the young man frowned with a strange and al­most shifty look on his lean face. Then he said, ab­ruptly:

			“Well, you’ve got to re­mem­ber it isn’t only com­mon crooks or the Black Hand that’s against him. This Daniel Doom is pretty much like the dev­il. Look how he dropped Trant in his own gar­dens and Horder out­side his house, and got away with it.”

			The top floor of the man­sion, in­side the enorm­ously thick walls, con­sisted of two rooms; an out­er room which they entered, and an in­ner room that was the great mil­lion­aire’s sanc­tum. They entered the out­er room just as two oth­er vis­it­ors were com­ing out of the in­ner one. One was hailed by Peter Wain as his uncle—a small but very stal­wart and act­ive man with a shaven head that looked bald and a brown face that looked al­most too brown to have ever been white. This was old Crake, com­monly called Hick­ory Crake in re­min­is­cence of the more fam­ous Old Hick­ory, be­cause of his fame in the last Red In­di­an wars. His com­pan­ion was a sin­gu­lar con­trast—a very dap­per gen­tle­man with dark hair like a black var­nish and a broad, black rib­bon to his monocle: Barn­ard Blake, who was old Mer­ton’s law­yer and had been dis­cuss­ing with the part­ners the busi­ness of the firm. The four men met in the middle of the out­er room and paused for a little po­lite con­ver­sa­tion, in the act of re­spect­ively go­ing and com­ing. And through all go­ings and com­ings an­oth­er fig­ure sat at the back of the room near the in­ner door, massive and mo­tion­less in the half-light from the in­ner win­dow; a man with a Negro face and enorm­ous shoulders. This was what the hu­mor­ous self-cri­ti­cism of Amer­ica play­fully calls the Bad Man; whom his friends might call a body­guard and his en­emies a bravo.

			This man nev­er moved or stirred to greet any­body; but the sight of him in the out­er room seemed to move Peter Wain to his first nervous query.

			“Is any­body with the chief?” he asked.

			“Don’t get rattled, Peter,” chuckled his uncle. “Wilton the sec­ret­ary is with him, and I hope that’s enough for any­body. I don’t be­lieve Wilton ever sleeps for watch­ing Mer­ton. He is bet­ter than twenty body­guards. And he’s quick and quiet as an In­di­an.”

			“Well, you ought to know,” said his neph­ew, laugh­ing. “I re­mem­ber the Red In­di­an tricks you used to teach me when I was a boy and liked to read Red In­di­an stor­ies. But in my Red In­di­an stor­ies Red In­di­ans seemed al­ways to have the worst of it.”

			“They didn’t in real life,” said the old fron­ti­ers­man grimly.

			“In­deed?” in­quired the bland Mr. Blake. “I should have thought they could do very little against our fire­arms.”

			“I’ve seen an In­di­an stand un­der a hun­dred guns with noth­ing but a little scalping-knife and kill a white man stand­ing on the top of a fort,” said Crake.

			“Why, what did he do with it?” asked the oth­er.

			“Threw it,” replied Crake, “threw it in a flash be­fore a shot could be fired. I don’t know where he learnt the trick.”

			“Well, I hope you didn’t learn it,” said his neph­ew, laugh­ing.

			“It seems to me,” said Fath­er Brown, thought­fully, “that the story might have a mor­al.”

			While they were speak­ing Mr. Wilton, the sec­ret­ary, had come out of the in­ner room and stood wait­ing; a pale, fair-haired man with a square chin and steady eyes with a look like a dog’s; it was not dif­fi­cult to be­lieve that he had the single eye of a watch­dog.

			He only said, “Mr. Mer­ton can see you in about ten minutes,” but it served for a sig­nal to break up the gos­sip­ing group. Old Crake said he must be off, and his neph­ew went out with him and his leg­al com­pan­ion, leav­ing Fath­er Brown for the mo­ment alone with his sec­ret­ary; for the Negroid gi­ant at the oth­er end of the room could hardly be felt as if he were hu­man or alive; he sat so mo­tion­less with his broad back to them, star­ing to­wards the in­ner room.

			“Ar­range­ments rather elab­or­ate here, I’m afraid,” said the sec­ret­ary. “You’ve prob­ably heard all about this Daniel Doom, and why it isn’t safe to leave the boss very much alone.”

			“But he is alone just now, isn’t he?” said Fath­er Brown.

			The sec­ret­ary looked at him with grave, grey eyes.

			“For fif­teen minutes,” he said. “For fif­teen minutes out of the twenty-four hours. That is all the real solitude he has; and that he in­sists on, for a pretty re­mark­able reas­on.”

			“And what is the reas­on?” in­quired the vis­it­or.

			Wilton, the sec­ret­ary, con­tin­ued his steady gaze, but his mouth, that had been merely grave, be­came grim.

			“The Coptic Cup,” he said. “Per­haps you’ve for­got­ten the Coptic Cup; but he hasn’t for­got­ten that or any­thing else. He doesn’t trust any of us about the Coptic Cup. It’s locked up some­where and some­how in that room so that only he can find it; and he won’t take it out till we’re all out of the way. So we have to risk that quarter of an hour while he sits and wor­ships it; I reck­on it’s the only wor­ship­ping he does. Not that there’s any risk really; for I’ve turned all this place in­to a trap I don’t be­lieve the dev­il him­self could get in­to—or at any rate, get out of. If this in­fernal Daniel Doom pays us a vis­it, he’ll stay to din­ner and a good bit later, by God. I sit here on hot bricks for the fif­teen minutes, and the in­stant I heard a shot or a sound of struggle I’d press this but­ton and an elec­tro­cut­ing cur­rent would run in a ring round that garden wall, so that it ’ud be death to cross or climb it. Of course, there couldn’t be a shot, for this is the only way in; and the only win­dow he sits at is away up on the top of a tower as smooth as a greasy pole. But, any­how, we’re all armed here, of course; and if Doom did get in­to that room he’d be dead be­fore he got out.”

			Fath­er Brown was blink­ing at the car­pet in a brown study. Then he said sud­denly, with some­thing like jerk:

			“I hope you won’t mind my men­tion­ing it, but a kind of a no­tion came in­to my head just this minute. It’s about you.”

			“In­deed,” re­marked Wilton, “and what about me?”

			“I think you are a man of one idea,” said Fath­er Brown, “and you will for­give me for say­ing that it seems to be even more the idea of catch­ing Daniel Doom than of de­fend­ing Brander Mer­ton.”

			Wilton star­ted a little and con­tin­ued to stare at his com­pan­ion; then very slowly his grim mouth took on a rather curi­ous smile.

			“How did you—what makes you think that?” he asked.

			“You said that if you heard a shot you could in­stantly elec­tro­cute the es­cap­ing en­emy,” re­marked the priest. “I sup­pose it oc­curred to you that the shot might be fatal to your em­ploy­er be­fore the shock was fatal to his foe. I don’t mean that you wouldn’t pro­tect Mr. Mer­ton if you could, but it seems to come rather second in your thoughts. The ar­range­ments are very elab­or­ate, as you say, and you seem to have elab­or­ated them. But they seem even more de­signed to catch a mur­der­er than to save a man.”

			“Fath­er Brown,” said the sec­ret­ary, who had re­covered his quiet tone, “you’re very smart, but there’s some­thing more to you than smart­ness. Some­how you’re the sort of man to whom one wants to tell the truth; and be­sides, you’ll prob­ably hear it, any­how, for in one way it’s a joke against me already. They all say I’m a mono­ma­ni­ac about run­ning down this big crook, and per­haps I am. But I’ll tell you one thing that none of them know. My full name is John Wilton Horder.” Fath­er Brown nod­ded as if he were com­pletely en­lightened, but the oth­er went on.

			“This fel­low who calls him­self Doom killed my fath­er and uncle and ruined my moth­er. When Mer­ton wanted a sec­ret­ary I took the job, be­cause I thought that where the cup was the crim­in­al might soon­er or later be. But I didn’t know who the crim­in­al was and could only wait for him; and I meant to serve Mer­ton faith­fully.”

			“I un­der­stand,” said Fath­er Brown gently; “and, by the way, isn’t it time that we at­ten­ded on him?”

			“Why, yes,” answered Wilton, again start­ing a little out of his brood­ing so that the priest con­cluded that his vin­dict­ive mania had again ab­sorbed him for a mo­ment. “Go in now by all means.”

			Fath­er Brown walked straight in­to the in­ner room. No sound of greet­ings fol­lowed, but only a dead si­lence; and a mo­ment after the priest re­appeared in the door­way.

			At the same mo­ment the si­lent body­guard sit­ting near the door moved sud­denly; and it was as if a huge piece of fur­niture had come to life. It seemed as though some­thing in the very at­ti­tude of the priest had been a sig­nal; for his head was against the light from the in­ner win­dow and his face was in shad­ow.

			“I sup­pose you will press that but­ton,” he said with a sort of sigh.

			Wilton seemed to awake from his sav­age brood­ing with a bound and leapt up with a catch in his voice.

			“There was no shot,” he cried.

			“Well,” said Fath­er Brown, “it de­pends what you mean by a shot.”

			Wilton rushed for­ward, and they plunged in­to the in­ner room to­geth­er. It was a com­par­at­ively small room and simply though el­eg­antly fur­nished. Op­pos­ite to them one wide win­dow stood open, over­look­ing the garden and the wooded plain. Close up against the win­dow stood a chair and a small table, as if the cap­tive de­sired as much air and light as was al­lowed him dur­ing his brief lux­ury of loneli­ness.

			On the little table un­der the win­dow stood the Coptic Cup; its own­er had evid­ently been look­ing at it in the best light. It was well worth look­ing at, for that white and bril­liant day­light turned its pre­cious stones to many-col­oured flames so that it might have been a mod­el of the Holy Grail. It was well worth look­ing at; but Brander Mer­ton was not look­ing at it. For his head had fallen back over his chair, his mane of white hair hanging to­wards the floor, and his spike of grizzled beard thrust up to­wards the ceil­ing, and out of his throat stood a long, brown-painted ar­row with red feath­ers at the oth­er end.

			“A si­lent shot,” said Fath­er Brown, in a low voice; “I was just won­der­ing about those new in­ven­tions for si­len­cing fire­arms. But this is a very old in­ven­tion, and quite as si­lent.”

			Then, after a mo­ment, he ad­ded: “I’m afraid he is dead. What are you go­ing to do?”

			The pale sec­ret­ary roused him­self with ab­rupt res­ol­u­tion. “I’m go­ing to press that but­ton, of course,” he said, “and if that doesn’t do for Daniel Doom, I’m go­ing to hunt him through the world till I find him.”

			“Take care it doesn’t do for any of our friends,” ob­served Fath­er Brown; “they can hardly be far off; we’d bet­ter call them.”

			“That lot know all about the wall,” answered Wilton. “None of them will try to climb it, un­less one of them … is in a great hurry.”

			Fath­er Brown went to the win­dow by which the ar­row had evid­ently entered and looked out. The garden, with its flat flower­beds, lay far be­low like a del­ic­ately col­oured map of the world. The whole vista seemed so vast and empty, the tower seemed set so far up in the sky that as he stared out a strange phrase came back to his memory.

			“A bolt from the blue,” he said. “What was that some­body said about a bolt from the blue and death com­ing out of the sky? Look how far away everything looks; it seems ex­traordin­ary that an ar­row could come so far, un­less it were an ar­row from heav­en.”

			Wilton had re­turned, but did not reply, and the priest went on as in so­li­lo­quy.

			“One thinks of avi­ation. We must ask young Wain … about avi­ation.”

			“There’s a lot of it round here,” said the sec­ret­ary.

			“Case of very old or very new weapons,” ob­served Fath­er Brown. “Some would be quite fa­mil­i­ar to his old uncle, I sup­pose; we must ask him about ar­rows. This looks rather like a Red In­di­an ar­row. I don’t know where the Red In­di­an shot it from; but you re­mem­ber the story the old man told. I said it had a mor­al.”

			“If it had a mor­al,” said Wilton warmly, “it was only that a real Red In­di­an might shoot a thing farther than you’d fancy. It’s non­sense your sug­gest­ing a par­al­lel.”

			“I don’t think you’ve got the mor­al quite right,” said Fath­er Brown.

			Al­though the little priest ap­peared to melt in­to the mil­lions of New York next day, without any ap­par­ent at­tempt to be any­thing but a num­ber in a numbered street, he was, in fact, un­ob­trus­ively busy for the next fort­night with the com­mis­sion that had been giv­en him, for he was filled with pro­found fear about a pos­sible mis­car­riage of justice. Without hav­ing any par­tic­u­lar air of singling them out from his oth­er new ac­quaint­ances, he found it easy to fall in­to talk with the two or three men re­cently in­volved in the mys­tery; and with old Hick­ory Crake es­pe­cially he had a curi­ous and in­ter­est­ing con­ver­sa­tion. It took place on a seat in Cent­ral Park, where the vet­er­an sat with his bony hands and hatchet face rest­ing on the oddly-shaped head of a walk­ing-stick of dark red wood, pos­sibly mod­elled on a toma­hawk.

			“Well, it may be a long shot,” he said, wag­ging his head, “but I wouldn’t ad­vise you to be too pos­it­ive about how far an In­di­an ar­row could go. I’ve known some bow-shots that seemed to go straight­er than any bul­lets, and hit the mark to amazement, con­sid­er­ing how long they had been trav­el­ling. Of course, you prac­tic­ally nev­er hear now of a Red In­di­an with a bow and ar­rows, still less of a Red In­di­an hanging about here. But if by any chance there were one of the old In­di­an marksmen, with one of the old In­di­an bows, hid­ing in those trees hun­dred of yards bey­ond the Mer­ton out­er wall—why, then I wouldn’t put it past the noble sav­age to be able to send an ar­row over the wall and in­to the top win­dow of Mer­ton’s house, no, nor in­to Mer­ton, either. I’ve seen things quite as won­der­ful as that done in the old days.”

			“No doubt,” said the priest, “you have done things quite as won­der­ful as well as seen them.”

			Old Crake chuckled, and then said gruffly, “Oh, that’s all an­cient his­tory.”

			“Some people have a way of study­ing an­cient his­tory,” the priest said. “I sup­pose we may take it there is noth­ing in your old re­cord to make people talk un­pleas­antly about this af­fair.”

			“What do you mean?” de­man­ded Crake, his eyes shift­ing sharply for the first time in his red, wooden face, that was rather like the head of a toma­hawk.

			“Well, since you were so well ac­quain­ted with all the arts and crafts of the Red­skin,” began Fath­er Brown slowly.

			Crake had had a hunched and al­most shrunken ap­pear­ance as he sat with his chin propped on its queer-shaped crutch. But the next in­stant he stood erect in the path like a fight­ing bravo with the crutch clutched like a cudgel.

			“What?” he cried, in some­thing like a rauc­ous screech. “What the hell! Are you stand­ing up to me to tell me I might hap­pen to have murdered my own broth­er-in-law?”

			From a dozen seats dot­ted about the path people looked to­wards the dis­putants as they stood fa­cing each oth­er in the middle of the path, the bald-headed en­er­get­ic little man bran­dish­ing his out­land­ish stick like a club, and the black, dumpy fig­ure of the little cler­ic look­ing at him without mov­ing a muscle, save for his blink­ing eye­lids. For a mo­ment it looked as if the dumpy black fig­ure would be knocked on the head, and laid out with true Red In­di­an promptitude and des­patch; and the large form of an Ir­ish po­lice­man could be seen heav­ing up in the dis­tance, and bear­ing down on the group. But the priest only said, quite pla­cidly, like one an­swer­ing an or­din­ary query:

			“I have formed cer­tain con­clu­sions about it, but I do not think I will men­tion them till I make my re­port.”

			Wheth­er un­der the in­flu­ence of the foot­steps of the po­lice­man or of the eyes of the priest, old Hick­ory tucked his stick un­der his arm and put his hat on again, grunt­ing. The priest bade him a pla­cid good morn­ing, and passed in an un­hur­ried fash­ion out of the park, mak­ing his way to the lounge of the hotel where he knew that young Wain was to be found. The young man sprang up with a greet­ing; he looked even more hag­gard and har­assed than be­fore, as if some worry were eat­ing him away; and the priest had a sus­pi­cion that his young friend had re­cently been en­gaged, with only too con­spicu­ous suc­cess, in evad­ing the last Amend­ment to the Amer­ic­an Con­sti­tu­tion. But at the first word about his hobby or fa­vour­ite sci­ence, he was vi­gil­ant and con­cen­trated enough. For Fath­er Brown had asked, in an idle and con­ver­sa­tion­al fash­ion, wheth­er much fly­ing was done in that dis­trict, and had told how he had at first mis­taken Mr. Mer­ton’s cir­cu­lar wall for an aero­drome.

			“It’s a won­der you didn’t see any while we were there,” answered Cap­tain Wain. “Some­times they’re as thick as flies; that open plain is a great place for them, and I shouldn’t won­der if it were the chief breed­ing-ground, so to speak, for my sort of birds in the fu­ture. I’ve flown a good deal there my­self, of course, and I know most of the fel­lows about here who flew in the war; but there are a whole lot of people tak­ing to it out there now, whom I nev­er heard of in my life. I sup­pose it will be like mo­tor­ing soon, and every man in the States will have one.”

			“Be­ing en­dowed by his Cre­at­or,” said Fath­er Brown with a smile, “with the right to life, liberty and the pur­suit of mo­tor­ing—not to men­tion avi­ation. So I sup­pose we may take it that one strange aero­plane passing over that house, at cer­tain times, wouldn’t be no­ticed much.”

			“No,” replied the young man; “I don’t sup­pose it would.”

			“Or even if the man were known,” went on the oth­er, “I sup­pose he might get hold of a ma­chine that wouldn’t be re­cog­nised as his. If you, for in­stance, flew in the or­din­ary way, Mr. Mer­ton and his friends might re­cog­nize the rig-out, per­haps; but you might pass pretty near that win­dow on a dif­fer­ent pat­tern of plane, or whatever you call it; near enough for prac­tic­al pur­poses.”

			“Well, yes,” began the young man, al­most auto­mat­ic­ally, and then ceased, and re­mained star­ing at the cler­ic with an open mouth and eyes stand­ing out of his head.

			“My God!” he said, in a low voice, “my God!”

			Then he rose from the lounge seat, pale and shak­ing from head to foot, and still star­ing at the priest.

			“Are you mad?” he said; “are you rav­ing mad?”

			There was a si­lence and then he spoke again in a swift hiss­ing fash­ion. “You pos­it­ively come here to sug­gest—”

			“No; only to col­lect sug­ges­tions,” said Fath­er Brown, rising. “I may have formed some con­clu­sions pro­vi­sion­ally, but I had bet­ter re­serve them for the present.”

			And then sa­lut­ing the oth­er with the same stiff ci­vil­ity, he passed out of the hotel to con­tin­ue his curi­ous per­eg­rin­a­tions.

			By the dusk of that day they had led him down the dingy streets and steps that straggled and tumbled to­wards the river in the old­est and most ir­reg­u­lar part of the city. Im­me­di­ately un­der the col­oured lan­tern that marked the en­trance to a rather low Chinese res­taur­ant, he en­countered a fig­ure he had seen be­fore, though by no means present­ing it­self to the eye as he had seen it.

			Mr. Nor­man Drage still con­fron­ted the world grimly be­hind his great goggles which seemed some­how to cov­er his face like a dark mask of glass. But ex­cept for the goggles, his ap­pear­ance had un­der­gone a strange trans­form­a­tion in the month that had elapsed since the murder. He had then, as Fath­er Brown had noted, been dressed up to the nines; up to that point, in­deed, where there be­gins to be too fine a dis­tinc­tion between the dandy and the dummy out­side a tail­or’s shop. But now all those ex­tern­als were mys­ter­i­ously altered for the worse; as if the tail­or’s dummy had been turned in­to a scare­crow. His top hat still ex­is­ted, but it was battered and shabby, his clothes were dilap­id­ated; his watch-chain and minor or­na­ments were gone. Fath­er Brown, how­ever, ad­dressed him as if they had met yes­ter­day, and made no de­mur to sit­ting down with him on a bench in the cheap eat­ing-house whith­er he was bound. It was not he, how­ever, who began the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Well?” growled Drage; “and have you suc­ceeded in aven­ging your holy and sainted mil­lion­aire? We know all mil­lion­aires are holy and sainted; you can find it all in the pa­pers next day, about how they lived by the light of the Fam­ily Bible they read at their moth­er’s knee. Gee! if they’d only read out some of the things there are in the Fam­ily Bible, the moth­er might have been startled some. And the mil­lion­aire, too, I reck­on. The old book’s full of a lot of grand fierce old no­tions they don’t grow nowadays; sort of wis­dom of the Stone Age and bur­ied un­der the Pyr­am­ids. Sup­pose some­body had flung old man Mer­ton from the top of that tower of his, and let him be eaten by dogs at the bot­tom, it would be no worse than what happened to Jezebel. Wasn’t Agag hacked in­to little pieces, for all he went walk­ing del­ic­ately? Mer­ton walked del­ic­ately all his life, damn him—un­til he got too del­ic­ate to walk at all. But the shaft of the Lord found him out, as it might have done in the old book, and struck him dead on the top of his tower to be a spec­tacle to the people.”

			“The shaft was ma­ter­i­al, at least,” said his com­pan­ion.

			“The Pyr­am­ids are mighty ma­ter­i­al, and they hold down the dead kings all right,” grinned the man in the goggles. “I think there’s a lot to be said for these old ma­ter­i­al re­li­gions. There’s old carvings that have las­ted for thou­sands of years, show­ing their gods and em­per­ors with bended bows; with hands that look as if they could really bend bows of stone. Ma­ter­i­al, per­haps—but what ma­ter­i­als! Don’t you some­times stand star­ing at those old East­ern pat­terns and things, till you have a hunch that that old Lord God is still driv­ing like a dark Apollo, and shoot­ing black rays of death?”

			“If he is,” replied Fath­er Brown, “I might call him by an­oth­er name. But I doubt wheth­er Mer­ton died by a dark ray or even a stone ar­row.”

			“I guess you think he’s St. Se­basti­an,” sneered Drage, “killed with an ar­row. A mil­lion­aire must be a mar­tyr. How do you know he didn’t de­serve it? You don’t know much about your mil­lion­aire, I fancy. Well, let me tell you he de­served it a hun­dred times over.”

			“Well,” asked Fath­er Brown gently, “why didn’t you murder him?”

			“You want to know why I didn’t?” said the oth­er, star­ing. “Well, you’re a nice sort of cler­gy­man.”

			“Not at all,” said the oth­er, as if wav­ing away a com­pli­ment.

			“I sup­pose it’s your way of say­ing I did,” snarled Drage. “Well, prove it, that’s all. As for him, I reck­on he was no loss.”

			“Yes, he was,” said Fath­er Brown, sharply. “He was a loss to you. That’s why you didn’t kill him.”

			And he walked out of the room, leav­ing the man in goggles gap­ing after him.

			It was nearly a month later that Fath­er Brown re­vis­ited the house where the third mil­lion­aire had suffered from the ven­detta of Daniel Doom. A sort of coun­cil was held of the per­sons most in­ter­ested. Old Crake sat at the head of the table with his neph­ew on his right hand and the law­yer on his left; the big man with the Afric­an fea­tures, whose name ap­peared to be Har­ris, was pon­der­ously present, if only as a ma­ter­i­al wit­ness; a red-haired, sharp-nosed in­di­vidu­al ad­dressed as Dix­on seemed to be the rep­res­ent­at­ive of Pinker­ton’s or some such private agency; and Fath­er Brown slipped un­ob­trus­ively in­to an empty seat be­side him.

			Every news­pa­per in the world was full of the cata­strophe of the co­los­sus of fin­ance, of the great or­gan­izer of the Big Busi­ness that be­strides the mod­ern world; but from the tiny group that had been nearest to him at the very in­stant of his death very little could be learned. The uncle, neph­ew, and at­tend­ant so­li­cit­or de­clared they were well out­side the out­er wall be­fore the alarm was raised; and in­quir­ies of the of­fi­cial guard­i­ans at both bar­ri­ers brought an­swers that were rather con­fused, but on the whole con­firm­at­ory. Only one oth­er com­plic­a­tion seemed to call for con­sid­er­a­tion. It seemed that round about the time of the death, be­fore or after, a stranger had been found hanging mys­ter­i­ously round the en­trance and ask­ing to see Mr. Mer­ton. The ser­vants had some dif­fi­culty in un­der­stand­ing what he meant, for his lan­guage was very ob­scure; but it was af­ter­wards con­sidered to be also very sus­pi­cious, since he had said some­thing about a wicked man be­ing des­troyed by a word out of the sky.

			Peter Wain leaned for­ward, the eyes bright in his hag­gard face, and said:

			“I’ll bet on that, any­how. Nor­man Drage.”

			“And who in the world is Nor­man Drage?” asked his uncle.

			“That’s what I want to know,” replied the young man. “I prac­tic­ally asked him, but he has got a won­der­ful trick of twist­ing every straight ques­tion crooked; it’s like lunging at a fen­cer. He hooked on to me with hints about the fly­ing-ship of the fu­ture; but I nev­er trus­ted him much.”

			“But what sort of a man is he?” asked Crake.

			“He’s a mys­ta­gogue,” said Fath­er Brown, with in­no­cent promptitude. “There are quite a lot of them about; the sort of men about town who hint to you in Par­is cafés and cab­arets that they’ve lif­ted the veil of Is­is or know the secret of Stone­henge. In a case like this they’re sure to have some sort of mys­tic­al ex­plan­a­tions.”

			The smooth, dark head of Mr. Barn­ard Blake, the law­yer, was in­clined po­litely to­wards the speak­er, but his smile was faintly hos­tile.

			“I should hardly have thought, sir,” he said, “that you had any quar­rel with mys­tic­al ex­plan­a­tions.”

			“On the con­trary,” replied Fath­er Brown, blink­ing ami­ably at him. “That’s just why I can quar­rel with ’em. Any sham law­yer could bam­boozle me, but he couldn’t bam­boozle you; be­cause you’re a law­yer your­self. Any fool could dress up as a Red In­di­an and I’d swal­low him whole as the only ori­gin­al Hiawatha; but Mr. Crake would see through him at once. A swind­ler could pre­tend to me that he knew all about aero­planes, but not to Cap­tain Wain. And it’s just the same with the oth­er, don’t you see? It’s just be­cause I have picked up a little about mys­tics that I have no use for mys­ta­gogues. Real mys­tics don’t hide mys­ter­ies, they re­veal them. They set a thing up in broad day­light, and when you’ve seen it it’s still a mys­tery. But the mys­ta­gogues hide a thing in dark­ness and secrecy, and when you find it, it’s a plat­it­ude. But in the case of Drage, I ad­mit he had also an­oth­er and more prac­tic­al no­tion in talk­ing about fire from heav­en or bolts from the blue.”

			“And what was his no­tion?” asked Wain. “I think it wants watch­ing, whatever it is.”

			“Well,” replied the priest, slowly, “he wanted us to think the murders were mir­acles be­cause … well, be­cause he knew they wer­en’t.”

			“Ah,” said Wain, with a sort of hiss, “I was wait­ing for that. In plain words, he is the crim­in­al.”

			“In plain words, he is the crim­in­al who didn’t com­mit the crime,” answered Fath­er Brown calmly.

			“Is that your con­cep­tion of plain words?” in­quired Blake po­litely.

			“You’ll be say­ing I’m the mys­ta­gogue now,” said Fath­er Brown, some­what abashed, but with a broad smile, “but it was really quite ac­ci­dent­al. Drage didn’t com­mit the crime—I mean this crime. His only crime was black­mail­ing some­body, and he hung about here to do it; but he wasn’t likely to want the secret to be pub­lic prop­erty or the whole busi­ness to be cut short by death. We can talk about him af­ter­wards. Just at the mo­ment, I only want him cleared out of the way.”

			“Out of the way of what?” asked the oth­er.

			“Out of the way of the truth,” replied the priest, look­ing at him tran­quilly, with level eye­lids.

			“Do you mean,” faltered the oth­er, “that you know the truth?”

			“I rather think so,” said Fath­er Brown mod­estly.

			There was an ab­rupt si­lence, after which Crake cried out sud­denly and ir­rel­ev­antly in a rasp­ing voice:

			“Why, where is that sec­ret­ary fel­low? Wilton! He ought to be here.”

			“I am in com­mu­nic­a­tion with Mr. Wilton,” said Fath­er Brown gravely; “in fact, I asked him to ring me up here in a few minutes from now. I may say that we’ve worked the thing out to­geth­er, in a man­ner of speak­ing.”

			“If you’re work­ing to­geth­er, I sup­pose it’s all right,” grumbled Crake. “I know he was al­ways a sort of blood­hound on the trail of this van­ish­ing crook, so per­haps it was well to hunt in couples with him. But if you know the truth about this, where the dev­il did you get it from?”

			“I got it from you,” answered the priest, quietly, and con­tin­ued to gaze mildly at the glar­ing vet­er­an. “I mean I made the first guess from a hint in a story of yours about an In­di­an who threw a knife and hit a man on the top of a fort­ress.”

			“You’ve said that sev­er­al times,” said Wain, with a puzzled air; “but I can’t see any in­fer­ence ex­cept that his mur­der­er threw an ar­row and hit a man on the top of a house very like a fort­ress. But of course the ar­row wasn’t thrown but shot, and would go much farther. Cer­tainly it went un­com­monly far; but I don’t see how it brings us any farther.”

			“I’m afraid you missed the point of the story,” said Fath­er Brown. “It isn’t that if one thing can go far an­oth­er can go farther. It is that the wrong use of a tool can cut both ways. The men on Crake’s fort thought of a knife as a thing for a hand-to-hand fight and for­got that it could be a mis­sile like a javelin. Some oth­er people I know thought of a thing as a mis­sile like a javelin and for­got that, after all, it could be used hand-to-hand as a spear. In short, the mor­al of the story is that since a dag­ger can be turned in­to an ar­row, so can an ar­row be turned in­to a dag­ger.”

			They were all look­ing at him now; but he con­tin­ued in the same cas­u­al and un­con­scious tone:

			“Nat­ur­ally we wondered and wor­ried a good deal about who shot that ar­row through the win­dow and wheth­er it came from far away, and so on. But the truth is that nobody shot the ar­row at all. It nev­er came in at the win­dow at all.”

			“Then how did it come there?” asked the swarthy law­yer, with a rather lower­ing face.

			“Some­body brought it with him, I sup­pose,” said Fath­er Brown; “it wouldn’t be hard to carry or con­ceal. Some­body had it in his hand as he stood with Mer­ton in Mer­ton’s own room. Some­body thrust it in­to Mer­ton’s throat like a poignard; and then had the highly in­tel­li­gent idea of pla­cing the whole thing at such a place and angle that we all as­sumed in a flash that it had flown in at the win­dow like a bird.”

			“Some­body,” said old Crake, in a voice as heavy as stone.

			The tele­phone bell rang with a strident and hor­rible clam­our of in­sist­ence. It was in the ad­join­ing room, and Fath­er Brown had dar­ted there be­fore any­body else could move.

			“What the dev­il is it all about?” cried Peter Wain, who seemed all shaken and dis­trac­ted.

			“He said he ex­pec­ted to be rung up by Wilton, the sec­ret­ary,” replied his uncle in the same dead voice.

			“I sup­pose it is Wilton?” ob­served the law­yer, like one speak­ing to fill up a si­lence. But nobody answered the ques­tion un­til Fath­er Brown re­appeared sud­denly and si­lently in the room, bring­ing the an­swer.

			“Gen­tle­men,” he said, when he had re­sumed his seat, “it was you who asked me to look in­to the truth about this puzzle; and hav­ing found the truth, I must tell it, without any pre­tence of soften­ing the shock. I’m afraid any­body who pokes his nose in­to things like this can’t af­ford to be a re­spect­or of per­sons.”

			“I sup­pose,” said Crake, break­ing the si­lence that fol­lowed, “that means that some of us are ac­cused, or sus­pec­ted.”

			“All of us are sus­pec­ted,” answered Fath­er Brown. “I may be sus­pec­ted my­self, for I found the body.”

			“Of course we’re sus­pec­ted,” snapped Wain. “Fath­er Brown kindly ex­plained to me how I could have be­sieged the tower in a fly­ing-ma­chine.”

			“No,” replied the priest, with a smile; “you de­scribed to me how you could have done it. That was just the in­ter­est­ing part of it.”

			“He seemed to think it likely,” growled Crake, “that I killed him my­self with a Red In­di­an ar­row.”

			“I thought it most un­likely,” said Fath­er Brown, mak­ing rather a wry face. “I’m sorry if I did wrong, but I couldn’t think of any oth­er way of test­ing the mat­ter. I can hardly think of any­thing more im­prob­able than the no­tion that Cap­tain Wain went ca­reer­ing in a huge ma­chine past the win­dow, at the very mo­ment of the murder, and nobody no­ticed it; un­less, per­haps, it were the no­tion that a re­spect­able old gen­tle­man should play at Red In­di­ans with a bow and ar­row be­hind the bushes, to kill some­body he could have killed in twenty much sim­pler ways. But I had to find out if they had had any­thing to do with it; and so I had to ac­cuse them in or­der to prove their in­no­cence.”

			“And how have you proved their in­no­cence?” asked Blake the law­yer, lean­ing for­ward eagerly.

			“Only by the agit­a­tion they showed when they were ac­cused,” answered the oth­er.

			“What do you mean, ex­actly?”

			“If you will per­mit me to say so,” re­marked Fath­er Brown, com­posedly enough, “I did un­doubtedly think it my duty to sus­pect them and every­body else. I did sus­pect Mr. Crake and I did sus­pect Cap­tain Wain, in the sense that I con­sidered the pos­sib­il­ity or prob­ab­il­ity of their guilt. I told them I had formed con­clu­sions about it; and I will now tell them what those con­clu­sions were. I was sure they were in­no­cent, be­cause of the man­ner and the mo­ment in which they passed from un­con­scious­ness to in­dig­na­tion. So long as they nev­er thought they were ac­cused, they went on giv­ing me ma­ter­i­als to sup­port the ac­cus­a­tion. They prac­tic­ally ex­plained to me how they might have com­mit­ted the crime. Then they sud­denly real­ized with a shock and a shout of rage that they were ac­cused; they real­ized it long after they might well have ex­pec­ted to be ac­cused, but long be­fore I had ac­cused them. Now no guilty per­son could pos­sibly do that. He might be snappy and sus­pi­cious from the first; or he might sim­u­late un­con­scious­ness and in­no­cence up to the end. But he wouldn’t be­gin by mak­ing things worse for him­self and then give a great jump and be­gin furi­ously deny­ing the no­tion he had him­self helped to sug­gest. That could only come by his hav­ing really failed to real­ize what he was sug­gest­ing. The self-con­scious­ness of a mur­der­er would al­ways be at least mor­bidly vivid enough to pre­vent him first for­get­ting his re­la­tion with the thing and then re­mem­ber­ing to deny it. So I ruled you both out and oth­ers for oth­er reas­ons I needn’t dis­cuss now. For in­stance, there was the sec­ret­ary—

			“But I’m not talk­ing about that just now. Look here, I’ve just heard from Wilton on the phone, and he’s giv­en me per­mis­sion to tell you some rather ser­i­ous news. Now I sup­pose you all know by this time who Wilton was, and what he was after.”

			“I know he was after Daniel Doom and wouldn’t be happy till he got him,” answered Peter Wain; “and I’ve heard the story that he’s the son of old Horder and that’s why he’s the avenger of blood. Any­how, he’s cer­tainly look­ing for the man called Doom.”

			“Well,” said Fath­er Brown, “he has found him.”

			Peter Wain sprang to his feet in ex­cite­ment.

			“The mur­der­er!” he cried. “Is the mur­der­er in the lockup already?”

			“No,” said Fath­er Brown, gravely; “I said the news was ser­i­ous, and it’s more ser­i­ous than that. I’m afraid poor Wilton has taken a ter­rible re­spons­ib­il­ity. I’m afraid he’s go­ing to put a ter­rible re­spons­ib­il­ity on us. He hunted the crim­in­al down, and just when he had him cornered at last—well, he has taken the law in­to his own hands.”

			“You mean that Daniel Doom—” began the law­yer.

			“I mean that Daniel Doom is dead,” said the priest. “There was some sort of wild struggle, and Wilton killed him.”

			“Serve him right,” growled Mr. Hick­ory Crake.

			“Can’t blame Wilton for down­ing a crook like that, es­pe­cially con­sid­er­ing the feud,” as­sen­ted Wain; “it was like step­ping on a vi­per.”

			“I don’t agree with you,” said Fath­er Brown. “I sup­pose we all talk ro­mantic stuff at ran­dom in de­fence of lynch­ing and law­less­ness; but I have a sus­pi­cion that if we lose our laws and liber­ties we shall re­gret it. Be­sides, it seems to me il­lo­gic­al to say there is some­thing to be said for Wilton com­mit­ting murder, without even in­quir­ing wheth­er there was any­thing to be said for Doom com­mit­ting it. I rather doubt wheth­er Doom was merely a vul­gar as­sas­sin; he may have been a sort of out­law with a mania about the cup, de­mand­ing it with threats and only killing after a struggle; both vic­tims were thrown down just out­side their houses. The ob­jec­tion to Wilton’s way of do­ing it is that we shall nev­er even hear Doom’s side of the case.”

			“Oh, I’ve no pa­tience with all this sen­ti­ment­al white­wash­ing of worth­less, mur­der­ous black­guards,” cried Wain, heatedly. “If Wilton croaked the crim­in­al he did a jolly good day’s work, and there’s an end of it.”

			“Quite so, quite so,” said his uncle, nod­ding vig­or­ously.

			Fath­er Brown’s face had a yet heav­ier grav­ity as he looked slowly round the semi­circle of faces.

			“Is that really what you all think?” he asked. Even as he did so he real­ized that he was an Eng­lish­man and an ex­ile. He real­ized that he was among for­eign­ers, even if he was among friends. Around that ring of for­eign­ers ran a rest­less fire that was not nat­ive to his own breed; the fiercer spir­it of the west­ern na­tion that can rebel and lynch and, above all, com­bine. He knew that they had already com­bined.

			“Well,” said Fath­er Brown, with a sigh, “I am to un­der­stand, then, that you do def­in­itely con­done this un­for­tu­nate man’s crime, or act of private justice, or whatever you call it. In that case it will not hurt him if I tell you a little more about it.”

			He rose sud­denly to his feet; and though they saw no mean­ing in his move­ment, it seemed in some way to change or chill the very air in the room.

			“Wilton killed Doom in a rather curi­ous way,” he began.

			“How did Wilton kill him?” asked Crake, ab­ruptly.

			“With an ar­row,” said Fath­er Brown.

			Twi­light was gath­er­ing in the long room, and day­light dwind­ling to a gleam from the great win­dow in the in­ner room, where the great mil­lion­aire had died. Al­most auto­mat­ic­ally the eyes of the group turned slowly to­wards it, but as yet there was no sound. Then the voice of Crake came cracked and high and senile in a sort of crow­ing gabble.

			“What you mean? What you mean? Brander Mer­ton killed by an ar­row. This crook killed by an ar­row—”

			“By the same ar­row,” said the priest, “and at the same mo­ment.”

			Again there was a sort of strangled and yet swollen and burst­ing si­lence, and young Wain began: “You mean—”

			“I mean that your friend Mer­ton was Daniel Doom,” said Fath­er Brown firmly; “and the only Daniel Doom you’ll ever find. Your friend Mer­ton was al­ways crazy after that Coptic Cup that he used to wor­ship like an idol every day; and in his wild youth he had really killed two men to get it, though I still think the deaths may have been in a sense ac­ci­dents of the rob­bery. Any­how, he had it; and that man Drage knew the story and was black­mail­ing him. But Wilton was after him for a very dif­fer­ent pur­pose; I fancy he only dis­covered the truth when he’d got in­to this house. But any­how, it was in this house, and in that room, that this hunt ended, and he slew the slay­er of his fath­er.”

			For a long time nobody answered. Then old Crake could be heard drum­ming with his fin­gers on the table and mut­ter­ing: “Brander must have been mad. He must have been mad.”

			“But, good Lord!” burst out Peter Wain; “what are we to do? What are we to say? Oh, it’s all quite dif­fer­ent! What about the pa­pers and the big busi­ness people? Brander Mer­ton is a thing like the Pres­id­ent or the Pope of Rome.”

			“I cer­tainly think it is rather dif­fer­ent,” began Barn­ard Blake, the law­yer, in a low voice. “The dif­fer­ence in­volves a whole—”

			Fath­er Brown struck the table so that the glasses on it rang; and they could al­most fancy a ghostly echo from the mys­ter­i­ous chalice that still stood in the room bey­ond.

			“No!” he cried, in a voice like a pis­tol-shot. “There shall be no dif­fer­ence. I gave you your chance of pity­ing the poor dev­il when you thought he was a com­mon crim­in­al. You wouldn’t listen then; you were all for private ven­geance then. You were all for let­ting him be butchered like a wild beast without a hear­ing or a pub­lic tri­al, and said he had only got his deserts. Very well then, if Daniel Doom has got his deserts, Brander Mer­ton has got his deserts. If that was good enough for Doom, by all that is holy it is good enough for Mer­ton. Take your wild justice or our dull leg­al­ity; but in the name of Almighty God, let there be an equal law­less­ness or an equal law.”

			Nobody answered ex­cept the law­yer, and he answered with some­thing like a snarl:

			“What will the po­lice say if we tell them we mean to con­done a crime?”

			“What will they say if I tell them you did con­done it?” replied Fath­er Brown. “Your re­spect for the law comes rather late, Mr. Barn­ard Blake.”

			After a pause he re­sumed in a milder tone: “I, for one, am ready to tell the truth if the prop­er au­thor­it­ies ask me; and the rest of you can do as you like. But as a fact, it will make very little dif­fer­ence. Wilton only rang me up to tell me that I was now free to lay his con­fes­sion be­fore you; for when you heard it, he would be bey­ond pur­suit.”

			He walked slowly in­to the in­ner room and stood there by the little table be­side which the mil­lion­aire had died. The Coptic Cup still stood in the same place, and he re­mained there for a space star­ing at its cluster of all the col­ours of the rain­bow, and bey­ond it in­to a blue abyss of sky.

		
	
		
			The Oracle of the Dog

			“Yes,” said Fath­er Brown, “I al­ways like a dog, so long as he isn’t spelt back­wards.”

			Those who are quick in talk­ing are not al­ways quick in listen­ing. Some­times even their bril­liancy pro­duces a sort of stu­pid­ity. Fath­er Brown’s friend and com­pan­ion was a young man with a stream of ideas and stor­ies, an en­thu­si­ast­ic young man named Fiennes, with eager blue eyes and blond hair that seemed to be brushed back, not merely with a hair­brush but with the wind of the world as he rushed through it. But he stopped in the tor­rent of his talk in a mo­ment­ary be­wil­der­ment be­fore he saw the priest’s very simple mean­ing.

			“You mean that people make too much of them?” he said. “Well, I don’t know. They’re mar­vel­lous creatures. Some­times I think they know a lot more than we do.”

			Fath­er Brown said noth­ing; but con­tin­ued to stroke the head of the big re­triev­er in a half-ab­strac­ted but ap­par­ently sooth­ing fash­ion.

			“Why,” said Fiennes, warm­ing again to his mono­logue, “there was a dog in the case I’ve come to see you about; what they call the ‘In­vis­ible Murder Case,’ you know. It’s a strange story, but from my point of view the dog is about the strangest thing in it. Of course, there’s the mys­tery of the crime it­self, and how old Druce can have been killed by some­body else when he was all alone in the sum­mer­house—”

			The hand strok­ing the dog stopped for a mo­ment in its rhythmic move­ment; and Fath­er Brown said calmly: “Oh, it was a sum­mer­house, was it?”

			“I thought you’d read all about it in the pa­pers,” answered Fiennes. “Stop a minute; I be­lieve I’ve got a cut­ting that will give you all the par­tic­u­lars.” He pro­duced a strip of news­pa­per from his pock­et and handed it to the priest, who began to read it, hold­ing it close to his blink­ing eyes with one hand while the oth­er con­tin­ued its half-con­scious caresses of the dog. It looked like the par­able of a man not let­ting his right hand know what his left hand did.

			
				“Many mys­tery stor­ies, about men murdered be­hind locked doors and win­dows, and mur­der­ers es­cap­ing without means of en­trance and exit, have come true in the course of the ex­traordin­ary events at Cran­ston on the coast of York­shire, where Col­on­el Druce was found stabbed from be­hind by a dag­ger that has en­tirely dis­ap­peared from the scene, and ap­par­ently even from the neigh­bour­hood.

				“The sum­mer­house in which he died was in­deed ac­cess­ible at one en­trance, the or­din­ary door­way which looked down the cent­ral walk of the garden to­wards the house. But by a com­bin­a­tion of events al­most to be called a co­in­cid­ence, it ap­pears that both the path and the en­trance were watched dur­ing the cru­cial time, and there is a chain of wit­nesses who con­firm each oth­er. The sum­mer­house stands at the ex­treme end of the garden, where there is no exit or en­trance of any kind. The cent­ral garden path is a lane between two ranks of tall del­phini­ums, planted so close that any stray step off the path would leave its traces; and both path and plants run right up to the very mouth of the sum­mer­house, so that no stray­ing from that straight path could fail to be ob­served, and no oth­er mode of en­trance can be ima­gined.

				“Patrick Floyd, sec­ret­ary of the murdered man, test­i­fied that he had been in a po­s­i­tion to over­look the whole garden from the time when Col­on­el Druce last ap­peared alive in the door­way to the time when he was found dead; as he, Floyd, had been on the top of a ste­plad­der clip­ping the garden hedge. Janet Druce, the dead man’s daugh­ter, con­firmed this, say­ing that she had sat on the ter­race of the house through­out that time and had seen Floyd at his work. Touch­ing some part of the time, this is again sup­por­ted by Don­ald Druce, her broth­er, who over­looked the garden stand­ing at his bed­room win­dow in his dress­ing-gown, for he had ris­en late. Lastly the ac­count is con­sist­ent with that giv­en by Dr. Valentine, a neigh­bour, who called for a time to talk with Miss Druce on the ter­race, and by the Col­on­el’s so­li­cit­or, Mr. Au­brey Traill, who was ap­par­ently the last to see the murdered man alive—pre­sum­ably with the ex­cep­tion of the mur­der­er.

				“All are agreed that the course of events was as fol­lows: About half-past three in the af­ter­noon, Miss Druce went down the path to ask her fath­er when he would like tea; but he said he did not want any and was wait­ing to see Traill, his law­yer, who was to be sent to him in the sum­mer­house. The girl then came away and met Traill com­ing down the path; she dir­ec­ted him to her fath­er and he went in as dir­ec­ted. About half an hour af­ter­wards he came out again, the Col­on­el com­ing with him to the door and show­ing him­self to all ap­pear­ance in health and even high spir­its. He had been some­what an­noyed earli­er in the day by his son’s ir­reg­u­lar hours, but seemed to re­cov­er his tem­per in a per­fectly nor­mal fash­ion, and had been rather markedly gen­i­al in re­ceiv­ing oth­er vis­it­ors, in­clud­ing two of his neph­ews who came over for the day. But as these were out walk­ing dur­ing the whole peri­od of the tragedy, they had no evid­ence to give. It is said, in­deed, that the Col­on­el was not on very good terms with Dr. Valentine, but that gen­tle­man only had a brief in­ter­view with the daugh­ter of the house, to whom he is sup­posed to be pay­ing ser­i­ous at­ten­tions.

				“Traill, the so­li­cit­or, says he left the Col­on­el en­tirely alone in the sum­mer­house, and this is con­firmed by Floyd’s bird’s-eye view of the garden, which showed nobody else passing the only en­trance. Ten minutes later Miss Druce again went down the garden and had not reached the end of the path when she saw her fath­er, who was con­spicu­ous by his white lin­en coat, ly­ing in a heap on the floor. She uttered a scream which brought oth­ers to the spot, and on en­ter­ing the place they found the Col­on­el ly­ing dead be­side his bas­ket-chair, which was also up­set. Dr. Valentine, who was still in the im­me­di­ate neigh­bour­hood, test­i­fied that the wound was made by some sort of stiletto, en­ter­ing un­der the shoulder-blade and pier­cing the heart. The po­lice have searched the neigh­bour­hood for such a weapon, but no trace of it can be found.”

			

			“So Col­on­el Druce wore a white coat, did he?” said Fath­er Brown as he put down the pa­per.

			“Trick he learnt in the trop­ics,” replied Fiennes, with some won­der. “He’d had some queer ad­ven­tures there, by his own ac­count; and I fancy his dis­like of Valentine was con­nec­ted with the doc­tor com­ing from the trop­ics, too. But it’s all an in­fernal puzzle. The ac­count there is pretty ac­cur­ate; I didn’t see the tragedy, in the sense of the dis­cov­ery; I was out walk­ing with the young neph­ews and the dog—the dog I wanted to tell you about. But I saw the stage set for it as de­scribed: the straight lane between the blue flowers right up to the dark en­trance, and the law­yer go­ing down it in his blacks and his silk hat, and the red head of the sec­ret­ary show­ing high above the green hedge as he worked on it with his shears. Nobody could have mis­taken that red head at any dis­tance; and if people say they saw it there all the time, you may be sure they did. This red-haired sec­ret­ary Floyd is quite a char­ac­ter; a breath­less, bound­ing sort of fel­low, al­ways do­ing every­body’s work as he was do­ing the garden­er’s. I think he is an Amer­ic­an; he’s cer­tainly got the Amer­ic­an view of life; what they call the view­point, bless ’em.”

			“What about the law­yer?” asked Fath­er Brown.

			There was a si­lence and then Fiennes spoke quite slowly for him. “Traill struck me as a sin­gu­lar man. In his fine black clothes he was al­most fop­pish, yet you can hardly call him fash­ion­able. For he wore a pair of long, lux­uri­ant black whiskers such as haven’t been seen since Vic­tori­an times. He had rather a fine grave face and a fine grave man­ner, but every now and then he seemed to re­mem­ber to smile. And when he showed his white teeth he seemed to lose a little of his dig­nity, and there was some­thing faintly fawn­ing about him. It may have been only em­bar­rass­ment, for he would also fid­get with his cravat and his tiepin, which were at once hand­some and un­usu­al, like him­self. If I could think of any­body—but what’s the good, when the whole thing’s im­possible? Nobody knows who did it. Nobody knows how it could be done. At least there’s only one ex­cep­tion I’d make, and that’s why I really men­tioned the whole thing. The dog knows.”

			Fath­er Brown sighed and then said ab­sently: “You were there as a friend of young Don­ald, wer­en’t you? He didn’t go on your walk with you?”

			“No,” replied Fiennes smil­ing. “The young scoun­drel had gone to bed that morn­ing and got up that af­ter­noon. I went with his cous­ins, two young of­ficers from In­dia, and our con­ver­sa­tion was trivi­al enough. I re­mem­ber the eld­er, whose name I think is Her­bert Druce and who is an au­thor­ity on horse-breed­ing, talked about noth­ing but a mare he had bought and the mor­al char­ac­ter of the man who sold her; while his broth­er Harry seemed to be brood­ing on his bad luck at Monte Carlo. I only men­tion it to show you, in the light of what happened on our walk, that there was noth­ing psych­ic about us. The dog was the only mys­tic in our com­pany.”

			“What sort of a dog was he?” asked the priest.

			“Same breed as that one,” answered Fiennes. “That’s what star­ted me off on the story, your say­ing you didn’t be­lieve in be­liev­ing in a dog. He’s a big black re­triev­er, named Nox, and a sug­gest­ive name too; for I think what he did a dark­er mys­tery than the murder. You know Druce’s house and garden are by the sea; we walked about a mile from it along the sands and then turned back, go­ing the oth­er way. We passed a rather curi­ous rock called the Rock of For­tune, fam­ous in the neigh­bour­hood be­cause it’s one of those ex­amples of one stone barely bal­anced on an­oth­er, so that a touch would knock it over. It is not really very high but the hanging out­line of it makes it look a little wild and sin­is­ter; at least it made it look so to me, for I don’t ima­gine my jolly young com­pan­ions were af­flic­ted with the pic­tur­esque. But it may be that I was be­gin­ning to feel an at­mo­sphere; for just then the ques­tion arose of wheth­er it was time to go back to tea, and even then I think I had a pre­mon­i­tion that time coun­ted for a good deal in the busi­ness. Neither Her­bert Druce nor I had a watch, so we called out to his broth­er, who was some paces be­hind, hav­ing stopped to light his pipe un­der the hedge. Hence it happened that he shouted out the hour, which was twenty past four, in his big voice through the grow­ing twi­light; and some­how the loud­ness of it made it sound like the pro­clam­a­tion of some­thing tre­mend­ous. His un­con­scious­ness seemed to make it all the more so; but that was al­ways the way with omens; and par­tic­u­lar ticks of the clock were really very omin­ous things that af­ter­noon. Ac­cord­ing to Dr. Valentine’s testi­mony, poor Druce had ac­tu­ally died just about half-past four.

			“Well, they said we needn’t go home for ten minutes, and we walked a little farther along the sands, do­ing noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar—throw­ing stones for the dog and throw­ing sticks in­to the sea for him to swim after. But to me the twi­light seemed to grow oddly op­press­ive and the very shad­ow of the top-heavy Rock of For­tune lay on me like a load. And then the curi­ous thing happened. Nox had just brought back Her­bert’s walk­ing-stick out of the sea and his broth­er had thrown his in also. The dog swam out again, but just about what must have been the stroke of the half-hour, he stopped swim­ming. He came back again on to the shore and stood in front of us. Then he sud­denly threw up his head and sent up a howl or wail of woe, if ever I heard one in the world.

			“ ‘What the dev­il’s the mat­ter with the dog?’ asked Her­bert; but none of us could an­swer. There was a long si­lence after the brute’s wail­ing and whin­ing died away on the des­ol­ate shore; and then the si­lence was broken. As I live, it was broken by a faint and far-off shriek, like the shriek of a wo­man from bey­ond the hedges in­land. We didn’t know what it was then; but we knew af­ter­wards. It was the cry the girl gave when she first saw the body of her fath­er.”

			“You went back, I sup­pose,” said Fath­er Brown pa­tiently. “What happened then?”

			“I’ll tell you what happened then,” said Fiennes with a grim em­phas­is. “When we got back in­to that garden the first thing we saw was Traill the law­yer; I can see him now with his black hat and black whiskers re­lieved against the per­spect­ive of the blue flowers stretch­ing down to the sum­mer­house, with the sun­set and the strange out­line of the Rock of For­tune in the dis­tance. His face and fig­ure were in shad­ow against the sun­set; but I swear the white teeth were show­ing in his head and he was smil­ing.

			“The mo­ment Nox saw that man, the dog dashed for­ward and stood in the middle of the path bark­ing at him madly, mur­der­ously, vol­ley­ing out curses that were al­most verbal in their dread­ful dis­tinct­ness of hatred. And the man doubled up and fled along the path between the flowers.”

			Fath­er Brown sprang to his feet with a start­ling im­pa­tience.

			“So the dog de­nounced him, did he?” he cried. “The or­acle of the dog con­demned him. Did you see what birds were fly­ing, and are you sure wheth­er they were on the right hand or the left? Did you con­sult the au­gurs about the sac­ri­fices? Surely you didn’t omit to cut open the dog and ex­am­ine his en­trails. That is the sort of sci­entif­ic test you hea­then hu­man­it­ari­ans seem to trust when you are think­ing of tak­ing away the life and hon­our of a man.”

			Fiennes sat gap­ing for an in­stant be­fore he found breath to say: “Why, what’s the mat­ter with you? What have I done now?”

			A sort of anxi­ety came back in­to the priest’s eyes—the anxi­ety of a man who has run against a post in the dark and won­ders for a mo­ment wheth­er he has hurt it.

			“I’m most aw­fully sorry,” he said with sin­cere dis­tress. “I beg your par­don for be­ing so rude; pray for­give me.”

			Fiennes looked at him curi­ously. “I some­times think you are more of a mys­tery than any of the mys­ter­ies,” he said. “But any­how, if you don’t be­lieve in the mys­tery of the dog, at least you can’t get over the mys­tery of the man. You can’t deny that at the very mo­ment when the beast came back from the sea and bel­lowed, his mas­ter’s soul was driv­en out of his body by the blow of some un­seen power that no mor­tal man can trace or even ima­gine. And as for the law­yer, I don’t go only by the dog; there are oth­er curi­ous de­tails, too. He struck me as a smooth, smil­ing, equi­voc­al sort of per­son; and one of his tricks seemed like a sort of hint. You know the doc­tor and the po­lice were on the spot very quickly; Valentine was brought back when walk­ing away from the house, and he tele­phoned in­stantly. That, with the se­cluded house, small num­bers, and en­closed space, made it pretty pos­sible to search every­body who could have been near; and every­body was thor­oughly searched—for a weapon. The whole house, garden, and shore were combed for a weapon. The dis­ap­pear­ance of the dag­ger is al­most as crazy as the dis­ap­pear­ance of the man.”

			“The dis­ap­pear­ance of the dag­ger,” said Fath­er Brown, nod­ding. He seemed to have be­come sud­denly at­tent­ive.

			“Well,” con­tin­ued Fiennes, “I told you that man Traill had a trick of fid­get­ing with his tie and tiepin—es­pe­cially his tiepin. His pin, like him­self, was at once showy and old-fash­ioned. It had one of those stones with con­cent­ric col­oured rings that look like an eye; and his own con­cen­tra­tion on it got on my nerves, as if he had been a Cyc­lops with one eye in the middle of his body. But the pin was not only large but long; and it oc­curred to me that his anxi­ety about its ad­just­ment was be­cause it was even longer than it looked; as long as a stiletto in fact.”

			Fath­er Brown nod­ded thought­fully. “Was any oth­er in­stru­ment ever sug­ges­ted?” he asked.

			“There was an­oth­er sug­ges­tion,” answered Fiennes, “from one of the young Druces—the cous­ins, I mean. Neither Her­bert nor Harry Druce would have struck one at first as likely to be of as­sist­ance in sci­entif­ic de­tec­tion; but while Her­bert was really the tra­di­tion­al type of heavy Dra­goon, caring for noth­ing but horses and be­ing an or­na­ment to the Horse Guards, his young­er broth­er Harry had been in the In­di­an Po­lice and knew some­thing about such things. In­deed, in his own way he was quite clev­er; and I rather fancy he had been too clev­er; I mean he had left the po­lice through break­ing some red-tape reg­u­la­tions and tak­ing some sort of risk and re­spons­ib­il­ity of his own. Any­how, he was in some sense a de­tect­ive out of work, and threw him­self in­to this busi­ness with more than the ar­dour of an am­a­teur. And it was with him that I had an ar­gu­ment about the weapon—an ar­gu­ment that led to some­thing new. It began by his coun­ter­ing my de­scrip­tion of the dog bark­ing at Traill; and he said that a dog at his worst didn’t bark, but growled.”

			“He was quite right there,” ob­served the priest.

			“This young fel­low went on to say that, if it came to that, he’d heard Nox growl­ing at oth­er people be­fore then; and among oth­ers at Floyd, the sec­ret­ary. I re­tor­ted that his own ar­gu­ment answered it­self; for the crime couldn’t be brought home to two or three people, and least of all to Floyd, who was as in­no­cent as a har­um-scar­um school­boy, and had been seen by every­body all the time perched above the garden hedge with his fan of red hair as con­spicu­ous as a scar­let cock­a­too. ‘I know there’s dif­fi­culties any­how,’ said my col­league; ‘but I wish you’d come with me down the garden a minute. I want to show you some­thing I don’t think any­one else has seen.’ This was on the very day of the dis­cov­ery, and the garden was just as it had been: the ste­plad­der was still stand­ing by the hedge, and just un­der the hedge my guide stopped and dis­en­tangled some­thing from the deep grass. It was the shears used for clip­ping the hedge, and on the point of one of them was a smear of blood.”

			There was a short si­lence, and then Fath­er Brown said sud­denly, “What was the law­yer there for?”

			“He told us the Col­on­el sent for him to al­ter his will,” answered Fiennes. “And, by the way, there was an­oth­er thing about the busi­ness of the will that I ought to men­tion. You see, the will wasn’t ac­tu­ally signed in the sum­mer­house that af­ter­noon.”

			“I sup­pose not,” said Fath­er Brown; “there would have to be two wit­nesses.”

			“The law­yer ac­tu­ally came down the day be­fore and it was signed then; but he was sent for again next day be­cause the old man had a doubt about one of the wit­nesses and had to be re­as­sured.”

			“Who were the wit­nesses?” asked Fath­er Brown.

			“That’s just the point,” replied his in­form­ant eagerly, “the wit­nesses were Floyd the sec­ret­ary and this Dr. Valentine, the for­eign sort of sur­geon or whatever he is; and the two have a quar­rel. Now I’m bound to say that the sec­ret­ary is some­thing of a busy­body. He’s one of those hot and head­long people whose warmth of tem­pera­ment has un­for­tu­nately turned mostly to pug­nacity and brist­ling sus­pi­cion; to dis­trust­ing people in­stead of to trust­ing them. That sort of red-haired red-hot fel­low is al­ways either uni­ver­sally cred­u­lous or uni­ver­sally in­cred­u­lous; and some­times both. He was not only a Jack-of-all-trades, but he knew bet­ter than all trades­men. He not only knew everything, but he warned every­body against every­body. All that must be taken in­to ac­count in his sus­pi­cions about Valentine; but in that par­tic­u­lar case there seems to have been some­thing be­hind it. He said the name of Valentine was not really Valentine. He said he had seen him else­where known by the name of De Vil­lon. He said it would in­val­id­ate the will; of course he was kind enough to ex­plain to the law­yer what the law was on that point. They were both in a fright­ful wax.”

			Fath­er Brown laughed. “People of­ten are when they are to wit­ness a will,” he said; “for one thing, it means that they can’t have any leg­acy un­der it. But what did Dr. Valentine say? No doubt the uni­ver­sal sec­ret­ary knew more about the doc­tor’s name than the doc­tor did. But even the doc­tor might have some in­form­a­tion about his own name.”

			Fiennes paused a mo­ment be­fore he replied.

			“Dr. Valentine took it in a curi­ous way. Dr. Valentine is a curi­ous man. His ap­pear­ance is rather strik­ing but very for­eign. He is young but wears a beard cut square; and his face is very pale, dread­fully pale and dread­fully ser­i­ous. His eyes have a sort of ache in them, as if he ought to wear glasses or had giv­en him­self a head­ache with think­ing; but he is quite hand­some and al­ways very form­ally dressed, with a top hat and a dark coat and a little red rosette. His man­ner is rather cold and haughty, and he has a way of star­ing at you which is very dis­con­cert­ing. When thus charged with hav­ing changed his name, he merely stared like a sphinx and then said with a little laugh that he sup­posed Amer­ic­ans had no names to change. At that I think the Col­on­el also got in­to a fuss and said all sorts of angry things to the doc­tor; all the more angry be­cause of the doc­tor’s pre­ten­sions to a fu­ture place in his fam­ily. But I shouldn’t have thought much of that but for a few words that I happened to hear later, early in the af­ter­noon of the tragedy. I don’t want to make a lot of them, for they wer­en’t the sort of words on which one would like, in the or­din­ary way, to play the eaves­drop­per. As I was passing out to­wards the front gate with my two com­pan­ions and the dog, I heard voices which told me that Dr. Valentine and Miss Druce had with­drawn for a mo­ment in­to the shad­ow of the house, in an angle be­hind a row of flower­ing plants, and were talk­ing to each oth­er in pas­sion­ate whis­per­ings—some­times al­most like hiss­ings; for it was some­thing of a lov­ers’ quar­rel as well as a lov­ers’ tryst. Nobody re­peats the sort of things they said for the most part; but in an un­for­tu­nate busi­ness like this I’m bound to say that there was re­peated more than once a phrase about killing some­body. In fact, the girl seemed to be beg­ging him not to kill some­body, or say­ing that no pro­voca­tion could jus­ti­fy killing any­body; which seems an un­usu­al sort of talk to ad­dress to a gen­tle­man who has dropped in to tea.”

			“Do you know,” asked the priest, “wheth­er Dr. Valentine seemed to be very angry after the scene with the sec­ret­ary and the Col­on­el—I mean about wit­ness­ing the will?”

			“By all ac­counts,” replied the oth­er, “he wasn’t half so angry as the sec­ret­ary was. It was the sec­ret­ary who went away ra­ging after wit­ness­ing the will.”

			“And now,” said Fath­er Brown, “what about the will it­self?”

			“The Col­on­el was a very wealthy man, and his will was im­port­ant. Traill wouldn’t tell us the al­ter­a­tion at that stage, but I have since heard, only this morn­ing in fact, that most of the money was trans­ferred from the son to the daugh­ter. I told you that Druce was wild with my friend Don­ald over his dis­sip­ated hours.”

			“The ques­tion of motive has been rather over­shad­owed by the ques­tion of meth­od,” ob­served Fath­er Brown thought­fully. “At that mo­ment, ap­par­ently, Miss Druce was the im­me­di­ate gain­er by the death.”

			“Good God! What a cold-blooded way of talk­ing,” cried Fiennes, star­ing at him. “You don’t really mean to hint that she—”

			“Is she go­ing to marry that Dr. Valentine?” asked the oth­er.

			“Some people are against it,” answered his friend. “But he is liked and re­spec­ted in the place and is a skilled and de­voted sur­geon.

			“So de­voted a sur­geon,” said Fath­er Brown, “that he had sur­gic­al in­stru­ments with him when he went to call on the young lady at teatime. For he must have used a lan­cet or some­thing, and he nev­er seems to have gone home.”

			Fiennes sprang to his feet and looked at him in a heat of in­quiry. “You sug­gest he might have used the very same lan­cet—”

			Fath­er Brown shook his head. “All these sug­ges­tions are fan­cies just now,” he said. “The prob­lem is not who did it or what did it, but how it was done. We might find many men and even many tools—pins and shears and lan­cets. But how did a man get in­to the room? How did even a pin get in­to it?”

			He was star­ing re­flect­ively at the ceil­ing as he spoke, but as he said the last words his eye cocked in an alert fash­ion as if he had sud­denly seen a curi­ous fly on the ceil­ing.

			“Well, what would you do about it?” asked the young man. “You have a lot of ex­per­i­ence, what would you ad­vise now?”

			“I’m afraid I’m not much use,” said Fath­er Brown with a sigh. “I can’t sug­gest very much without hav­ing ever been near the place or the people. For the mo­ment you can only go on with loc­al in­quir­ies. I gath­er that your friend from the In­di­an Po­lice is more or less in charge of your in­quiry down there. I should run down and see how he is get­ting on. See what he’s been do­ing in the way of am­a­teur de­tec­tion. There may be news already.”

			As his guests, the biped and the quad­ruped, dis­ap­peared, Fath­er Brown took up his pen and went back to his in­ter­rup­ted oc­cu­pa­tion of plan­ning a course of lec­tures on the En­cyc­lic­al Re­rum No­var­um. The sub­ject was a large one and he had to re­cast it more than once, so that he was some­what sim­il­arly em­ployed some two days later when the big black dog again came bound­ing in­to the room and sprawled all over him with en­thu­si­asm and ex­cite­ment. The mas­ter who fol­lowed the dog shared the ex­cite­ment if not the en­thu­si­asm. He had been ex­cited in a less pleas­ant fash­ion, for his blue eyes seemed to start from his head and his eager face was even a little pale.

			“You told me,” he said ab­ruptly and without pre­face, “to find out what Harry Druce was do­ing. Do you know what he’s done?”

			The priest did not reply, and the young man went on in jerky tones:

			“I’ll tell you what he’s done. He’s killed him­self.”

			Fath­er Brown’s lips moved only faintly, and there was noth­ing prac­tic­al about what he was say­ing—noth­ing that has any­thing to do with this story or this world.

			“You give me the creeps some­times,” said Fiennes. “Did you—did you ex­pect this?”

			“I thought it pos­sible,” said Fath­er Brown; “that was why I asked you to go and see what he was do­ing. I hoped you might not be too late.”

			“It was I who found him,” said Fiennes rather husk­ily. “It was the ugli­est and most un­canny thing I ever knew. I went down that old garden again, and I knew there was some­thing new and un­nat­ur­al about it be­sides the murder. The flowers still tossed about in blue masses on each side of the black en­trance in­to the old grey sum­mer­house; but to me the blue flowers looked like blue dev­ils dan­cing be­fore some dark cav­ern of the un­der­world. I looked all round; everything seemed to be in its or­din­ary place. But the queer no­tion grew on me that there was some­thing wrong with the very shape of the sky. And then I saw what it was. The Rock of For­tune al­ways rose in the back­ground bey­ond the garden hedge and against the sea. And the Rock of For­tune was gone.”

			Fath­er Brown had lif­ted his head and was listen­ing in­tently.

			“It was as if a moun­tain had walked away out of a land­scape or a moon fallen from the sky; though I knew, of course, that a touch at any time would have tipped the thing over. Some­thing pos­sessed me and I rushed down that garden path like the wind and went crash­ing through that hedge as if it were a spider’s web. It was a thin hedge really, though its un­dis­turbed trim­ness had made it serve all the pur­poses of a wall. On the shore I found the loose rock fallen from its ped­es­tal; and poor Harry Druce lay like a wreck un­der­neath it. One arm was thrown round it in a sort of em­brace as if he had pulled it down on him­self; and on the broad brown sands be­side it, in large crazy let­ter­ing, he had scrawled the words: ‘The Rock of For­tune falls on the Fool.’ ”

			“It was the Col­on­el’s will that did that,” ob­served Fath­er Brown. “The young man had staked everything on profit­ing him­self by Don­ald’s dis­grace, es­pe­cially when his uncle sent for him on the same day as the law­yer, and wel­comed him with so much warmth. Oth­er­wise he was done; he’d lost his po­lice job; he was beg­gared at Monte Carlo. And he killed him­self when he found he’d killed his kins­man for noth­ing.”

			“Here, stop a minute!” cried the star­ing Fiennes. “You’re go­ing too fast for me.”

			“Talk­ing about the will, by the way,” con­tin­ued Fath­er Brown calmly, “be­fore I for­get it, or we go on to big­ger things, there was a simple ex­plan­a­tion, I think, of all that busi­ness about the doc­tor’s name. I rather fancy I have heard both names be­fore some­where. The doc­tor is really a French no­ble­man with the title of the Mar­quis de Vil­lon. But he is also an ar­dent Re­pub­lic­an and has aban­doned his title and fallen back on the for­got­ten fam­ily sur­name. ‘With your Cit­izen Ri­quetti you have puzzled Europe for ten days.’ ”

			“What is that?” asked the young man blankly.

			“Nev­er mind,” said the priest. “Nine times out of ten it is a ras­cally thing to change one’s name; but this was a piece of fine fan­at­icism. That’s the point of his sar­casm about Amer­ic­ans hav­ing no names—that is, no titles. Now in Eng­land the Mar­quis of Hart­ing­ton is nev­er called Mr. Hart­ing­ton; but in France the Mar­quis de Vil­lon is called M. de Vil­lon. So it might well look like a change of name. As for the talk about killing, I fancy that also was a point of French etiquette. The doc­tor was talk­ing about chal­len­ging Floyd to a duel, and the girl was try­ing to dis­suade him.”

			“Oh, I see,” cried Fiennes slowly. “Now I un­der­stand what she meant.”

			“And what is that about?” asked his com­pan­ion, smil­ing.

			“Well,” said the young man, “it was some­thing that happened to me just be­fore I found that poor fel­low’s body; only the cata­strophe drove it out of my head. I sup­pose it’s hard to re­mem­ber a little ro­mantic idyll when you’ve just come on top of a tragedy. But as I went down the lanes lead­ing to the Col­on­el’s old place, I met his daugh­ter walk­ing with Dr. Valentine. She was in mourn­ing of course, and he al­ways wore black as if he were go­ing to a fu­ner­al; but I can’t say that their faces were very fu­ner­eal. Nev­er have I seen two people look­ing in their own way more re­spect­ably ra­di­ant and cheer­ful. They stopped and sa­luted me and then she told me they were mar­ried and liv­ing in a little house on the out­skirts of the town, where the doc­tor was con­tinu­ing his prac­tice. This rather sur­prised me, be­cause I knew that her old fath­er’s will had left her his prop­erty; and I hin­ted at it del­ic­ately by say­ing I was go­ing along to her fath­er’s old place and had half ex­pec­ted to meet her there. But she only laughed and said: ‘Oh, we’ve giv­en up all that. My hus­band doesn’t like heir­esses.’ And I dis­covered with some as­ton­ish­ment they really had in­sisted on restor­ing the prop­erty to poor Don­ald; so I hope he’s had a healthy shock and will treat it sens­ibly. There was nev­er much really the mat­ter with him; he was very young and his fath­er was not very wise. But it was in con­nec­tion with that that she said some­thing I didn’t un­der­stand at the time; but now I’m sure it must be as you say. She said with a sort of sud­den and splen­did ar­rog­ance that was en­tirely al­tru­ist­ic:

			“ ‘I hope it’ll stop that red-haired fool from fuss­ing any more about the will. Does he think my hus­band, who has giv­en up a crest and a cor­on­et as old as the Cru­sades for his prin­ciples, would kill an old man in a sum­mer­house for a leg­acy like that?’ Then she laughed again and said, ‘My hus­band isn’t killing any­body ex­cept in the way of busi­ness. Why, he didn’t even ask his friends to call on the sec­ret­ary.’ Now, of course, I see what she meant.”

			“I see part of what she meant, of course,” said Fath­er Brown. “What did she mean ex­actly by the sec­ret­ary fuss­ing about the will?”

			Fiennes smiled as he answered. “I wish you knew the sec­ret­ary, Fath­er Brown. It would be a joy to you to watch him make things hum, as he calls it. He made the house of mourn­ing hum. He filled the fu­ner­al with all the snap and zip of the bright­est sport­ing event. There was no hold­ing him, after some­thing had really happened. I’ve told you how he used to over­see the garden­er as he did the garden, and how he in­struc­ted the law­yer in the law. Need­less to say, he also in­struc­ted the sur­geon in the prac­tice of sur­gery; and as the sur­geon was Dr. Valentine, you may be sure it ended in ac­cus­ing him of some­thing worse than bad sur­gery. The sec­ret­ary got it fixed in his red head that the doc­tor had com­mit­ted the crime; and when the po­lice ar­rived he was per­fectly sub­lime. Need I say that he be­came on the spot the greatest of all am­a­teur de­tect­ives? Sher­lock Holmes nev­er towered over Scot­land Yard with more Ti­tan­ic in­tel­lec­tu­al pride and scorn than Col­on­el Druce’s private sec­ret­ary over the po­lice in­vest­ig­at­ing Col­on­el Druce’s death. I tell you it was a joy to see him. He strode about with an ab­strac­ted air, toss­ing his scar­let crest of hair and giv­ing curt im­pa­tient replies. Of course it was his de­mean­our dur­ing these days that made Druce’s daugh­ter so wild with him. Of course he had a the­ory. It’s just the sort of the­ory a man would have in a book; and Floyd is the sort of man who ought to be in a book. He’d be bet­ter fun and less both­er in a book.”

			“What was his the­ory?” asked the oth­er.

			“Oh, it was full of pep,” replied Fiennes gloomily. “It would have been glor­i­ous copy if it could have held to­geth­er for ten minutes longer. He said the Col­on­el was still alive when they found him in the sum­mer­house and the doc­tor killed him with the sur­gic­al in­stru­ment on pre­tence of cut­ting the clothes.”

			“I see,” said the priest. “I sup­pose he was ly­ing flat on his face on the mud floor as a form of si­esta.”

			“It’s won­der­ful what hustle will do,” con­tin­ued his in­form­ant. “I be­lieve Floyd would have got his great the­ory in­to the pa­pers at any rate, and per­haps had the doc­tor ar­res­ted, when all these things were blown sky high as if by dy­nam­ite by the dis­cov­ery of that dead body ly­ing un­der the Rock of For­tune. And that’s what we come back to after all. I sup­pose the sui­cide is al­most a con­fes­sion. But nobody will ever know the whole story.”

			There was a si­lence, and then the priest said mod­estly: “I rather think I know the whole story.”

			Fiennes stared. “But look here,” he cried; “how do you come to know the whole story, or to be sure it’s the true story? You’ve been sit­ting here a hun­dred miles away writ­ing a ser­mon; do you mean to tell me you really know what happened already? If you’ve really come to the end, where in the world do you be­gin? What star­ted you off with your own story?”

			Fath­er Brown jumped up with a very un­usu­al ex­cite­ment and his first ex­clam­a­tion was like an ex­plo­sion.

			“The dog!” he cried. “The dog, of course! You had the whole story in your hands in the busi­ness of the dog on the beach, if you’d only no­ticed the dog prop­erly.”

			Fiennes stared still more. “But you told me be­fore that my feel­ings about the dog were all non­sense, and the dog had noth­ing to do with it.”

			“The dog had everything to do with it,” said Fath­er Brown, “as you’d have found out if you’d only treated the dog as a dog and not as God Almighty judging the souls of men.”

			He paused in an em­bar­rassed way for a mo­ment, and then said, with a rather pathet­ic air of apo­logy:

			“The truth is, I hap­pen to be aw­fully fond of dogs. And it seemed to me that in all this lur­id halo of dog su­per­sti­tions nobody was really think­ing about the poor dog at all. To be­gin with a small point, about his bark­ing at the law­yer or growl­ing at the sec­ret­ary. You asked how I could guess things a hun­dred miles away; but hon­estly it’s mostly to your cred­it, for you de­scribed people so well that I know the types. A man like Traill, who frowns usu­ally and smiles sud­denly, a man who fiddles with things, es­pe­cially at his throat, is a nervous, eas­ily em­bar­rassed man. I shouldn’t won­der if Floyd, the ef­fi­cient sec­ret­ary, is nervy and jumpy, too; those Yan­kee hust­lers of­ten are. Oth­er­wise he wouldn’t have cut his fin­gers on the shears and dropped them when he heard Janet Druce scream.

			“Now dogs hate nervous people. I don’t know wheth­er they make the dog nervous too; or wheth­er, be­ing after all a brute, he is a bit of a bully; or wheth­er his can­ine van­ity (which is co­lossal) is simply of­fen­ded at not be­ing liked. But any­how there was noth­ing in poor Nox protest­ing against those people, ex­cept that he dis­liked them for be­ing afraid of him. Now I know you’re aw­fully clev­er, and nobody of sense sneers at clev­erness. But I some­times fancy, for in­stance, that you are too clev­er to un­der­stand an­im­als. Some­times you are too clev­er to un­der­stand men, es­pe­cially when they act al­most as simply as an­im­als. An­im­als are very lit­er­al; they live in a world of tru­isms. Take this case: a dog barks at a man and a man runs away from a dog. Now you do not seem to be quite simple enough to see the fact; that the dog barked be­cause he dis­liked the man and the man fled be­cause he was frightened of the dog. They had no oth­er motives and they needed none. But you must read psy­cho­lo­gic­al mys­ter­ies in­to it and sup­pose the dog had su­per­nor­mal vis­ion, and was a mys­ter­i­ous mouth­piece of doom. You must sup­pose the man was run­ning away, not from the dog but from the hang­man. And yet, if you come to think of it, all this deep­er psy­cho­logy is ex­ceed­ingly im­prob­able. If the dog really could com­pletely and con­sciously real­ize the mur­der­er of his mas­ter, he wouldn’t stand yap­ping as he might at a cur­ate at a tea-party; he’s much more likely to fly at his throat. And on the oth­er hand, do you really think a man who had hardened his heart to murder an old friend and then walk about smil­ing at the old friend’s fam­ily, un­der the eyes of his old friend’s daugh­ter and post­mortem doc­tor—do you think a man like that would be doubled up by mere re­morse be­cause a dog barked? He might feel the tra­gic irony of it; it might shake his soul, like any oth­er tra­gic trifle. But he wouldn’t rush madly the length of a garden to es­cape from the only wit­ness whom he knew to be un­able to talk. People have a pan­ic like that when they are frightened, not of tra­gic iron­ies, but of teeth. The whole thing is sim­pler than you can un­der­stand.

			“But when we come to that busi­ness by the sea­shore, things are much more in­ter­est­ing. As you stated them, they were much more puzz­ling. I didn’t un­der­stand that tale of the dog go­ing in and out of the wa­ter; it didn’t seem to me a doggy thing to do. If Nox had been very much up­set about some­thing else, he might pos­sibly have re­fused to go after the stick at all. He’d prob­ably go off nos­ing in whatever dir­ec­tion he sus­pec­ted the mis­chief. But when once a dog is ac­tu­ally chas­ing a thing, a stone or a stick or a rab­bit, my ex­per­i­ence is that he won’t stop for any­thing but the most per­emp­tory com­mand, and not al­ways for that. That he should turn round be­cause his mood changed seems to me un­think­able.”

			“But he did turn round,” in­sisted Fiennes; “and came back without the stick.”

			“He came back without the stick for the best reas­on in the world,” replied the priest. “He came back be­cause he couldn’t find it. He whined be­cause he couldn’t find it. That’s the sort of thing a dog really does whine about. A dog is a dev­il of a ritu­al­ist. He is as par­tic­u­lar about the pre­cise routine of a game as a child about the pre­cise re­pe­ti­tion of a fairytale. In this case some­thing had gone wrong with the game. He came back to com­plain ser­i­ously of the con­duct of the stick. Nev­er had such a thing happened be­fore. Nev­er had an em­in­ent and dis­tin­guished dog been so treated by a rot­ten old walk­ing-stick.”

			“Why, what had the walk­ing-stick done?” in­quired the young man.

			“It had sunk,” said Fath­er Brown.

			Fiennes said noth­ing, but con­tin­ued to stare; and it was the priest who con­tin­ued:

			“It had sunk be­cause it was not really a stick, but a rod of steel with a very thin shell of cane and a sharp point. In oth­er words, it was a sword-stick. I sup­pose a mur­der­er nev­er gets rid of a bloody weapon so oddly and yet so nat­ur­ally as by throw­ing it in­to the sea for a re­triev­er.”

			“I be­gin to see what you mean,” ad­mit­ted Fiennes; “but even if a sword-stick was used, I have no guess of how it was used.”

			“I had a sort of guess,” said Fath­er Brown, “right at the be­gin­ning when you said the word sum­mer­house. And an­oth­er when you said that Druce wore a white coat. As long as every­body was look­ing for a short dag­ger, nobody thought of it; but if we ad­mit a rather long blade like a rapi­er, it’s not so im­possible.”

			He was lean­ing back, look­ing at the ceil­ing, and began like one go­ing back to his own first thoughts and fun­da­ment­als.

			“All that dis­cus­sion about de­tect­ive stor­ies like the Yel­low Room, about a man found dead in sealed cham­bers which no one could enter, does not ap­ply to the present case, be­cause it is a sum­mer­house. When we talk of a Yel­low Room, or any room, we im­ply walls that are really ho­mo­gen­eous and im­pen­et­rable. But a sum­mer­house is not made like that; it is of­ten made, as it was in this case, of closely in­ter­laced but sep­ar­ate boughs and strips of wood, in which there are chinks here and there. There was one of them just be­hind Druce’s back as he sat in his chair up against the wall. But just as the room was a sum­mer­house, so the chair was a bas­ket-chair. That also was a lat­tice of loop­holes. Lastly, the sum­mer­house was close up un­der the hedge; and you have just told me that it was really a thin hedge. A man stand­ing out­side it could eas­ily see, amid a net­work of twigs and branches and canes, one white spot of the Col­on­el’s coat as plain as the white of a tar­get.

			“Now, you left the geo­graphy a little vague; but it was pos­sible to put two and two to­geth­er. You said the Rock of For­tune was not really high; but you also said it could be seen dom­in­at­ing the garden like a moun­tain-peak. In oth­er words, it was very near the end of the garden, though your walk had taken you a long way round to it. Also, it isn’t likely the young lady really howled so as to be heard half a mile. She gave an or­din­ary in­vol­un­tary cry, and yet you heard it on the shore. And among oth­er in­ter­est­ing things that you told me, may I re­mind you that you said Harry Druce had fallen be­hind to light his pipe un­der a hedge.”

			Fiennes shuddered slightly. “You mean he drew his blade there and sent it through the hedge at the white spot. But surely it was a very odd chance and a very sud­den choice. Be­sides, he couldn’t be cer­tain the old man’s money had passed to him, and as a fact it hadn’t.”

			Fath­er Brown’s face be­came an­im­ated.

			“You mis­un­der­stand the man’s char­ac­ter,” he said, as if he him­self had known the man all his life. “A curi­ous but not un­known type of char­ac­ter. If he had really known the money would come to him, I ser­i­ously be­lieve he wouldn’t have done it. He would have seen it as the dirty thing it was.”

			“Isn’t that rather para­dox­ic­al?” asked the oth­er.

			“This man was a gam­bler,” said the priest, “and a man in dis­grace for hav­ing taken risks and an­ti­cip­ated or­ders. It was prob­ably for some­thing pretty un­scru­pu­lous, for every im­per­i­al po­lice is more like a Rus­si­an secret po­lice than we like to think. But he had gone bey­ond the line and failed. Now, the tempta­tion of that type of man is to do a mad thing pre­cisely be­cause the risk will be won­der­ful in ret­ro­spect. He wants to say, ‘Nobody but I could have seized that chance or seen that it was then or nev­er. What a wild and won­der­ful guess it was, when I put all those things to­geth­er; Don­ald in dis­grace; and the law­yer be­ing sent for; and Her­bert and I sent for at the same time—and then noth­ing more but the way the old man grinned at me and shook hands. Any­body would say I was mad to risk it; but that is how for­tunes are made, by the man mad enough to have a little foresight.’ In short, it is the van­ity of guess­ing. It is the me­ga­lo­mania of the gam­bler. The more in­con­gru­ous the co­in­cid­ence, the more in­stant­an­eous the de­cision, the more likely he is to snatch the chance. The ac­ci­dent, the very tri­vi­al­ity, of the white speck and the hole in the hedge in­tox­ic­ated him like a vis­ion of the world’s de­sire. Nobody clev­er enough to see such a com­bin­a­tion of ac­ci­dents could be cow­ardly enough not to use them! That is how the dev­il talks to the gam­bler. But the dev­il him­self would hardly have in­duced that un­happy man to go down in a dull, de­lib­er­ate way and kill an old uncle from whom he’d al­ways had ex­pect­a­tions. It would be too re­spect­able.”

			He paused a mo­ment; and then went on with a cer­tain quiet em­phas­is.

			“And now try to call up the scene, even as you saw it your­self. As he stood there, dizzy with his diabol­ic­al op­por­tun­ity, he looked up and saw that strange out­line that might have been the im­age of his own tot­ter­ing soul; the one great crag poised per­il­ously on the oth­er like a pyr­am­id on its point and re­membered that it was called the Rock of For­tune. Can you guess how such a man at such a mo­ment would read such a sig­nal? I think it strung him up to ac­tion and even to vi­gil­ance. He who would be a tower must not fear to be a top­pling tower. Any­how, he ac­ted; his next dif­fi­culty was to cov­er his tracks. To be found with a sword-stick, let alone a blood­stained sword-stick, would be fatal in the search that was cer­tain to fol­low. If he left it any­where, it would be found and prob­ably traced. Even if he threw it in­to the sea the ac­tion might be no­ticed, and thought no­tice­able—un­less in­deed he could think of some more nat­ur­al way of cov­er­ing the ac­tion. As you know, he did think of one, and a very good one. Be­ing the only one of you with a watch, he told you it was not yet time to re­turn, strolled a little farther and star­ted the game of throw­ing in sticks for the re­triev­er. But how his eyes must have rolled darkly over all that des­ol­ate sea­shore be­fore they alighted on the dog!”

			Fiennes nod­ded, gaz­ing thought­fully in­to space. His mind seemed to have drif­ted back to a less prac­tic­al part of the nar­rat­ive.

			“It’s queer,” he said, “that the dog really was in the story after all.”

			“The dog could al­most have told you the story, if he could talk,” said the priest. “All I com­plain of is that be­cause he couldn’t talk, you made up his story for him, and made him talk with the tongues of men and an­gels. It’s part of some­thing I’ve no­ticed more and more in the mod­ern world, ap­pear­ing in all sorts of news­pa­per ru­mours and con­ver­sa­tion­al catch­words; some­thing that’s ar­bit­rary without be­ing au­thor­it­at­ive. People read­ily swal­low the un­tested claims of this, that, or the oth­er. It’s drown­ing all your old ra­tion­al­ism and scep­ti­cism, it’s com­ing in like a sea; and the name of it is su­per­sti­tion.” He stood up ab­ruptly, his face heavy with a sort of frown, and went on talk­ing al­most as if he were alone. “It’s the first ef­fect of not be­liev­ing in God that you lose your com­mon sense and can’t see things as they are. Any­thing that any­body talks about, and says there’s a good deal in it, ex­tends it­self in­def­in­itely like a vista in a night­mare. And a dog is an omen and a cat is a mys­tery and a pig is a mas­cot and a beetle is a scarab, call­ing up all the me­na­ger­ie of poly­the­ism from Egypt and old In­dia; Dog Anu­bis and great green-eyed Pasht and all the holy howl­ing Bulls of Bashan; reel­ing back to the bes­ti­al gods of the be­gin­ning, es­cap­ing in­to ele­phants and snakes and cro­codiles; and all be­cause you are frightened of four words: ‘He was made Man.’ ”

			The young man got up with a little em­bar­rass­ment, al­most as if he had over­heard a so­li­lo­quy. He called to the dog and left the room with vague but breezy farewells. But he had to call the dog twice, for the dog had re­mained be­hind quite mo­tion­less for a mo­ment, look­ing up stead­ily at Fath­er Brown as the wolf looked at St. Fran­cis.

		
	
		
			The Miracle of Moon Crescent

			Moon Cres­cent was meant in a sense to be as ro­mantic as its name; and the things that happened there were ro­mantic enough in their way. At least it had been an ex­pres­sion of that genu­ine ele­ment of sen­ti­ment—his­tor­ic and al­most hero­ic—which man­ages to re­main side by side with com­mer­cial­ism in the eld­er cit­ies on the east­ern coast of Amer­ica. It was ori­gin­ally a curve of clas­sic­al ar­chi­tec­ture really re­call­ing that eight­eenth-cen­tury at­mo­sphere in which men like Wash­ing­ton and Jef­fer­son had seemed to be all the more re­pub­lic­ans for be­ing ar­is­to­crats. Trav­el­lers faced with the re­cur­rent query of what they thought of our city were un­der­stood to be spe­cially an­swer­able for what they thought of our Moon Cres­cent. The very con­trasts that con­fuse its ori­gin­al har­mony were char­ac­ter­ist­ic of its sur­viv­al. At one ex­tremity or horn of the cres­cent its last win­dows looked over an en­clos­ure like a strip of a gen­tle­man’s park, with trees and hedges as form­al as a Queen Anne garden. But im­me­di­ately round the corner, the oth­er win­dows, even of the same rooms, or rather “apart­ments,” looked out on the blank, un­sightly wall of a huge ware­house at­tached to some ugly in­dustry. The apart­ments of Moon Cres­cent it­self were at that end re­mod­elled on the mono­ton­ous pat­tern of an Amer­ic­an hotel, and rose to a height, which, though lower than the co­lossal ware­house, would have been called a sky­scraper in Lon­don. But the colon­nade that ran round the whole front­age upon the street had a grey and weath­er-stained stateli­ness sug­gest­ing that the ghosts of the Fath­ers of the Re­pub­lic might still be walk­ing to and fro in it. The in­sides of the rooms, how­ever, were as neat and new as the last New York fit­tings could make them, es­pe­cially at the north­ern end between the neat garden and the blank ware­house wall. They were a sys­tem of very small flats, as we should say in Eng­land, each con­sist­ing of a sit­ting-room, bed­room, and bath­room, as identic­al as the hun­dred cells of a hive. In one of these the cel­eb­rated War­ren Wynd sat at his desk sort­ing let­ters and scat­ter­ing or­ders with won­der­ful rapid­ity and ex­actitude. He could only be com­pared to a tidy whirl­wind.

			War­ren Wynd was a very little man with loose grey hair and a poin­ted beard, seem­ingly frail but fier­ily act­ive. He had very won­der­ful eyes, bright­er than stars and stronger than mag­nets, which nobody who had ever seen them could eas­ily for­get. And in­deed in his work as a re­former and reg­u­lat­or of many good works he had shown at least that he had a pair of eyes in his head. All sorts of stor­ies and even le­gends were told of the mi­ra­cu­lous rapid­ity with which he could form a sound judg­ment, es­pe­cially of hu­man char­ac­ter. It was said that he se­lec­ted the wife who worked with him so long in so char­it­able a fash­ion, by pick­ing her out of a whole re­gi­ment of wo­men in uni­form march­ing past at some of­fi­cial cel­eb­ra­tion, some said of the Girl Guides and some of the Wo­men Po­lice. An­oth­er story was told of how three tramps, in­dis­tin­guish­able from each oth­er in their com­munity of filth and rags, had presen­ted them­selves be­fore him ask­ing for char­ity. Without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion he had sent one of them to a par­tic­u­lar hos­pit­al de­voted to a cer­tain nervous dis­order, had re­com­men­ded the second to an in­ebri­ate’s home, and had en­gaged the third at a hand­some salary as his own private ser­vant, a po­s­i­tion which he filled suc­cess­fully for years af­ter­wards. There were, of course, the in­ev­it­able an­ec­dotes of his prompt cri­ti­cisms and curt re­partees when brought in con­tact with Roosevelt, with Henry Ford, and with Mrs. Asquith and all oth­er per­sons with whom an Amer­ic­an pub­lic man ought to have a his­tor­ic in­ter­view, if only in the news­pa­pers. Cer­tainly he was not likely to be over­awed by such per­son­ages; and at the mo­ment here in ques­tion he con­tin­ued very calmly his cent­ri­fu­gal whirl of pa­pers, though the man con­front­ing him was a per­son­age of al­most equal im­port­ance.

			Silas T. Van­dam, the mil­lion­aire and oil mag­nate, was a lean man with a long, yel­low face and blue-black hair, col­ours which were the less con­spicu­ous yet some­how the more sin­is­ter be­cause his face and fig­ure showed dark against the win­dow and the white ware­house wall out­side it; he was buttoned up tight in an el­eg­ant over­coat with strips of as­trachan. The eager face and bril­liant eyes of Wynd, on the oth­er hand were in the full light from the oth­er win­dow over­look­ing the little garden, for his chair and desk stood fa­cing it; and though the face was pre­oc­cu­pied, it did not seem un­duly pre­oc­cu­pied about the mil­lion­aire. Wynd’s valet or per­son­al ser­vant, a big, power­ful man with flat fair hair, was stand­ing be­hind his mas­ter’s desk hold­ing a sheaf of let­ters; and Wynd’s private sec­ret­ary, a neat, red-haired youth with a sharp face, had his hand already on the door handle, as if guess­ing some pur­pose or obey­ing some ges­ture of his em­ploy­er. The room was not only neat, but aus­tere to the point of empti­ness; for Wynd, with char­ac­ter­ist­ic thor­ough­ness, had ren­ted the whole floor above, and turned it in­to a loft or stor­e­room, where all his oth­er pa­pers and pos­ses­sions were stacked in boxes and cor­ded bales.

			“Give these to the floor-clerk, Wilson,” said Wynd to the ser­vant hold­ing the let­ters, “and then get me the pamph­let on the Min­neapol­is Night Clubs; you’ll find it in the bundle marked G. I shall want it in half an hour, but don’t dis­turb me till then. Well, Mr. Van­dam, I think your pro­pos­i­tion sounds very prom­ising; but I can’t give a fi­nal an­swer till I’ve seen the re­port. It ought to reach me to­mor­row af­ter­noon, and I’ll phone you at once. I’m sorry I can’t say any­thing more def­in­ite just now.”

			Mr. Van­dam seemed to feel that this was some­thing like a po­lite dis­missal; and his sal­low, sat­urnine face sug­ges­ted that he found a cer­tain irony in the fact.

			“Well, I sup­pose I must be go­ing,” he said.

			“Very good of you to call, Mr. Van­dam,” said Wynd, po­litely; “you will ex­cuse my not com­ing out, as I’ve some­thing here I must fix at once. Fen­ner,” he ad­ded to the sec­ret­ary, “show Mr. Van­dam to his car, and don’t come back again for half an hour. I’ve some­thing here I want to work out by my­self; after that I shall want you.”

			The three men went out in­to the hall­way to­geth­er, clos­ing the door be­hind them. The big ser­vant, Wilson, was turn­ing down the hall­way in the dir­ec­tion of the floor-clerk and the oth­er two mov­ing in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion to­wards the lift; for Wynd’s apart­ment was high up on the four­teenth floor. They had hardly gone a yard from the closed door when they be­came con­scious that the cor­ridor was filled with a march­ing and even mag­ni­fi­cent fig­ure. The man was very tall and broad-shouldered, his bulk be­ing the more con­spicu­ous for be­ing clad in white or a light grey that looked like it, with a very wide white panama hat and an al­most equally wide fringe or halo of al­most equally white hair. Set in this au­re­ole his face was strong and hand­some, like that of a Ro­man em­per­or, save that there was some­thing more than boy­ish, some­thing a little child­ish, about the bright­ness of his eyes and the beatitude of his smile.

			“Mr. War­ren Wynd in?” he asked, in hearty tones.

			“Mr. War­ren Wynd is en­gaged,” said Fen­ner; “he must not be dis­turbed on any ac­count. I may say I am his sec­ret­ary and can take any mes­sage.”

			“Mr. War­ren Wynd is not at home to the Pope or the Crowned Heads,” said Van­dam, the oil mag­nate, with sour satire. “Mr. War­ren Wynd is mighty par­tic­u­lar. I went in there to hand him over a trifle of twenty thou­sand dol­lars on cer­tain con­di­tions; and he told me to call again like as if I was a call-boy.”

			“It’s a fine thing to be a boy,” said the stranger, “and a finer to have a call; and I’ve got a call he’s just got to listen to. It’s a call out of the great good coun­try out West where the real Amer­ic­an is be­ing made while you’re all snor­ing. Just tell him that Art Al­boin of Ok­lahoma City has come to con­vert him.”

			“I tell you nobody can see him,” said the red-haired sec­ret­ary sharply. “He has giv­en or­ders that he is not to be dis­turbed for half an hour.”

			“You folks down East are all against be­ing dis­turbed,” said the breezy Mr. Al­boin, “but I cal­cu­late there’s a big breeze get­ting up in the West that will have to dis­turb you. He’s been fig­ur­ing out how much money must go to this and that stuffy old re­li­gion; but I tell you any scheme that leaves out the new Great Spir­it move­ment in Texas and Ok­lahoma, is leav­ing out the re­li­gion of the fu­ture.”

			“Oh, I’ve sized up those re­li­gions of the fu­ture,” said the mil­lion­aire, con­temp­tu­ously. “I’ve been through them with a tooth-comb; and they’re as mangy as yel­low dog. There was that wo­man called her­self Sophia; ought to have called her­self Sap­phira, I reck­on. Just a plum fraud. Strings tied to all the tables and tam­bour­ines. Then there were the In­vis­ible Life bunch; said they could van­ish when they liked, and they did van­ish, too, and a hun­dred thou­sand of my dol­lars van­ished with them. I knew Jupiter Je­sus out in Den­ver; saw him for weeks on end; and he was just a com­mon crook. So was the Pa­tago­ni­an Proph­et; you bet he’s made a bolt for Pa­tago­nia. No, I’m through with all that; from now on I only be­lieve what I see. I be­lieve they call it be­ing an athe­ist.”

			“I guess you got me wrong,” said the man from Ok­lahoma, al­most eagerly. “I guess I’m as much of an athe­ist as you are. No su­per­nat­ur­al or su­per­sti­tious stuff in our move­ment; just plain sci­ence. The only real right sci­ence is just health, and the only real right health is just breath­ing. Fill your lungs with the wide air of the prair­ie and you could blow all your old east­ern cit­ies in­to the sea. You could just puff away their biggest men like thistle­down. That’s what we do in the new move­ment out home: we breathe. We don’t pray; we breathe.”

			“Well, I sup­pose you do,” said the sec­ret­ary, wear­ily; he had a keen, in­tel­li­gent face which could hardly con­ceal the wear­i­ness; but he had listened to the two mono­logues with the ad­mir­able pa­tience and po­lite­ness (so much in con­trast with the le­gends of im­pa­tience and in­solence) with which such mono­logues are listened to in Amer­ica.

			“Noth­ing su­per­nat­ur­al,” con­tin­ued Al­boin, “just the great nat­ur­al fact be­hind all the su­per­nat­ur­al fan­cies. What did the Jews want with a God ex­cept to breathe in­to man’s nos­trils the breath of life? We do the breath­ing in­to our own nos­trils out in Ok­lahoma. What’s the mean­ing of the very word Spir­it? It’s just the Greek for breath­ing ex­er­cises. Life, pro­gress, proph­ecy; it’s all breath.”

			“Some would al­low it’s all wind,” said Van­dam; “but I’m glad you’ve got rid of the di­vin­ity stunt, any­how.”

			The keen face of the sec­ret­ary, rather pale against his red hair, showed a flick­er of some odd feel­ing sug­gest­ive of a secret bit­ter­ness.

			“I’m not glad,” he said, “I’m just sure. You seem to like be­ing athe­ists; so you may be just be­liev­ing what you like to be­lieve. But I wish to God there were a God; and there ain’t. It’s just my luck.”

			Without a sound or stir they all be­came al­most creepily con­scious at this mo­ment that the group, hal­ted out­side Wynd’s door, had si­lently grown from three fig­ures to four. How long the fourth fig­ure had stood there none of the earn­est dis­putants could tell, but he had every ap­pear­ance of wait­ing re­spect­fully and even tim­idly for the op­por­tun­ity to say some­thing ur­gent. But to their nervous sens­ib­il­ity he seemed to have sprung up sud­denly and si­lently like a mush­room. And in­deed, he looked rather like a big, black mush­room, for he was quite short and his small, stumpy fig­ure was ec­lipsed by his big, black cler­ic­al hat; the re­semb­lance might have been more com­plete if mush­rooms were in the habit of car­ry­ing um­brel­las, even of a shabby and shape­less sort.

			Fen­ner, the sec­ret­ary, was con­scious of a curi­ous ad­di­tion­al sur­prise at re­cog­niz­ing the fig­ure of a priest; but when the priest turned up a round face un­der the round hat and in­no­cently asked for Mr. War­ren Wynd, he gave the reg­u­lar neg­at­ive an­swer rather more curtly than be­fore. But the priest stood his ground.

			“I do really want to see Mr. Wynd,” he said. “It seems odd, but that’s ex­actly what I do want to do. I don’t want to speak to him. I just want to see him. I just want to see if he’s there to be seen.”

			“Well, I tell you he’s there and can’t be seen,” said Fen­ner, with in­creas­ing an­noy­ance. “What do you mean by say­ing you want to see if he’s there to be seen? Of course he’s there. We all left him there five minutes ago, and we’ve stood out­side this door ever since.”

			“Well, I want to see if he’s all right,” said the priest.

			“Why?” de­man­ded the sec­ret­ary, in ex­as­per­a­tion.

			“Be­cause I have a ser­i­ous, I might say sol­emn, reas­on,” said the cler­ic, gravely, “for doubt­ing wheth­er he is all right.”

			“Oh, Lord!” cried Van­dam, in a sort of fury, “not more su­per­sti­tions.”

			“I see I shall have to give my reas­ons,” ob­served the little cler­ic, gravely. “I sup­pose I can’t ex­pect you even to let me look through the crack of a door till I tell you the whole story.”

			He was si­lent a mo­ment as in re­flec­tion, and then went on without no­ti­cing the won­der­ing faces around him. “I was walk­ing out­side along the front of the colon­nade when I saw a very ragged man run­ning hard round the corner at the end of the cres­cent. He came pound­ing along the pave­ment to­wards me, re­veal­ing a great, rawboned fig­ure and a face I knew. It was the face of a wild Ir­ish fel­low I once helped a little; I will not tell you his name. When he saw me he staggered, call­ing me by mine and say­ing, ‘Saints alive, it’s Fath­er Brown; you’re the only man whose face could fright­en me today.’ I knew he meant he’d been do­ing some wild thing or oth­er, and I don’t think my face frightened him much, for he was soon telling me about it. And a very strange thing it was. He asked me if I knew War­ren Wynd, and I said no, though I knew he lived near the top of these flats. He said, ‘That’s a man who thinks he’s a saint of God; but if he knew what I was say­ing of him he should be ready to hang him­self.’ And he re­peated hys­ter­ic­ally more than once, ‘Yes, ready to hang him­self.’ I asked him if he’d done any harm to Wynd and his an­swer was rather a queer one. He said: ‘I took a pis­tol and I loaded it with neither shot nor slug, but only with a curse.’ As far as I could make out, all he had done was to go down that little al­ley between this build­ing and the big ware­house, with an old pis­tol loaded with a blank charge, and merely fire it against the wall, as if that would bring down the build­ing. ‘But as I did it,’ he said, ‘I cursed him with the great curse, that the justice of God should take him by the hair and the ven­geance of hell by the heels, and he should be torn asun­der like Ju­das and the world know him no more.’ Well, it doesn’t mat­ter now what else I said to the poor, crazy fel­low; he went away quieted down a little, and I went round to the back of the build­ing to in­spect. And sure enough, in the little al­ley at the foot of this wall there lay a rusty an­ti­quated pis­tol; I know enough about pis­tols to know it had been loaded only with a little powder; there were the black marks of powder and smoke on the wall, and even the mark of the muzzle, but not even a dent of any bul­let. He had left no trace of de­struc­tion; he had left no trace of any­thing, ex­cept those black marks and that black curse he had hurled in­to heav­en. So I came back here to ask for this War­ren Wynd and find out if he’s all right.”

			Fen­ner the sec­ret­ary laughed. “I can soon settle that dif­fi­culty for you. I as­sure you he’s quite all right; we left him writ­ing at his desk only a few minutes ago. He was alone in his flat; it’s a hun­dred feet up from the street, and so placed that no shot could have reached him, even if your friend hadn’t fired blank. There’s no oth­er en­trance to this place but this door, and we’ve been stand­ing out­side it ever since.

			“All the same,” said Fath­er Brown, gravely, “I should like to look in and see.”

			“Well, you can’t,” re­tor­ted the oth­er. “Good Lord, you don’t tell me you think any­thing of the curse.”

			“You for­get,” said the mil­lion­aire, with a slight sneer, “the rev­er­end gen­tle­man’s whole busi­ness is bless­ings and curs­ings. Come, sir, if he’s been cursed to hell, why don’t you bless him back again? What’s the good of your bless­ings if they can’t beat an Ir­ish larry­kin’s curse.”

			“Does any­body be­lieve such things now?” pro­tested the West­ern­er.

			“Fath­er Brown be­lieves a good num­ber of things, I take it,” said Van­dam, whose tem­per was suf­fer­ing from the past snub and the present bick­er­ing. “Fath­er Brown be­lieves a her­mit crossed a river on a cro­codile con­jured out of nowhere, and then he told the cro­codile to die, and it sure did. Fath­er Brown be­lieves that some blessed saint or oth­er died, and had his dead body turned in­to three dead bod­ies, to be served out to three par­ishes that were all bent on fig­ur­ing as his ho­met­own. Fath­er Brown be­lieves that a saint hung his cloak on a sun­beam, and an­oth­er used his for a boat to cross the At­lantic. Fath­er Brown be­lieves the holy don­key had six legs and the house at Lor­etto flew through the air. He be­lieves in hun­dreds of stone vir­gins wink­ing and weep­ing all day long. It’s noth­ing to him to be­lieve that a man might es­cape through the key­hole or van­ish out of a locked room. I reck­on he doesn’t take much stock of the laws of nature.”

			“Any­how, I have to take stock in the laws of War­ren Wynd,” said the sec­ret­ary, wear­ily, “and it’s his rule that he’s to be left alone when he says so. Wilson will tell you just the same,” for the large ser­vant who had been sent for the pamph­let, passed pla­cidly down the cor­ridor even as he spoke, car­ry­ing the pamph­let, but se­renely passing the door. “He’ll go and sit on the bench by the floor-clerk and twiddle his thumbs till he’s wanted; but he won’t go in be­fore then; and nor will I. I reck­on we both know which side our bread is buttered, and it’d take a good many of Fath­er’s Brown’s saint and an­gels to make us for­get it.”

			“As for saints and an­gels—” began the priest.

			“It’s all non­sense,” re­peated Fen­ner. “I don’t want to say any­thing of­fens­ive, but that sort of thing may be very well for crypts and cloisters and all sorts of moon­shiny places. But ghosts can’t get through a closed door in an Amer­ic­an hotel.”

			“But men can open a door, even in an Amer­ic­an hotel,” replied Fath­er Brown, pa­tiently. “And it seems to me the simplest thing would be to open it.”

			“It would be simple enough to lose me my job,” answered the sec­ret­ary, “and War­ren Wynd doesn’t like his sec­ret­ar­ies so simple as that. Not simple enough to be­lieve in the sort of fairy tales you seem to be­lieve in.”

			“Well,” said the priest gravely, “it is true enough that I be­lieve in a good many things that you prob­ably don’t. But it would take a con­sid­er­able time to ex­plain all the things I be­lieve in, and all the reas­ons I have for think­ing I’m right. It would take about two seconds to open that door and prove I am wrong.”

			Some­thing in the phrase seemed to please the more wild and rest­less spir­it of the man from the West.

			“I’ll al­low I’d love to prove you wrong,” said Al­boin, strid­ing sud­denly past them, “and I will.”

			He threw open the door of the flat and looked in. The first glimpse showed that War­ren Wynd’s chair was empty. The second glance showed that his room was empty also.

			Fen­ner, elec­tri­fied with en­ergy in his turn, dashed past the oth­er in­to the apart­ment.

			“He’s in his bed­room,” he said curtly, “he must be.”

			As he dis­ap­peared in­to the in­ner cham­ber the oth­er men stood in the empty out­er room star­ing about them. The sever­ity and sim­pli­city of its fit­tings, which had already been noted, re­turned on them with a ri­gid chal­lenge. Cer­tainly in this room there was no ques­tion of hid­ing a mouse, let alone a man. There were no cur­tains and, what is rare in Amer­ic­an ar­range­ments, no cup­boards. Even the desk was no more than a plain table with a shal­low draw­er and a tilted lid. The chairs were hard and high-backed skel­et­ons. A mo­ment after the sec­ret­ary re­appeared at the in­ner door, hav­ing searched the two in­ner rooms. A star­ing neg­a­tion stood in his eyes, and his mouth seemed to move in a mech­an­ic­al de­tach­ment from it as he said sharply: “He didn’t come out through here?”

			Some­how the oth­ers did not even think it ne­ces­sary to an­swer that neg­a­tion in the neg­at­ive. Their minds had come up against some­thing like the blank wall of the ware­house that stared in at the op­pos­ite win­dow, gradu­ally turn­ing from white to grey as dusk slowly des­cen­ded with the ad­van­cing af­ter­noon. Van­dam walked over to the win­dowsill against which he had leant half an hour be­fore and looked out of the open win­dow. There was no pipe or fire-es­cape, no shelf or foothold of any kind on the sheer fall to the little by-street be­low, there was noth­ing on the sim­il­ar ex­panse of wall that rose many stor­ies above. There was even less vari­ation on the oth­er side of the street; there was noth­ing whatever but the wear­i­some ex­panse of white­washed wall. He peered down­wards, as if ex­pect­ing to see the van­ished phil­an­throp­ist ly­ing in a sui­cid­al wreck on the path. He could see noth­ing but one small dark ob­ject which, though di­min­ished by dis­tance, might well be the pis­tol that the priest had found ly­ing there. Mean­while, Fen­ner had walked to the oth­er win­dow, which looked out from a wall equally blank and in­ac­cess­ible, but look­ing out over a small or­na­ment­al park in­stead of a side street. Here a clump of trees in­ter­rup­ted the ac­tu­al view of the ground; but they reached but a little way up the huge hu­man cliff. Both turned back in­to the room and faced each oth­er in the gath­er­ing twi­light, where the last sil­ver gleams of day­light on the shiny tops of desks and tables were rap­idly turn­ing grey. As if the twi­light it­self ir­rit­ated him, Fen­ner touched the switch and the scene sprang in­to the start­ling dis­tinct­ness of elec­tric light.

			“As you said just now,” said Van­dam grimly, “there’s no shot from down there could hit him, even if there was a shot in the gun. But even if he was hit with a bul­let he wouldn’t have just burst like a bubble.”

			The sec­ret­ary, who was paler than ever, glanced ir­rit­ably at the bili­ous vis­age of the mil­lion­aire.

			“What’s got you star­ted on those mor­bid no­tions? Who’s talk­ing about bul­lets and bubbles? Why shouldn’t he be alive?”

			“Why not in­deed?” replied Van­dam smoothly. “If you’ll tell me where he is, I’ll tell you how he got there.”

			After a pause the sec­ret­ary muttered, rather sulkily, “I sup­pose you’re right. We’re right up against the very thing we were talk­ing about. It’d be a queer thing if you or I ever came to think there was any­thing in curs­ing. But who could have harmed Wynd shut up in here?”

			Mr. Al­boin, of Ok­lahoma, had been stand­ing rather astraddle in the middle of the room, his white, hairy halo as well as his round eyes seem­ing to ra­di­ate as­ton­ish­ment. At this point he said, ab­strac­tedly, with some­thing of the ir­rel­ev­ant im­pudence of an en­fant ter­rible:

			“You didn’t cot­ton to him much, did you, Mr. Van­dam?”

			Mr. Van­dam’s long yel­low face seemed to grow longer as it grew more sin­is­ter, while he smiled and answered quietly:

			“If it comes to these co­in­cid­ences, it was you, I think, who said that a wind from the West would blow away our big men like thistle­down.”

			“I know I said it would,” said the West­ern­er, with cand­our; “but all the same, how the dev­il could it?”

			The si­lence was broken by Fen­ner say­ing with an ab­rupt­ness amount­ing to vi­ol­ence:

			“There’s only one thing to say about this af­fair. It simply hasn’t happened. It can’t have happened.”

			“Oh, yes,” said Fath­er Brown out of the corner; “it has happened all right.”

			They all jumped; for the truth was they had all for­got­ten the in­sig­ni­fic­ant little man who had ori­gin­ally in­duced them to open the door. And the re­cov­ery of memory went with a sharp re­versal of mood; it came back to them with a rush that they had all dis­missed him as a su­per­sti­tious dream­er for even hint­ing at the very thing that had since happened be­fore their eyes.

			“Snakes!” cried the im­petu­ous West­ern­er, like one speak­ing be­fore he could stop him­self. “Sup­pose there were some­thing in it, after all!”

			“I must con­fess,” said Fen­ner, frown­ing at the table, “that his rev­er­ence’s an­ti­cip­a­tions were ap­par­ently well foun­ded. I don’t know wheth­er he has any­thing else to tell us.”

			“He might pos­sibly tell us,” said Van­dam, sar­don­ic­ally, “what the dev­il we are to do now.”

			The little priest seemed to ac­cept the po­s­i­tion in a mod­est, but mat­ter-of-fact man­ner. “The only thing I can think of,” he said, “is first to tell the au­thor­it­ies of this place, and then to see if there were any more traces of my man who let off the pis­tol. He van­ished round the oth­er end of the Cres­cent where the little garden is. There are seats there, and it’s a fa­vour­ite place for tramps.”

			Dir­ect con­sulta­tions with the headquar­ters of the hotel, lead­ing to in­dir­ect con­sulta­tions with the au­thor­it­ies of the po­lice, oc­cu­pied them for a con­sid­er­able time; and it was already night­fall when they went out un­der the long, clas­sic­al curve of the colon­nade. The cres­cent looked as cold and hol­low as the moon after which it was named, and the moon it­self was rising lu­min­ous but spec­tral, be­hind the black tree­tops when they turned the corner by the little pub­lic garden. Night veiled much of what was merely urb­an and ar­ti­fi­cial about the place; and as they melted in­to the shad­ows of the trees they had a strange feel­ing of hav­ing sud­denly trav­elled many hun­dred miles from their homes. When they had walked in si­lence for a little, Al­boin, who had some­thing ele­ment­al about him, sud­denly ex­ploded.

			“I give up,” he cried; “I hand in my checks. I nev­er thought I should come to such things; but what hap­pens when the things come to you? I beg your par­don, Fath­er Brown; I reck­on I’ll just come across, so far as you and your fairytales are con­cerned. After this, it’s me for the fairytales. Why, you said your­self, Mr. Van­dam, that you’re an athe­ist and only be­lieve what you see. Well, what was it you did see? Or rather, what was it you didn’t see?”

			“I know,” said Van­dam and nod­ded in a gloomy fash­ion.

			“Oh, it’s partly all this moon and trees that get on one’s nerves,” said Fen­ner ob­stin­ately. “Trees al­ways look queer by moon­light, with their branches crawl­ing about. Look at that—”

			“Yes,” said Fath­er Brown, stand­ing still and peer­ing at the moon through a tangle of trees. “That’s a very queer branch up there.”

			When he spoke again he only said:

			“I thought it was a broken branch.”

			But this time there was a catch in his voice that un­ac­count­ably turned his hear­ers cold. Some­thing that looked rather like a dead branch was cer­tainly de­pend­ent in a limp fash­ion from the tree that showed dark against the moon; but it was not a dead branch. When they came close to it to see what it was, Fen­ner sprang away again with a ringing oath. Then he ran in again and loosened a rope from the neck of the dingy little body dangling with droop­ing plumes of grey hair. Some­how he knew that the body was a dead body be­fore he man­aged to take it down from the tree. A very long coil of rope was wrapped round and round the branches, and a com­par­at­ively short length of it hung from the fork of the branch to the body. A long garden tub was rolled a yard or so from un­der the feet, like the stool kicked away from the feet of a sui­cide.

			“Oh, my God,” said Al­boin, so that it seemed as much a pray­er as an oath. “What was it that man said about him?—‘If he knew, he would be ready to hang him­self.’ Wasn’t that what he said, Fath­er Brown?”

			“Yes,” said Fath­er Brown.

			“Well,” said Van­dam in a hol­low voice, “I nev­er thought to see or say such a thing. But what can one say ex­cept that the curse has worked?”

			Fen­ner was stand­ing with hands cov­er­ing his face; and the priest laid a hand on his arm and said, gently, “Were you very fond of him?”

			The sec­ret­ary dropped his hands and his white face was ghastly un­der the moon.

			“I hated him like hell,” he said; “and if he died by a curse it might have been mine.”

			The pres­sure of the priest’s hand on his arm tightened; and the priest said, with an earn­est­ness he had hardly yet shown:

			“It wasn’t your curse; pray be com­for­ted.”

			The po­lice of the dis­trict had con­sid­er­able dif­fi­culty in deal­ing with the four wit­nesses who were in­volved in the case. All of them were reput­able, and even re­li­able people in the or­din­ary sense; and one of them was a per­son of con­sid­er­able power and im­port­ance: Silas Van­dam of the Oil Trust. The first po­lice-of­ficer who tried to ex­press scep­ti­cism about his story struck sparks from the steel of that mag­nate’s mind very rap­idly in­deed.

			“Don’t you talk to me about stick­ing to the facts,” said the mil­lion­aire with as­per­ity. “I’ve stuck to a good many facts be­fore you were born, and a few of the facts have stuck to me. I’ll give you the facts all right if you’ve got the sense to take ’em down cor­rectly.”

			The po­lice­man in ques­tion was youth­ful and sub­or­din­ate, and had a hazy idea that the mil­lion­aire was too polit­ic­al to be treated as an or­din­ary cit­izen; so he passed him and his com­pan­ions on to a more stol­id su­per­i­or, one In­spect­or Collins, a grizzled man with a grimly com­fort­able way of talk­ing; as one who was gen­i­al but would stand no non­sense.

			“Well, well,” he said, look­ing at the three fig­ures be­fore him with twink­ling eyes, “this seems to be a funny sort of a tale.”

			Fath­er Brown had already gone about his daily busi­ness; but Silas Van­dam had sus­pen­ded even the gi­gant­ic busi­ness of the mar­kets for an hour or so to testi­fy to his re­mark­able ex­per­i­ence. Fen­ner’s busi­ness as sec­ret­ary had ceased in a sense with his em­ploy­er’s life; and the great Art Al­boin, hav­ing no busi­ness in New York or any­where else, ex­cept the spread­ing of the Breath of Life or re­li­gion of the Great Spir­it, had noth­ing to draw him away at the mo­ment from the im­me­di­ate af­fair. So they stood in a row in the in­spect­or’s of­fice, pre­pared to cor­rob­or­ate each oth­er.

			“Now I’d bet­ter tell you to start with,” said the in­spect­or cheer­fully, “that it’s no good for any­body to come to me with any mi­ra­cu­lous stuff. I’m a prac­tic­al man and a po­lice­man, and that sort of thing is all very well for priests and par­sons. This priest of yours seems to have got you all worked up about some story of a dread­ful death and judg­ment; but I’m go­ing to leave him and his re­li­gion out of it al­to­geth­er. If Wynd came out of that room, some­body let him out. And if Wynd was found hanging on that tree, some­body hung him there.”

			“Quite so,” said Fen­ner; “but as our evid­ence is that nobody let him out, the ques­tion is how could any­body have hung him there?”

			“How could any­body have a nose on his face?” asked the in­spect­or. “He had a nose on his face, and he had a noose round his neck. Those are facts; and, as I say, I’m a prac­tic­al man and go by the facts. It can’t have been done by a mir­acle, so it must have been done by a man.”

			Al­boin had been stand­ing rather in the back­ground; and in­deed his broad fig­ure seemed to form a nat­ur­al back­ground to the lean­er and more vi­va­cious men in front of him. His white head was bowed with a cer­tain ab­strac­tion; but as the in­spect­or said the last sen­tence, he lif­ted it, shak­ing his hoary mane in a le­on­ine fash­ion, and look­ing dazed but awakened. He moved for­ward in­to the centre of the group; and they had a vague feel­ing that he was even vaster than be­fore. They had been only too prone to take him for a fool or a moun­te­bank; but he was not al­to­geth­er wrong when he said that there was in him a cer­tain depth of lungs and life, like a west wind stored up in its strength, which might some day puff light­er things away.

			“So you’re a prac­tic­al man, Mr. Collins,” he said, in a voice at once soft and heavy. “It must be the second or third time you’ve men­tioned in this little con­ver­sa­tion that you are a prac­tic­al man; so I can’t be mis­taken about that. And a very in­ter­est­ing little fact it is for any­body en­gaged in writ­ing your life, let­ters, and table-talk, with por­trait at the age of five, daguerreotype of your grand­moth­er and views of the old ho­met­own; and I’m sure your bio­graph­er won’t for­get to men­tion it, along with the fact that you had a pug nose with a pimple on it, and were nearly too fat to walk. And as you’re a prac­tic­al man, per­haps you would just go on prac­tising till you’ve brought War­ren Wynd to life again, and found out ex­actly how a prac­tic­al man gets though a deal door. But I think you’ve got it wrong. You’re not a prac­tic­al man. You’re a prac­tic­al joke; that’s what you are. The Almighty was hav­ing a bit of fun with us when he thought of you.”

			With a char­ac­ter­ist­ic sense of drama he went sail­ing to­wards the door be­fore the as­ton­ished in­spect­or could reply; and no after-re­crim­in­a­tions could rob him of a cer­tain ap­pear­ance of tri­umph.

			“I think you were per­fectly right,” said Fen­ner. “If those are prac­tic­al men, give me priests.”

			An­oth­er at­tempt was made to reach an of­fi­cial ver­sion of the event when the au­thor­it­ies fully real­ized who were the back­ers of the story, and what were the im­plic­a­tions of it. Already it had broken out in the Press in its most sen­sa­tion­ally and even shame­lessly psych­ic form. In­ter­views with Van­dam on his mar­vel­lous ad­ven­ture, art­icles about Fath­er Brown and his mys­tic­al in­tu­itions, soon led those who feel re­spons­ible for guid­ing the pub­lic, to wish to guide it in­to a wiser chan­nel. Next time the in­con­veni­ent wit­nesses were ap­proached in a more in­dir­ect and tact­ful man­ner. They were told, al­most in an airy fash­ion, that Pro­fess­or Vair was very much in­ter­ested in such ab­nor­mal ex­per­i­ences; was es­pe­cially in­ter­ested in their own as­ton­ish­ing case. Pro­fess­or Vair was a psy­cho­lo­gist of great dis­tinc­tion; he had been known to take a de­tached in­terest in crim­in­o­logy; it was only some little time af­ter­wards that they dis­covered that he was in any way con­nec­ted with the po­lice.

			Pro­fess­or Vair was a cour­teous gen­tle­man, quietly dressed in pale grey clothes, with an artist­ic tie and a fair, poin­ted beard; he looked more like a land­scape paint­er to any­one not ac­quain­ted with a cer­tain spe­cial type of don. He had an air not only of cour­tesy, but of frank­ness.

			“Yes, yes, I know,” he said smil­ing; “I can guess what you must have gone through. The po­lice do not shine in in­quir­ies of a psych­ic sort, do they? Of course, dear old Collins said he only wanted the facts. What an ab­surd blun­der! In a case of this kind we em­phat­ic­ally do not only want the facts. It is even more es­sen­tial to have the fan­cies.”

			“Do you mean,” asked Van­dam gravely, “that all that we call the facts were merely fan­cies?”

			“Not at all,” said the pro­fess­or; “I only mean that the po­lice are stu­pid in think­ing they can leave out the psy­cho­lo­gic­al ele­ment in these things. Well, of course, the psy­cho­lo­gic­al ele­ment is everything in everything, though it is only just be­gin­ning to be un­der­stood. To be­gin with, take the ele­ment called per­son­al­ity. Now I have heard of this priest, Fath­er Brown, be­fore; and he is one of the most re­mark­able men of our time. Men of that sort carry a sort of at­mo­sphere with them; and nobody knows how much his nerves and even his very senses are af­fected by it for the time be­ing. People are hyp­not­ized—yes, hyp­not­ized; for hyp­not­ism, like everything else, is a mat­ter of de­gree; it enters slightly in­to all daily con­ver­sa­tion; it is not ne­ces­sar­ily con­duc­ted by a man in even­ing-dress on a plat­form in a pub­lic hall. Fath­er Brown’s re­li­gion has al­ways un­der­stood the psy­cho­logy of at­mo­spheres, and knows how to ap­peal to everything sim­ul­tan­eously; even, for in­stance, to the sense of smell. It un­der­stands those curi­ous ef­fects pro­duced by mu­sic on an­im­als and hu­man be­ings; it can—”

			“Hang it,” pro­tested Fen­ner, “you don’t think he walked down the cor­ridor car­ry­ing a church or­gan?”

			“He knows bet­ter than to do that,” said Pro­fess­or Vair laugh­ing. “He knows how to con­cen­trate the es­sence of all these spir­itu­al sounds and sights, and even smells, in a few re­strained ges­tures; in an art or school of man­ners. He could con­trive so to con­cen­trate your minds on the su­per­nat­ur­al by his mere pres­ence, that nat­ur­al things slipped off your minds to left and right un­noticed. Now you know,” he pro­ceeded with a re­turn to cheer­ful good sense, “that the more we study it the more queer the whole ques­tion of hu­man evid­ence be­comes. There is not one man in twenty who really ob­serves things at all. There is not one man in a hun­dred who ob­serves them with real pre­ci­sion; cer­tainly not one in a hun­dred who can first ob­serve, then re­mem­ber, and fi­nally de­scribe. Sci­entif­ic ex­per­i­ments have been made again and again show­ing that men un­der a strain have thought a door was shut when it was open, or open when it was shut. Men have differed about the num­ber of doors or win­dows in a wall just in front of them. They have suffered op­tic­al il­lu­sions in broad day­light. They have done this even without the hyp­not­ic ef­fect of per­son­al­ity; but here we have a very power­ful and per­suas­ive per­son­al­ity bent upon fix­ing only one pic­ture on your minds; the pic­ture of the wild Ir­ish rebel shak­ing his pis­tol at the sky and fir­ing that vain vol­ley, whose echoes were the thun­ders of heav­en.”

			“Pro­fess­or,” cried Fen­ner, “I’d swear on my deathbed that door nev­er opened.”

			“Re­cent ex­per­i­ments,” went on the pro­fess­or, quietly, “have sug­ges­ted that our con­scious­ness is not con­tinu­ous, but is a suc­ces­sion of very rap­id im­pres­sions like a cinema; it is pos­sible that some­body or some­thing may, so to speak, slip in or out between the scenes. It acts only in the in­stant while the cur­tain is down. Prob­ably the pat­ter of con­jur­ers and all forms of sleight of hand de­pend on what we may call these black flashes of blind­ness between the flashes of sight. Now this priest and preach­er of tran­scend­ent­al no­tions had filled you with a tran­scend­ent­al im­agery; the im­age of the Celt like a Ti­tan shak­ing the tower with his curse. Prob­ably he ac­com­pan­ied it with some slight but com­pel­ling ges­ture, point­ing your eyes and minds in the dir­ec­tion of the un­known des­troy­er be­low. Or per­haps some­thing else happened, or some­body else passed by.”

			“Wilson, the ser­vant,” grunted Al­boin, “went down the hall­way to wait on the bench, but I guess he didn’t dis­tract us much.”

			“You nev­er know how much,” replied Vair; “it might have been that or more likely your eyes fol­low­ing some ges­ture of the priest as he told his tale of ma­gic. It was in one of those black flashes that Mr. War­ren Wynd slipped out of his door and went to his death. That is the most prob­able ex­plan­a­tion. It is an il­lus­tra­tion of the new dis­cov­ery. The mind is not a con­tinu­ous line, but rather a dot­ted line.”

			“Very dot­ted,” said Fen­ner feebly. “Not to say dotty.”

			“You don’t really be­lieve,” asked Vair, “that your em­ploy­er was shut up in a room like a box?”

			“It’s bet­ter than be­liev­ing that I ought to be shut up in a room like a pad­ded cell,” answered Fen­ner. “That’s what I com­plain of in your sug­ges­tions, pro­fess­or. I’d as soon be­lieve in a priest who be­lieves in a mir­acle, as dis­be­lieve in any man hav­ing any right to be­lieve in a fact. The priest tells me that a man can ap­peal to a God I know noth­ing about, to avenge him by the laws of some high­er justice that I know noth­ing about. There’s noth­ing for me to say ex­cept that I know noth­ing about it. But, at least, if the poor Paddy’s pray­er and pis­tol could be heard in a high­er world, that high­er world might act in some way that seems odd to us. But you ask me to dis­be­lieve the facts of this world as they ap­pear to my own five wits. Ac­cord­ing to you, a whole pro­ces­sion of Ir­ish­men car­ry­ing blun­der­busses may have walked through this room while we were talk­ing, so long as they took care to tread on the blind spots in our minds. Mir­acles of the monk­ish sort, like ma­ter­i­al­iz­ing a cro­codile or hanging a cloak on a sun­beam, seem quite sane com­pared to you.”

			“Oh, well,” said Pro­fess­or Vair, rather curtly, “if you are re­solved to be­lieve in your priest and his mi­ra­cu­lous Ir­ish­man, I can say no more. I’m afraid you have not had an op­por­tun­ity of study­ing psy­cho­logy.”

			“No,” said Fen­ner dryly; “but I’ve had an op­por­tun­ity of study­ing psy­cho­lo­gists.”

			And, bow­ing po­litely, he led his depu­ta­tion out of the room and did not speak till he got in­to the street; then he ad­dressed them rather ex­plos­ively.

			“Rav­ing lun­at­ics!” cried Fen­ner in a fume. “What the dev­il do they think is to hap­pen to the world if nobody knows wheth­er he’s seen any­thing or not? I wish I’d blown his silly head off with a blank charge, and then ex­plained that I did it in a blind flash. Fath­er Brown’s mir­acle may be mi­ra­cu­lous or no, but he said it would hap­pen and it did hap­pen. All these blas­ted cranks can do is to see a thing hap­pen and then say it didn’t. Look here, I think we owe it to the padre to testi­fy to his little demon­stra­tion. We’re all sane, sol­id men who nev­er be­lieved in any­thing. We wer­en’t drunk. We wer­en’t de­vout. It simply happened, just as he said it would.”

			“I quite agree,” said the mil­lion­aire. “It may be the be­gin­ning of mighty big things in the spir­itu­al line; but any­how, the man who’s in the spir­itu­al line him­self, Fath­er Brown, has cer­tainly scored over this busi­ness.”

			A few days af­ter­wards Fath­er Brown re­ceived a very po­lite note signed Silas T. Van­dam, and ask­ing him if he could at­tend at a stated hour at the apart­ment which was the scene of the dis­ap­pear­ance in or­der to take steps for the es­tab­lish­ment of that mar­vel­lous oc­cur­rence. The oc­cur­rence it­self had already be­gun to break out in the news­pa­pers, and was be­ing taken up every­where by the en­thu­si­asts of oc­cult­ism. Fath­er Brown saw the flar­ing posters in­scribed “Sui­cide of Van­ish­ing Man,” and “Man’s Curse Hangs Phil­an­throp­ist,” as he passed to­wards Moon Cres­cent and moun­ted the steps on the way to the el­ev­at­or. He found the little group much as he left it, Van­dam, Al­boin, and the sec­ret­ary; but there was an en­tirely new re­spect­ful­ness and even rev­er­ence in their tone to­wards him­self. They were stand­ing by Wynd’s desk, on which lay a large pa­per and writ­ing ma­ter­i­als, as they turned to greet him.

			“Fath­er Brown,” said the spokes­man, who was the white-haired West­ern­er, some­what sobered with his re­spons­ib­il­ity, “we asked you here in the first place to of­fer our apo­lo­gies and our thanks. We re­cog­nize that it was you that spot­ted the spir­itu­al mani­fest­a­tion from the first. We were hard-shell scep­tics, all of us; but we real­ize now that a man must break that shell to get at the great things be­hind the world. You stand for those things; you stand for that su­per­nor­mal ex­plan­a­tion of things; and we have to hand it to you. And in the second place, we feel that this doc­u­ment would not be com­plete without your sig­na­ture. We are no­ti­fy­ing the ex­act facts to the Psych­ic­al Re­search So­ci­ety, be­cause the news­pa­per ac­counts are not what you might call ex­act. We’ve stated how the curse was spoken out in the street; how the man was sealed up here in a room like a box; how the curse dis­solved him straight in­to thin air, and in some un­think­able way ma­ter­i­al­ized him as a sui­cide hois­ted on a gal­lows. That’s all we can say about it; but all that we know, and have seen with our own eyes. And as you were the first to be­lieve in the mir­acle, we all feel that you ought to be the first to sign.”

			“No, really,” said Fath­er Brown, in em­bar­rass­ment. “I don’t think I should like to do that.”

			“You mean you’d rather not sign first?”

			“I mean I’d rather not sign at all,” said Fath­er Brown, mod­estly. “You see, it doesn’t quite do for a man in my po­s­i­tion to joke about mir­acles.”

			“But it was you who said it was a mir­acle,” said Al­boin, star­ing.

			“I’m so sorry,” said Fath­er Brown; “I’m afraid there’s some mis­take. I don’t think I ever said it was a mir­acle. All I said was that it might hap­pen. What you said was that it couldn’t hap­pen, be­cause it would be a mir­acle if it did. And then it did. And so you said it was a mir­acle. But I nev­er said a word about mir­acles or ma­gic or any­thing of the sort from be­gin­ning to end.”

			“But I thought you be­lieved in mir­acles,” broke out the sec­ret­ary.

			“Yes,” answered Fath­er Brown, “I be­lieve in mir­acles. I be­lieve in man-eat­ing ti­gers, but I don’t see them run­ning about every­where. If I want any mir­acles, I know where to get them.”

			“I can’t un­der­stand your tak­ing this line, Fath­er Brown,” said Van­dam, earn­estly. “It seems so nar­row; and you don’t look nar­row to me, though you are a par­son. Don’t you see a mir­acle like this will knock all ma­ter­i­al­ism end­ways? It will just tell the whole world in big print that spir­itu­al powers can work and do work. You’ll be serving re­li­gion as no par­son ever served it yet.”

			The priest had stiffened a little and seemed in some strange way clothed with un­con­scious and im­per­son­al dig­nity, for all his stumpy fig­ure. “Well,” he said, “you wouldn’t sug­gest I should serve re­li­gion by what I know to be a lie? I don’t know pre­cisely what you mean by the phrase; and, to be quite can­did, I’m not sure you do. Ly­ing may be serving re­li­gion; I’m sure it’s not serving God. And since you are harp­ing so in­sist­ently on what I be­lieve, wouldn’t it be as well if you had some sort of no­tion of what it is?”

			“I don’t think I quite un­der­stand,” ob­served the mil­lion­aire, curi­ously.

			“I don’t think you do,” said Fath­er Brown, with sim­pli­city. “You say this thing was done by spir­itu­al powers. What spir­itu­al powers? You don’t think the holy an­gels took him and hung him on a garden tree, do you? And as for the un­holy an­gels—no, no, no. The men who did this did a wicked thing, but they went no fur­ther than their own wicked­ness; they wer­en’t wicked enough to be deal­ing with spir­itu­al powers. I know some­thing about Satan­ism, for my sins; I’ve been forced to know. I know what it is, what it prac­tic­ally al­ways is. It’s proud and it’s sly. It likes to be su­per­i­or; it loves to hor­rify the in­no­cent with things half un­der­stood, to make chil­dren’s flesh creep. That’s why it’s so fond of mys­ter­ies and ini­ti­ations and secret so­ci­et­ies and all the rest of it. Its eyes are turned in­wards, and how­ever grand and grave it may look, it’s al­ways hid­ing a small, mad smile.” He shuddered sud­denly, as if caught in an icy draught of air. “Nev­er mind about them; they’ve got noth­ing to do with this, be­lieve me. Do you think that poor, wild Ir­ish­man of mine, who ran rav­ing down the street, who blur­ted out half of it when he first saw my face, and ran away for fear he should blurt out more, do you think Satan con­fides any secrets to him? I ad­mit he joined in a plot, prob­ably in a plot with two oth­er men worse than him­self; but for all that, he was just in an ever­last­ing rage when he rushed down the lane and let off his pis­tol and his curse.”

			“But what on earth does all this mean?” de­man­ded Van­dam. “Let­ting off a toy pis­tol and a two­penny curse wouldn’t do what was done, ex­cept by a mir­acle. It wouldn’t make Wynd dis­ap­pear like a fairy. It wouldn’t make him re­appear a quarter of a mile away with a rope round his neck.”

			“No,” said Fath­er Brown sharply; “but what would it do?”

			“And still I don’t fol­low you,” said the mil­lion­aire gravely.

			“I say, what would it do?” re­peated the priest, show­ing, for the first time, a sort of an­im­a­tion ver­ging on an­noy­ance. “You keep on re­peat­ing that a blank pis­tol-shot wouldn’t do this and wouldn’t do that; that if that was all, the murder wouldn’t hap­pen or the mir­acle wouldn’t hap­pen. It doesn’t seem to oc­cur to you to ask what would hap­pen. What would hap­pen to you, if a lun­at­ic let off a fire­arm without rhyme or reas­on right un­der your win­dow? What’s the very first thing that would hap­pen?”

			Van­dam looked thought­ful. “I guess I should look out of the win­dow,” he said.

			“Yes,” said Fath­er Brown, “you’d look out of the win­dow. That’s the whole story. It’s a sad story, but it’s fin­ished now; and there were ex­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stances.”

			“Why should look­ing out of the win­dow hurt him?” asked Al­boin. “He didn’t fall out, or he’d have been found in the lane.”

			“No,” said Fath­er Brown, in a low voice. “He didn’t fall. He rose.”

			There was some­thing in his voice like the groan of a gong, a note of doom, but oth­er­wise he went on stead­ily:

			“He rose, but not on wings; not on the wings of any holy or un­holy an­gels. He rose at the end of a rope, ex­actly as you saw him in the garden: a noose dropped over the head the mo­ment it was poked out of the win­dow. Don’t you re­mem­ber Wilson, that big ser­vant of his, a man of huge strength, while Wynd was the light­est of little shrimps? Didn’t Wilson go to the floor above to get a pamph­let, to a room full of lug­gage cor­ded in coils and coils of rope? Has Wilson been seen since that day? I fancy not.”

			“Do you mean,” asked the sec­ret­ary, “that Wilson whisked him clean out of his own win­dow like a trout on a line?”

			“Yes,” said the oth­er, “and let him down again out of the oth­er win­dow in­to the park, where the third ac­com­plice hooked him on to a tree. Re­mem­ber the lane was al­ways empty; re­mem­ber the wall op­pos­ite was quite blank; re­mem­ber it was all over in five minutes after the Ir­ish­man gave the sig­nal with the pis­tol. There were three of them in it, of course; and I won­der wheth­er you can all guess who they were.”

			They were all three star­ing at the plain, square win­dow and the blank, white wall bey­ond; and nobody answered.

			“By the way,” went on Fath­er Brown, “don’t think I blame you for jump­ing to preter­nat­ur­al con­clu­sions. The reas­on’s very simple, really. You all swore you were hard-shelled ma­ter­i­al­ists; and as a mat­ter of fact you were all bal­anced on the very edge of be­lief—of be­lief in al­most any­thing. There are thou­sands bal­anced on it today; but it’s a sharp, un­com­fort­able edge to sit on. You won’t rest till you be­lieve some­thing; that’s why Mr. Van­dam went through new re­li­gions with a tooth-comb and Mr. Al­boin quotes Scrip­ture for his re­li­gion of breath­ing ex­er­cises, and Mr. Fen­ner grumbles at the very God he denies. That’s where you all split; it’s nat­ur­al to be­lieve in the su­per­nat­ur­al. It nev­er feels nat­ur­al to ac­cept only nat­ur­al things. But though it wanted only a touch to tip you in­to preter­nat­ur­al­ism about these things, these things really were only nat­ur­al things. They were not only nat­ur­al, they were al­most un­nat­ur­ally simple. I sup­pose there nev­er was quite so simple a story as this.”

			Fen­ner laughed and then looked puzzled. “I don’t un­der­stand one thing,” he said. “If it was Wilson, how did Wynd come to have a man like that on such in­tim­ate terms? How did he come to be killed by a man he’d seen every day for years? He was fam­ous as be­ing a judge of men.”

			Fath­er Brown thumped his um­brella on the ground with an em­phas­is he rarely showed.

			“Yes,” he said, al­most fiercely; “that was how he came to be killed. He was killed for just that. He was killed for be­ing a judge of men.”

			They all stared at him, but he went on, al­most as if they were not there.

			“What is any man that he should be a judge of men?” he de­man­ded. “These three were the tramps that once stood be­fore him and were dis­missed rap­idly right and left to one place or an­oth­er; as if for them there were no cloak of cour­tesy, no stages of in­tim­acy, no free will in friend­ship. And twenty years has not ex­hausted the in­dig­na­tion born of that un­fathom­able in­sult in that mo­ment when he dared to know them at a glance.”

			“Yes,” said the sec­ret­ary; “I un­der­stand … and I un­der­stand how it is that you un­der­stand—all sorts of things.”

			“Well, I’m blamed if I un­der­stand,” cried the breezy West­ern gen­tle­man bois­ter­ously. “Your Wilson and your Ir­ish­man seem to be just a couple of cut­throat mur­der­ers who killed their be­ne­fact­or. I’ve no use for a black and bloody as­sas­sin of that sort in my mor­al­ity, wheth­er it’s re­li­gion or not.”

			“He was a black and bloody as­sas­sin, no doubt,” said Fen­ner, quietly. “I’m not de­fend­ing him; but I sup­pose it’s Fath­er Brown’s busi­ness to pray for all men, even for a man like—”

			“Yes,” as­sen­ted Fath­er Brown, “it’s my busi­ness to pray for all men, even for a man like War­ren Wynd.”

		
	
		
			The Curse of the Golden Cross

			Six people sat round a small table, seem­ing al­most as in­con­gru­ous and ac­ci­dent­al as if they had been ship­wrecked sep­ar­ately on the same small desert is­land. At least the sea sur­roun­ded them; for in one sense their is­land was en­closed in an­oth­er is­land, a large and fly­ing is­land like Laputa. For the little table was one of many little tables dot­ted about in the din­ing-sa­loon of that mon­strous ship the Moravia, speed­ing through the night and the ever­last­ing empti­ness of the At­lantic. The little com­pany had noth­ing in com­mon ex­cept that all were trav­el­ling from Amer­ica to Eng­land. Two of them at least might be called celebrit­ies; oth­ers might be called ob­scure, and in one or two cases even du­bi­ous.

			The first was the fam­ous Pro­fess­or Smaill, an au­thor­ity on cer­tain ar­chae­olo­gic­al stud­ies touch­ing the later Byz­antine Em­pire. His lec­tures, de­livered in an Amer­ic­an Uni­ver­sity, were ac­cep­ted as of the first au­thor­ity even in the most au­thor­it­at­ive seats of learn­ing in Europe. His lit­er­ary works were so steeped in a mel­low and ima­gin­at­ive sym­pathy with the European past, that it of­ten gave strangers a start to hear him speak with an Amer­ic­an ac­cent. Yet he was in his way very Amer­ic­an; he had long fair hair brushed back from a big square fore­head, long straight fea­tures and a curi­ous mix­ture of pre­oc­cu­pa­tion with a poise of po­ten­tial swift­ness, like a li­on pon­der­ing ab­sent­mindedly on his next leap.

			There was only one lady in the group; and she was (as the journ­al­ists of­ten said of her) a host in her­self; be­ing quite pre­pared to play host­ess, not to say empress, at that or any oth­er table. She was Lady Di­ana Wales, the cel­eb­rated lady trav­el­ler in trop­ic­al and oth­er coun­tries; but there was noth­ing rugged or mas­cu­line about her ap­pear­ance at din­ner. She was her­self hand­some in an al­most trop­ic­al fash­ion, with a mass of hot and heavy red hair; she was dressed in what the journ­al­ists call a dar­ing fash­ion, but her face was in­tel­li­gent and her eyes had that bright and rather prom­in­ent ap­pear­ance which be­longs to the eyes of ladies who ask ques­tions at polit­ic­al meet­ings.

			The oth­er four fig­ures seemed at first like shad­ows in this shin­ing pres­ence; but they showed dif­fer­ences on a closer view. One of them was a young man entered on the ship’s re­gister as Paul T. Tar­rant. He was an Amer­ic­an type which might be more truly called an Amer­ic­an an­ti­type. Every na­tion prob­ably has an an­ti­type; a sort of ex­treme ex­cep­tion that proves the na­tion­al rule. Amer­ic­ans really re­spect work, rather as Europeans re­spect war. There is a halo of hero­ism about it; and he who shrinks from it is less than a man. The an­ti­type is evid­ent through be­ing ex­ceed­ingly rare. He is the dandy or dude: the wealthy waster who makes a weak vil­lain for so many Amer­ic­an nov­els. Paul Tar­rant seemed to have noth­ing whatever to do but to change his clothes, which he did about six times a day; passing in­to paler or rich­er shades of his suit of ex­quis­ite light grey, like the del­ic­ate sil­ver changes of the twi­light. Un­like most Amer­ic­ans, he cul­tiv­ated very care­fully a short, curly beard; and un­like most dan­dies, even of his own type, he seemed rather sulky than showy. Per­haps there was some­thing al­most Byron­ic about his si­lence and his gloom.

			The next two trav­el­lers were nat­ur­ally classed to­geth­er; merely be­cause they were both Eng­lish lec­tur­ers re­turn­ing from an Amer­ic­an tour. One of them was de­scribed as Le­onard Smyth, ap­par­ently a minor poet, but some­thing of a ma­jor journ­al­ist; long-headed, light-haired, per­fectly dressed and per­fectly cap­able of look­ing after him­self. The oth­er was a rather com­ic con­trast, be­ing short and broad, with a black, wal­rus mous­tache, and as ta­cit­urn as the oth­er was talk­at­ive. But as he had been both charged with rob­bing and praised for res­cuing a Ro­mani­an Prin­cess threatened by a jag­uar in his trav­el­ling me­na­ger­ie, and had thus figured in a fash­ion­able case, it was nat­ur­ally felt that his views on God, pro­gress, his own early life, and the fu­ture of Anglo-Amer­ic­an re­la­tions would be of great in­terest and value to the in­hab­it­ants of Min­neapol­is and Omaha. The sixth and most in­sig­ni­fic­ant fig­ure was that of a little Eng­lish priest go­ing by the name of Brown. He listened to the con­ver­sa­tion with re­spect­ful at­ten­tion, and he was at that mo­ment form­ing the im­pres­sion that there was one rather curi­ous thing about it.

			“I sup­pose those Byz­antine stud­ies of yours, Pro­fess­or,” Le­onard Smyth was say­ing, “would throw some light on this story of a tomb found some­where on the south coast; near Brighton, isn’t it? Brighton’s a long way from Byz­an­ti­um, of course. But I read some­thing about the style of bury­ing or em­balm­ing or some­thing be­ing sup­posed to be Byz­antine.”

			“Byz­antine stud­ies cer­tainly have to reach a long way,” replied the Pro­fess­or dryly. “They talk about spe­cial­ists; but I think the hard­est thing on earth is to spe­cial­ize. In this case, for in­stance: how can a man know any­thing about Byz­an­ti­um till he knows everything about Rome be­fore it and about Is­lam after it? Most Ar­ab arts were old Byz­antine arts. Why, take al­gebra—”

			“But I won’t take al­gebra,” cried the lady de­cis­ively. “I nev­er did, and I nev­er do. But I’m aw­fully in­ter­ested in em­balm­ing. I was with Gat­ton, you know, when he opened the Baby­lo­ni­an tombs. Ever since then I found mum­mies and pre­served bod­ies and all that per­fectly thrill­ing. Do tell us about this one.”

			“Gat­ton was an in­ter­est­ing man,” said the Pro­fess­or. “They were an in­ter­est­ing fam­ily. That broth­er of his who went in­to Par­lia­ment was much more than an or­din­ary politi­cian. I nev­er un­der­stood the Fas­cisti till he made that speech about Italy.”

			“Well, we’re not go­ing to Italy on this trip,” said Lady Di­ana per­sist­ently, “and I be­lieve you’re go­ing to that little place where they’ve found the tomb. In Sus­sex, isn’t it?”

			“Sus­sex is pretty large, as these little Eng­lish sec­tions go,” replied the Pro­fess­or. “One might wander about in it for a good­ish time; and it’s a good place to wander in. It’s won­der­ful how large those low hills seem when you’re on them.”

			There was an ab­rupt ac­ci­dent­al si­lence; and then the lady said, “Oh, I’m go­ing on deck,” and rose, the men rising with her. But the Pro­fess­or lingered and the little priest was the last to leave the table, care­fully fold­ing up his nap­kin. And as they were thus left alone to­geth­er the Pro­fess­or said sud­denly to his com­pan­ion:

			“What would you say was the point of that little talk?”

			“Well,” said Fath­er Brown smil­ing, “since you ask me, there was some­thing that amused me a little. I may be wrong; but it seemed to me that the com­pany made three at­tempts to get you to talk about an em­balmed body said to be found in Sus­sex. And you, on your side, very cour­teously offered to talk—first about al­gebra, and then about the Fas­cisti, and then about the land­scape of the Downs.”

			“In short,” replied the Pro­fess­or, “you thought I was ready to talk about any sub­ject but that one. You were quite right.”

			The Pro­fess­or was si­lent for a little time, look­ing down at the table­cloth; then he looked up and spoke with that swift im­puls­ive­ness that sug­ges­ted the li­on’s leap.

			“See here, Fath­er Brown,” he said, “I con­sider you about the wisest and whitest man I ever met.”

			Fath­er Brown was very Eng­lish. He had all the nor­mal na­tion­al help­less­ness about what to do with a ser­i­ous and sin­cere com­pli­ment sud­denly handed to him to his face, in the Amer­ic­an man­ner. His reply was a mean­ing­less mur­mur; and it was the Pro­fess­or who pro­ceeded, with the same stac­cato earn­est­ness:

			“You see, up to a point it’s all simple enough. A Chris­ti­an tomb of the Dark Ages, ap­par­ently that of a bish­op, has been found un­der a little church at Dul­ham on the Sus­sex coast. The Vicar hap­pens to be a good bit of an ar­chae­olo­gist him­self and has been able to find out a good deal more than I know yet. There was a ru­mour of the corpse be­ing em­balmed in a way pe­cu­li­ar to Greeks and Egyp­tians but un­known in the West, es­pe­cially at that date. So Mr. Wal­ters (that is the Vicar) nat­ur­ally won­ders about Byz­antine in­flu­ences. But he also men­tions some­thing else, that is of even more per­son­al in­terest to me.”

			His long grave face seemed to grow even longer and graver as he frowned down at the table­cloth. His long fin­ger seemed to be tra­cing pat­terns on it like the plans of dead cit­ies and their temples and tombs.

			“So I’m go­ing to tell you, and nobody else, why it is I have to be care­ful about men­tion­ing that mat­ter in mixed com­pany; and why, the more eager they are to talk about it, the more cau­tious I have to be. It is also stated that in the coffin is a chain with a cross, com­mon enough to look at, but with a cer­tain secret sym­bol on the back found on only one oth­er cross in the world. It is from the ar­cana of the very earli­est Church and is sup­posed to in­dic­ate St. Peter set­ting up his See at An­ti­och be­fore he came to Rome. Any­how, I be­lieve there is but one oth­er like it, and it be­longs to me. I hear there is some story about a curse on it; but I take no no­tice of that. But wheth­er or no there is a curse, there really is, in one sense, a con­spir­acy; though the con­spir­acy should only con­sist of one man.”

			“Of one man?” re­peated Fath­er Brown al­most mech­an­ic­ally.

			“Of one mad­man, for all I know,” said Pro­fess­or Smaill. “It’s a long story and in some ways a silly one.”

			He paused again, tra­cing plans like ar­chi­tec­tur­al draw­ings with his fin­ger on the cloth, and then re­sumed:

			“Per­haps I had bet­ter tell you about it from the be­gin­ning, in case you see some little point in the story that is mean­ing­less to me. It began years and years ago, when I was con­duct­ing some in­vest­ig­a­tions on my own ac­count in the an­tiquit­ies of Crete and the Greek is­lands. I did a great deal of it prac­tic­ally single­han­ded; some­times with the most rude and tem­por­ary help from the in­hab­it­ants of the place, and some­times lit­er­ally alone. It was un­der the lat­ter cir­cum­stances that I found a maze of sub­ter­ranean pas­sages which led at last to a heap of rich re­fuse, broken or­na­ments and scattered gems which I took to be the ru­ins of some sunken al­tar, and in which I found the curi­ous gold cross. I turned it over, and on the back of it I saw the Ich­thus or fish, which was an early Chris­ti­an sym­bol, but of a shape and pat­tern rather dif­fer­ent from that com­monly found; and, as it seemed to me, more real­ist­ic—more as if the ar­cha­ic de­sign­er had meant it to be not merely a con­ven­tion­al en­clos­ure or nim­bus, but to look a little more like a real fish. It seemed to me that there was a flat­ten­ing to­wards one end of it that was not like mere math­em­at­ic­al dec­or­a­tion, but rather like a sort of rude or even sav­age zo­ology.

			“In or­der to ex­plain very briefly why I thought this find im­port­ant, I must tell you the point of the ex­cav­a­tion. For one thing, it had some­thing of the nature of an ex­cav­a­tion of an ex­cav­a­tion. We were on the track not only of an­tiquit­ies, but of the an­ti­quar­i­ans of an­tiquity. We had reas­on to be­lieve, or some of us thought we had reas­on to be­lieve, that these un­der­ground pas­sages, mostly of the Minoan peri­od, like that fam­ous one which is ac­tu­ally iden­ti­fied with the labyrinth of the Minotaur, had not really been lost and left un­dis­turbed for all the ages between the Minotaur and the mod­ern ex­plorer. We be­lieved that these un­der­ground places, I might al­most say these un­der­ground towns and vil­lages, had already been pen­et­rated dur­ing the in­ter­ven­ing peri­od by some per­sons promp­ted by some motive. About the motive there were dif­fer­ent schools of thought: some hold­ing that the Em­per­ors had ordered an of­fi­cial ex­plor­a­tion out of mere sci­entif­ic curi­os­ity; oth­ers that the furi­ous fash­ion in the later Ro­man Em­pire for all sorts of lur­id Asi­at­ic su­per­sti­tions had star­ted some name­less Mani­chae­an sect or oth­er ri­ot­ing in the cav­erns in or­gies that had to be hid­den from the face of the sun. I be­long to the group which be­lieved that these cav­erns had been used in the same way as the cata­combs. That is, we be­lieved that, dur­ing some of the per­se­cu­tions which spread like a fire over the whole Em­pire, the Chris­ti­ans had con­cealed them­selves in these an­cient pa­gan labyrinths of stone. It was there­fore with a thrill as sharp as a thun­der­clap that I found and picked up the fallen golden cross and saw the design upon it; and it was with still more of a shock of fe­li­city that, on turn­ing to make my way once more out­wards and up­wards in­to the light of day, I looked up at the walls of bare rock that ex­ten­ded end­lessly along the low pas­sages, and saw scratched in yet ruder out­line, but if pos­sible more un­mis­tak­able, the shape of the Fish.

			“Some­thing about it made it seem as if it might be a fossil fish or some rudi­ment­ary or­gan­ism fixed forever in a frozen sea. I could not ana­lyse this ana­logy, oth­er­wise un­con­nec­ted with a mere draw­ing scratched upon the stone, till I real­ized that I was say­ing in my sub­con­scious mind that the first Chris­ti­ans must have seemed some­thing like fish, dumb and dwell­ing in a fallen world of twi­light and si­lence, dropped far be­low the feet of men and mov­ing in dark and twi­light and a sound­less world.

			“Every­one walk­ing along stone pas­sages knows what it is to be fol­lowed by phantom feet. The echo fol­lows flap­ping or clap­ping be­hind or in front, so that it is al­most im­possible for the man who is really lonely to be­lieve in his loneli­ness. I had got used to the ef­fects of this echo and had not no­ticed it much for some time past, when I caught sight of the sym­bol­ic­al shape scrawled on the wall of rock. I stopped, and at the same in­stant it seemed as if my heart stopped too. For my own feet had hal­ted, but the echo went march­ing on.

			“I ran for­ward, and it seemed as if the ghostly foot­steps ran also, but not with that ex­act im­it­a­tion which marks the ma­ter­i­al re­ver­ber­a­tion of a sound. I stopped again, and the steps stopped also; but I could have sworn they stopped an in­stant too late; I called out a ques­tion; and my cry was answered; but the voice was not my own.

			“It came round the corner of a rock just in front of me; and through­out that un­canny chase I no­ticed that it was al­ways at some such angle of the crooked path that it paused and spoke. The little space in front of me that could be il­lu­min­ated by my small elec­tric torch was al­ways as empty as an empty room. Un­der these con­di­tions I had a con­ver­sa­tion with I know not whom, which las­ted all the way to the first white gleam of day­light, and even there I could not see in what fash­ion he van­ished in­to the light of day. But the mouth of the labyrinth was full of many open­ings and cracks and chasms, and it would not have been dif­fi­cult for him to have some­how dar­ted back and dis­ap­peared again in­to the un­der­world of the caves. I only know that I came out on the lonely steps of a great moun­tain like a marble ter­race, var­ied only with a green ve­get­a­tion that seemed some­how more trop­ic­al than the pur­ity of the rock, like that Ori­ent­al in­va­sion that has spread sporad­ic­ally over the fall of clas­sic Hel­las. I looked out on a sea of stain­less blue, and the sun shone stead­ily on ut­ter loneli­ness and si­lence; and there was not a blade of grass stirred with a whis­per of flight nor the shad­ow of a shad­ow of man.

			“It had been a ter­rible con­ver­sa­tion; so in­tim­ate and so in­di­vidu­al and in a sense so cas­u­al. This be­ing, bod­i­less, face­less, name­less and yet call­ing me by my name, had talked to me in those crypts and cracks where we were bur­ied alive with no more pas­sion or me­lo­drama than if we had been sit­ting in two arm­chairs at a club. But he had told me also that he would un­ques­tion­ably kill me or any oth­er man who came in­to the pos­ses­sion of the cross with the mark of the fish. He told me frankly he was not fool enough to at­tack me there in the labyrinth, know­ing I had a loaded re­volver, and that he ran as much risk as I. But he told me equally calmly that he would plan my murder with the cer­tainty of suc­cess, with every de­tail de­veloped and every danger war­ded off, with the sort of artist­ic per­fec­tion that a Chinese crafts­man or an In­di­an em­broider­er gives to the artist­ic work of a life­time. Yet he was no Ori­ent­al; I am cer­tain he was a white man. I sus­pect that he was a coun­try­man of my own.

			“Since then I have re­ceived from time to time signs and sym­bols and queer im­per­son­al mes­sages that have made me cer­tain at least that if the man is a ma­ni­ac he is a mono­ma­ni­ac. He is al­ways telling me, in this airy and de­tached way, that the pre­par­a­tions for my death and buri­al are pro­ceed­ing sat­is­fact­or­ily; and that the only way in which I can pre­vent their be­ing crowned with a com­fort­able suc­cess is to give up the rel­ic in my pos­ses­sion—the unique cross that I found in the cav­ern. He does not seem to have any re­li­gious sen­ti­ment or fan­at­icism on the point; he seems to have no pas­sion but the pas­sion of a col­lect­or of curi­os­it­ies. That is one of the things that makes me feel sure he is a man of the West and not of the East. But this par­tic­u­lar curi­os­ity seems to have driv­en him quite crazy.

			“And then came this re­port, as yet un­sub­stan­ti­ated, about the du­plic­ate rel­ic found on an em­balmed body in a Sus­sex tomb. If he had been a ma­ni­ac be­fore, this news turned him in­to a de­moni­ac pos­sessed of sev­en dev­ils. That there should be one of them be­long­ing to an­oth­er man was bad enough, but that there should be two of them and neither be­long­ing to him was a tor­ture not to be borne. His mad mes­sages began to come thick and fast like showers of poisoned ar­rows; and each cried out more con­fid­ently than the last that death would strike me at the mo­ment when I stretched out my un­worthy hand to­wards the cross in the tomb.

			“ ‘You will nev­er know me,’ he wrote, ‘you will nev­er say my name; you will nev­er see my face; you will die and nev­er know who has killed you. I may be in any form among those about you; but I shall be in that alone at which you have for­got­ten to look.’

			“From those threats I de­duce that he is quite likely to shad­ow me on this ex­ped­i­tion; and try to steal the rel­ic or do me some mis­chief for pos­sess­ing it. But as I nev­er saw the man in my life, he may be al­most any man I meet. Lo­gic­ally speak­ing, he may be any of the waiters who wait on me at table. He may be any of the pas­sen­gers who sit with me at table.”

			“He may be me,” said Fath­er Brown, with cheer­ful con­tempt for gram­mar.

			“He may be any­body else,” answered Smaill ser­i­ously. “That is what I meant by what I said just now. You are the only man I feel sure is not the en­emy.”

			Fath­er Brown again looked em­bar­rassed; then he smiled and said: “Well, oddly enough, I’m not. What we have to con­sider is any chance of find­ing out if he really is here be­fore he—be­fore he makes him­self un­pleas­ant.”

			“There is one chance of find­ing out, I think,” re­marked the Pro­fess­or rather grimly. “When we get to Southamp­ton I shall take a car at once along the coast; I should be glad if you would come with me, but in the or­din­ary sense, of course, our little party will break up. If any one of them turns up again in that little church­yard on the Sus­sex coast, we shall know who he really is.”

			The Pro­fess­or’s pro­gramme was duly car­ried out, at least to the ex­tent of the car and its cargo in the form of Fath­er Brown. They coas­ted along the road with the sea on one side and the hills of Hamp­shire and Sus­sex on the oth­er; nor was there vis­ible to the eye any shad­ow of pur­suit. As they ap­proached the vil­lage of Dul­ham only one man crossed their path who had any con­nec­tion with the mat­ter in hand; a journ­al­ist who had just vis­ited the church and been cour­teously es­cor­ted by the vicar through the new ex­cav­ated chapel; but his re­marks and notes seemed to be of the or­din­ary news­pa­per sort. But Pro­fess­or Smaill was per­haps a little fanci­ful, and could not dis­miss the sense of some­thing odd and dis­cour­aging in the at­ti­tude and ap­pear­ance of the man, who was tall and shabby, hook-nosed and hol­low-eyed, with mous­taches that drooped with de­pres­sion. He seemed any­thing but en­livened by his late ex­per­i­ment as a sight­seer; in­deed, he seemed to be strid­ing as fast as pos­sible from the sight, when they stopped him with a ques­tion.

			“It’s all about a curse,” he said; “a curse on the place, ac­cord­ing to the guide­book or the par­son or the old­est in­hab­it­ant or who­ever is the au­thor­ity; and really, it feels jolly like it. Curse or no curse, I’m glad to have got out of it.”

			“Do you be­lieve in curses?” asked Smaill curi­ously.

			“I don’t be­lieve in any­thing; I’m a journ­al­ist,” answered the mel­an­choly be­ing—“Boon, of the Daily Wire. But there’s a some­thing creepy about that crypt; and I’ll nev­er deny I felt a chill.” And he strode on to­wards the rail­way sta­tion with a fur­ther ac­cel­er­ated pace.

			“Looks like a raven or a crow, that fel­low,” ob­served Smaill as they turned to­wards the church­yard. “What is it they say about a bird of ill omen?”

			They entered the church­yard slowly, the eyes of the Amer­ic­an an­ti­quary linger­ing lux­uri­antly over the isol­ated roof of the lychg­ate and the large un­fathom­able black growth of the yew look­ing like night it­self de­fy­ing the broad day­light. The path climbed up amid heav­ing levels of turf in which the grave­stones were tilted at all angles like stone rafts tossed on a green sea, till it came to the ridge bey­ond which the great sea it­self ran like an iron bar, with pale lights in it like steel. Al­most at their feet the tough rank grass turned in­to a tuft of sea-holly and ended in grey and yel­low sand; and a foot or two from the holly, and out­lined darkly against the steely sea, stood a mo­tion­less fig­ure. But for its dark-grey cloth­ing it might al­most have been the statue on some sepulchral monu­ment. But Fath­er Brown in­stantly re­cog­nized some­thing in the el­eg­ant stoop of the shoulders and the rather sul­len out­ward thrust of the short beard.

			“Gee!” ex­claimed the pro­fess­or of ar­chae­ology; “it’s that man Tar­rant, if you call him a man. Did you think, when I spoke on the boat, that I should ever get so quick an an­swer to my ques­tion.”

			“I thought you might get too many an­swers to it,” answered Fath­er Brown.

			“Why, how do you mean?” in­quired the Pro­fess­or, dart­ing a look at him over his shoulder.

			“I mean,” answered the oth­er mildly, “that I thought I heard voices be­hind the yew-tree. I don’t think Mr. Tar­rant is so sol­it­ary as he looks; I might even ven­ture to say, so sol­it­ary as he likes to look.”

			Even as Tar­rant turned slowly round in his moody man­ner, the con­firm­a­tion came. An­oth­er voice, high and rather hard, but none the less fem­in­ine, was say­ing with ex­per­i­enced raillery:

			“And how was I to know he would be here?”

			It was borne in upon Pro­fess­or Smaill that this gay ob­ser­va­tion was not ad­dressed to him; so he was forced to con­clude in some be­wil­der­ment, that yet a third per­son was present. As Lady Di­ana Wales came out, ra­di­ant and res­ol­ute as ever, from the shad­ow of the yew, he noted grimly that she had a liv­ing shad­ow of her own. The lean dap­per fig­ure of Le­onard Smyth, that in­sinu­at­ing man of let­ters, ap­peared im­me­di­ately be­hind her own flam­boy­ant form, smil­ing, his head a little on one side like a dog’s.

			“Snakes!” muttered Smaill; “why, they’re all here! Or all ex­cept that little show­man with the wal­rus whiskers.”

			He heard Fath­er Brown laugh­ing softly be­side him; and in­deed the situ­ation was be­com­ing some­thing more than laugh­able. It seemed to be turn­ing topsy-turvy and tum­bling about their ears like a pan­to­mime trick; for even while the Pro­fess­or had been speak­ing, his words had re­ceived the most com­ic­al con­tra­dic­tion. The round head with the grot­esque black cres­cent of mous­tache had ap­peared sud­denly and seem­ingly out of a hole in the ground. An in­stant af­ter­wards they real­ized that the hole was in fact a very large hole, lead­ing to a lad­der which des­cen­ded in­to the bowels of the earth; that it was in fact the en­trance to the sub­ter­ranean scene they had come to vis­it. The little man had been the first to find the en­trance and had already des­cen­ded a rung or two of the lad­der be­fore he put his head out again to ad­dress his fel­low-trav­el­lers. He looked like some par­tic­u­larly pre­pos­ter­ous Gravedig­ger in a bur­lesque of Ham­let. He only said thickly be­hind his thick mous­taches, “It is down here.” But it came to the rest of the com­pany with a start of real­iz­a­tion that, though they had sat op­pos­ite him at meal­times for a week, they had hardly ever heard him speak be­fore; and that though he was sup­posed to be an Eng­lish lec­turer, he spoke with a rather oc­cult for­eign ac­cent.

			“You see, my dear Pro­fess­or,” cried Lady Di­ana with trenchant cheer­ful­ness, “your Byz­antine mummy was simply too ex­cit­ing to be missed. I simply had to come along and see it; and I’m sure the gen­tle­men felt just the same. Now you must tell us all about it.”

			“I do not know all about it,” said the Pro­fess­or gravely, not to say grimly. “In some re­spects I don’t even know what it’s all about. It cer­tainly seems odd that we should have all met again so soon; but I sup­pose there are no lim­its to the mod­ern thirst for in­form­a­tion. But if we are all to vis­it the place it must be done in a re­spons­ible way and, if you will for­give me, un­der re­spons­ible lead­er­ship. We must no­ti­fy who­ever is in charge of the ex­cav­a­tions; we shall prob­ably at least have to put our names in a book.”

			Some­thing rather like a wrangle fol­lowed on this col­li­sion between the im­pa­tience of the lady and the sus­pi­cions of the ar­chae­olo­gist; but the lat­ter’s in­sist­ence on the of­fi­cial rights of the Vicar and the loc­al in­vest­ig­a­tion ul­ti­mately pre­vailed; the little man with the mous­taches came re­luct­antly out of his grave again and si­lently ac­qui­esced in a less im­petu­ous des­cent. For­tu­nately, the cler­gy­man him­self ap­peared at this stage, a grey-haired, good-look­ing gen­tle­man with a droop ac­cen­tu­ated by double eye­glasses; and while rap­idly es­tab­lish­ing sym­path­et­ic re­la­tions with the Pro­fess­or as a fel­low-an­ti­quar­i­an, he did not seem to re­gard his rather mot­ley group of com­pan­ions with any­thing more hos­tile than amuse­ment.

			“I hope you are none of you su­per­sti­tious,” he said pleas­antly, “I ought to tell you, to start with, that there are sup­posed to be all sorts of bad omens and curses hanging over our de­voted heads in this busi­ness. I have just been de­ci­pher­ing a Lat­in in­scrip­tion which was found over the en­trance to the chapel; and it would seem that there are no less than three curses in­volved; a curse for en­ter­ing the sealed cham­ber, a double curse for open­ing the coffin, and a triple and most ter­rible curse for touch­ing the gold rel­ic found in­side it. The two first mal­edic­tions I have already in­curred my­self,” he ad­ded with a smile; “but I fear that even you will have to in­cur the first and mild­est of them if you are to see any­thing at all. Ac­cord­ing to the story, the curses des­cend in a rather linger­ing fash­ion, at long in­ter­vals and on later oc­ca­sions. I don’t know wheth­er that is any com­fort to you.” And the Rev­er­end Mr. Wal­ters smiled once more in his droop­ing and be­ne­vol­ent man­ner.

			“Story,” re­peated Pro­fess­or Smaill, “why, what story is that?”

			“It is rather a long story and var­ies, like oth­er loc­al le­gends,” answered the Vicar. “But it is un­doubtedly con­tem­por­ary with the time of the tomb; and the sub­stance of it is em­bod­ied in the in­scrip­tion and is roughly this: Guy de Gisors, a lord of the man­or here early in the thir­teenth cen­tury, had set his heart on a beau­ti­ful black horse in the pos­ses­sion of an en­voy from Gen­oa, which that prac­tic­al mer­chant prince would not sell ex­cept for a huge price. Guy was driv­en by av­arice to the crime of pil­la­ging the shrine and, ac­cord­ing to one story, even killing the bish­op, who was then res­id­ent there. Any­how, the bish­op uttered a curse which was to fall on any­body who should con­tin­ue to with­hold the gold cross from its rest­ing-place in his tomb, or should take steps to dis­turb it when it had re­turned there. The feud­al lord raised the money for the horse by selling the gold rel­ic to a gold­smith in the town; but on the first day he moun­ted the horse the an­im­al reared and threw him in front of the church porch, break­ing his neck. Mean­while the gold­smith, hitherto wealthy and pros­per­ous, was ruined by a series of in­ex­plic­able ac­ci­dents, and fell in­to the power of a Jew moneylender liv­ing in the man­or. Even­tu­ally the un­for­tu­nate gold­smith, faced with noth­ing but star­va­tion, hanged him­self on an apple-tree. The gold cross, with all his oth­er goods, his house, shop, and tools, had long ago passed in­to the pos­ses­sion of the moneylender. Mean­while, the son and heir of the feud­al lord, shocked by the judg­ment on his blas­phem­ous sire, had be­come a re­li­gious de­votee in the dark and stern spir­it of those times, and con­ceived it his duty to per­se­cute all heresy and un­be­lief among his vas­sals. Thus the Jew, in his turn, who had been cyn­ic­ally tol­er­ated by the fath­er, was ruth­lessly burnt by or­der of the son; so that he in his turn suffered for the pos­ses­sion of the rel­ic; and after these three judg­ments, it was re­turned to the bish­op’s tomb; since when no eye has seen and no hand has touched it.”

			Lady Di­ana Wales seemed to be more im­pressed than might have been ex­pec­ted.

			“It really gives one rather a shiver,” she said, “to think that we are go­ing to be the first, ex­cept the vicar.”

			The pi­on­eer with the big mous­taches and the broken Eng­lish did not des­cend after all by his fa­vour­ite lad­der, which in­deed had only been used by some of the work­men con­duct­ing the ex­cav­a­tion; for the cler­gy­man led them round to a lar­ger and more con­veni­ent en­trance about a hun­dred yards away, out of which he him­self had just emerged from his in­vest­ig­a­tions un­der­ground. Here the des­cent was by a fairly gradu­al slope with no dif­fi­culties save the in­creas­ing dark­ness; for they soon found them­selves mov­ing in single file down a tun­nel as black as pitch, and it was some little time be­fore they saw a glim­mer of light ahead of them. Once dur­ing that si­lent march there was a sound like a catch in some­body’s breath, it was im­possible to say whose; and once there was an oath like a dull ex­plo­sion, and it was in an un­known tongue.

			They came out in a cir­cu­lar cham­ber like a ba­silica in a ring of round arches; for that chapel had been built be­fore the first poin­ted arch of the Goth­ic had pierced our civil­iz­a­tion like a spear. A glim­mer of green­ish light between some of the pil­lars marked the place of the oth­er open­ing in­to the world above, and gave a vague sense of be­ing un­der the sea, which was in­tens­i­fied by one or two oth­er in­cid­ent­al and per­haps fanci­ful re­semb­lances. For the dog­tooth pat­tern of the Nor­man was faintly trace­able round all the arches, giv­ing them, above the cav­ernous dark­ness, some­thing of the look of the mouths of mon­strous sharks. And in the centre the dark bulk of the tomb it­self, with its lif­ted lid of stone, might al­most have been the jaws of some such le­viath­an.

			Wheth­er out of a sense of fit­ness or from the lack of more mod­ern ap­pli­ances, the cler­ic­al an­ti­quary had ar­ranged for the il­lu­min­a­tion of the chapel only by four tall candles in big wooden can­dle­sticks stand­ing on the floor. Of these only one was alight when they entered, cast­ing a faint glim­mer over the mighty ar­chi­tec­tur­al forms. When they had all as­sembled, the cler­gy­man pro­ceeded to light the three oth­ers, and the ap­pear­ance and con­tents of the great sar­co­phag­us came more clearly in­to view.

			All eyes went first to the face of the dead, pre­served across all those ages in the lines of life by some secret East­ern pro­cess, it was said, in­her­ited from hea­then an­tiquity and un­known to the simple grave­yards of our own is­land. The Pro­fess­or could hardly repress an ex­clam­a­tion of won­der; for, though the face was as pale as a mask of wax, it looked oth­er­wise like a sleep­ing man who had but that mo­ment closed his eyes. The face was of the as­cet­ic, per­haps even the fan­at­ic­al type, with a high frame­work of bones; the fig­ure was clad in a golden cope and gor­geous vest­ments, and high up on the breast, at the base of the throat, glittered the fam­ous gold cross upon a short gold chain, or rather neck­lace. The stone coffin had been opened by lift­ing the lid of it at the head and prop­ping it aloft upon two strong wooden shafts or poles, hitched above un­der the edge of the up­per slab and wedged be­low in­to the corners of the coffin be­hind the head of the corpse. Less could there­fore be seen of the feet or the lower part of the fig­ure, but the candle­light shone full on the face; and in con­trast with its tones of dead ivory the cross of gold seemed to stir and sparkle like a fire.

			Pro­fess­or Smaill’s big fore­head had car­ried a big fur­row of re­flec­tion, or pos­sibly of worry, ever since the cler­gy­man had told the story of the curse. But fem­in­ine in­tu­ition, not un­touched by fem­in­ine hys­teria, un­der­stood the mean­ing of his brood­ing im­mob­il­ity bet­ter than did the men around him. In the si­lence of that candle-lit cav­ern Lady Di­ana cried out sud­denly:

			“Don’t touch it, I tell you!”

			But the man had already made one of his swift le­on­ine move­ments, lean­ing for­ward over the body. The next in­stant they all dar­ted, some for­ward and some back­ward, but all with a dread­ful duck­ing mo­tion as if the sky were fall­ing.

			As the Pro­fess­or laid a fin­ger on the gold cross, the wooden props, that bent very slightly in sup­port­ing the lif­ted lid of stone, seemed to jump and straight­en them­selves with a jerk. The lip of the stone slab slipped from its wooden perch; and in all their souls and stom­achs came a sick­en­ing sense of down-rush­ing ru­in, as if they had all been flung off a pre­cip­ice. Smaill had with­drawn his head swiftly, but not in time; and he lay sense­less be­side the coffin, in a red puddle of blood from scalp or skull. And the old stone coffin was once more closed as it had been for cen­tur­ies; save that one or two sticks or splin­ters stuck in the crevice, hor­ribly sug­gest­ive of bones crunched by an ogre. The le­viath­an had snapped its jaws of stone.

			Lady Di­ana was look­ing at the wreck with eyes that had an elec­tric glare as of lun­acy; her red hair looked scar­let against the pal­lor of her face in the green­ish twi­light. Smyth was look­ing at her, still with some­thing dog­like in the turn of his head; but it was the ex­pres­sion of a dog who looks at a mas­ter whose cata­strophe he can only partly un­der­stand. Tar­rant and the for­eign­er had stiffened in their usu­al sul­len at­ti­tudes, but their faces had turned the col­our of clay. The Vicar seemed to have fain­ted. Fath­er Brown was kneel­ing be­side the fallen fig­ure, try­ing to test its con­di­tion.

			Rather to the gen­er­al sur­prise, the Byron­ic loun­ger, Paul Tar­rant, came for­ward to help him.

			“He’d bet­ter be car­ried up in­to the air,” he said. “I sup­pose there’s just a chance for him.”

			“He isn’t dead,” said Fath­er Brown in a low voice, “but I think it’s pretty bad; you aren’t a doc­tor by any chance?”

			“No; but I’ve had to pick up a good many things in my time,” said the oth­er. “But nev­er mind about me just now. My real pro­fes­sion would prob­ably sur­prise you.”

			“I don’t think so,” replied Fath­er Brown, with a slight smile. “I thought of it about halfway through the voy­age. You are a de­tect­ive shad­ow­ing some­body. Well, the cross is safe from thieves now, any­how.”

			While they were speak­ing Tar­rant had lif­ted the frail fig­ure of the fallen man with easy strength and dex­ter­ity and was care­fully car­ry­ing him to­wards the exit. He answered over his shoulder: “Yes, the cross is safe enough.”

			“You mean that nobody else is,” replied Brown. “Are you think­ing of the curse, too?”

			Fath­er Brown went about for the next hour or two un­der a bur­den of frown­ing per­plex­ity that was some­thing bey­ond the shock of the tra­gic ac­ci­dent. He as­sisted in car­ry­ing the vic­tim to the little inn op­pos­ite the church, in­ter­viewed the doc­tor, who re­por­ted the in­jury as ser­i­ous and threat­en­ing, though not cer­tainly fatal, and car­ried the news to the little group of trav­el­lers who had gathered round the table in the inn par­lour. But wherever he went the cloud of mys­ti­fic­a­tion res­ted on him and seemed to grow dark­er the more deeply he pondered. For the cent­ral mys­tery was grow­ing more and more mys­ter­i­ous, ac­tu­ally in pro­por­tion as many of the minor mys­ter­ies began to clear them­selves up in his mind. Ex­actly in pro­por­tion as the mean­ing of in­di­vidu­al fig­ures in that mot­ley group began to ex­plain it­self, the thing that had happened grew more and more dif­fi­cult to ex­plain. Le­onard Smyth had come merely be­cause Lady Di­ana had come; and Lady Di­ana had come merely be­cause she chose. They were en­gaged in one of those float­ing So­ci­ety flir­ta­tions that are all the more silly for be­ing semi-in­tel­lec­tu­al. But the lady’s ro­man­ti­cism had a su­per­sti­tious side to it; and she was pretty well pros­trated by the ter­rible end of her ad­ven­ture. Paul Tar­rant was a private de­tect­ive, pos­sibly watch­ing the flir­ta­tion, for some wife or hus­band; pos­sibly shad­ow­ing the for­eign lec­turer with the mous­taches, who had much the air of an un­desir­able ali­en. But if he or any­body else had in­ten­ded to steal the rel­ic, the in­ten­tion had been fi­nally frus­trated. And, to all mor­tal ap­pear­ance, what had frus­trated it was either an in­cred­ible co­in­cid­ence or the in­ter­ven­tion of the an­cient curse.

			As he stood in un­usu­al per­plex­ity in the middle of the vil­lage street, between the inn and the church, he felt a mild shock of sur­prise at see­ing a re­cently fa­mil­i­ar but rather un­ex­pec­ted fig­ure ad­van­cing up the street. Mr. Boon, the journ­al­ist, look­ing very hag­gard in the sun­shine, which showed up his shabby raiment like that of a scare­crow, had his dark and deep-set eyes (rather close to­geth­er on either side of the long droop­ing nose) fixed on the priest. The lat­ter looked twice be­fore he real­ized that the heavy dark mous­tache hid some­thing like a grin or at least a grim smile.

			“I thought you were go­ing away,” said Fath­er Brown a little sharply. “I thought you left by that train two hours ago.”

			“Well, you see I didn’t,” said Boon.

			“Why have you come back?” asked the priest al­most sternly.

			“This is not the sort of little rur­al para­dise for a journ­al­ist to leave in a hurry,” replied the oth­er. “Things hap­pen too fast here to make it worth while to go back to a dull place like Lon­don. Be­sides, they can’t keep me out of the af­fair—I mean this second af­fair. It was I that found the body, or at any rate the clothes. Quite sus­pi­cious con­duct on my part, wasn’t it? Per­haps you think I wanted to dress up in his clothes. Shouldn’t I make a lovely par­son?”

			And the lean and long-nosed moun­te­bank sud­denly made an ex­tra­vag­ant ges­ture in the middle of the mar­ket­place, stretch­ing out his arms and spread­ing out his dark-gloved hands in a sort of bur­lesque be­ne­dic­tion and say­ing: “Oh, my dear brethren and sis­ters, for I would em­brace you all …”

			“What on earth are you talk­ing about?” cried Fath­er Brown, and rapped the stones slightly with his stumpy um­brella, for he was a little less pa­tient than usu­al.

			“Oh, you’ll find out all about it if you ask that pic­nic party of yours at the inn,” replied Boon scorn­fully. “That man Tar­rant seems to sus­pect me merely be­cause I found the clothes; though he only came up a minute too late to find them him­self. But there are all sorts of mys­ter­ies in this busi­ness. The little man with the big mous­taches may have more in him than meets the eye. For that mat­ter I don’t see why you shouldn’t have killed the poor fel­low your­self.”

			Fath­er Brown did not seem in the least an­noyed at the sug­ges­tion, but he seemed ex­ceed­ingly bothered and be­wildered by the re­mark.

			“Do you mean,” he asked with sim­pli­city, “that it was I who tried to kill Pro­fess­or Smaill?”

			“Not at all,” said the oth­er, wav­ing his hand with the air of one mak­ing a hand­some con­ces­sion. “Plenty of dead people for you to choose among. Not lim­ited to Pro­fess­or Smaill. Why, didn’t you know some­body else had turned up, a good deal dead­er than Pro­fess­or Smaill? And I don’t see why you should have done him in, in a quiet way. Re­li­gious dif­fer­ences, you know … lam­ent­able dis­union of Christen­dom. … I sup­pose you’ve al­ways wanted to get the Eng­lish par­ishes back.”

			“I’m go­ing back to the inn,” said the priest quietly; “you say the people there know what you mean, and per­haps they may be able to say it.”

			In truth, just af­ter­wards his private per­plex­it­ies suffered a mo­ment­ary dis­pers­al at the news of a new calam­ity. The mo­ment he entered the little par­lour where the rest of the com­pany were col­lec­ted, some­thing in their pale faces told him they were shaken by some­thing yet more re­cent than the ac­ci­dent at the tomb. Even as he entered, Le­onard Smyth was say­ing: “Where is all this go­ing to end?”

			“It will nev­er end, I tell you,” re­peated Lady Di­ana, gaz­ing in­to va­cancy with glassy eyes; “it will nev­er end till we all end. One after an­oth­er the curse will take us; per­haps slowly, as the poor vicar said; but it will take us all as it has taken him.”

			“What in the world has happened now?” asked Fath­er Brown.

			There was a si­lence, and then Tar­rant said in a voice that soun­ded a little hol­low:

			“Mr. Wal­ters, the Vicar, has com­mit­ted sui­cide. I sup­pose it was the shock un­hinged him. But I fear there can be no doubt about it. We’ve just found his black hat and clothes on a rock jut­ting out from the shore. He seems to have jumped in­to the sea. I thought he looked as if it had knocked him half-wit­ted, and per­haps we ought to have looked after him; but there was so much to look after.”

			“You could have done noth­ing,” said the lady. “Don’t you see the thing is deal­ing doom in a sort of dread­ful or­der? The Pro­fess­or touched the cross, and he went first; the Vicar had opened the tomb, and he went second; we only entered the chapel, and we—”

			“Hold on,” said Fath­er Brown, in a sharp voice he very sel­dom used; “this has got to stop.”

			He still wore a heavy though un­con­scious frown, but in his eyes was no longer the cloud of mys­ti­fic­a­tion, but a light of al­most ter­rible un­der­stand­ing.

			“What a fool I am!” he muttered. “I ought to have seen it long ago. The tale of the curse ought to have told me.”

			“Do you mean to say,” de­man­ded Tar­rant, “that we can really be killed now by some­thing that happened in the thir­teenth cen­tury?”

			Fath­er Brown shook his head and answered with quiet em­phas­is:

			“I won’t dis­cuss wheth­er we can be killed by some­thing that happened in the thir­teenth cen­tury. But I’m jolly cer­tain that we can’t be killed by some­thing that nev­er happened in the thir­teenth cen­tury, some­thing that nev­er happened at all.”

			“Well,” said Tar­rant, “it’s re­fresh­ing to find a priest so scep­tic­al of the su­per­nat­ur­al as all that.”

			“Not at all,” replied the priest calmly; “it’s not the su­per­nat­ur­al part I doubt. It’s the nat­ur­al part. I’m ex­actly in the po­s­i­tion of the man who said, ‘I can be­lieve the im­possible, but not the im­prob­able.’ ”

			“That’s what you call a para­dox, isn’t it?” asked the oth­er.

			“It’s what I call com­mon sense, prop­erly un­der­stood,” replied Fath­er Brown. “It really is more nat­ur­al to be­lieve a preter­nat­ur­al story, that deals with things we don’t un­der­stand, than a nat­ur­al story that con­tra­dicts things we do un­der­stand. Tell me that the great Mr. Glad­stone, in his last hours, was haunted by the ghost of Par­nell, and I will be ag­nost­ic about it. But tell me that Mr. Glad­stone, when first presen­ted to Queen Vic­tor­ia, wore his hat in her draw­ing-room and slapped her on the back and offered her a ci­gar, and I am not ag­nost­ic at all. That is not im­possible; it’s only in­cred­ible. But I’m much more cer­tain it didn’t hap­pen than that Par­nell’s ghost didn’t ap­pear; be­cause it vi­ol­ates the laws of the world I do un­der­stand. So it is with that tale of the curse. It isn’t the le­gend that I dis­be­lieve—it’s the his­tory.”

			Lady Di­ana had re­covered a little from her trance of Cas­sandra, and her per­en­ni­al curi­os­ity about new things began to peer once more out of her bright and prom­in­ent eyes.

			“What a curi­ous man you are!” she said. “Why should you dis­be­lieve the his­tory?”

			“I dis­be­lieve the his­tory be­cause it isn’t his­tory,” answered Fath­er Brown. “To any­body who hap­pens to know a little about the Middle Ages, the whole story was about as prob­able as Glad­stone of­fer­ing Queen Vic­tor­ia a ci­gar. But does any­body know any­thing about the Middle Ages? Do you know what a Guild was? Have you ever heard of salvo man­agio suo? Do you know what sort of people were Servi Re­gis?”

			“No, of course I don’t,” said the lady, rather crossly. “What a lot of Lat­in words!”

			“No, of course,” said Fath­er Brown. “If it had been Tutankhamen and a set of dried-up Afric­ans pre­served, Heav­en knows why, at the oth­er end of the world; if it had been Baby­lo­nia or China; if it had been some race as re­mote and mys­ter­i­ous as the Man in the Moon, your news­pa­pers would have told you all about it, down to the last dis­cov­ery of a tooth­brush or a col­lar-stud. But the men who built your own par­ish churches, and gave the names to your own towns and trades and the very roads you walk on—it has nev­er oc­curred to you to know any­thing about them. I don’t claim to know a lot my­self; but I know enough to see that story is stuff and non­sense from be­gin­ning to end. It was il­leg­al for a moneylender to dis­train on a man’s shop and tools. It’s ex­ceed­ingly un­likely that the Guild would not have saved a man from such ut­ter ru­in, es­pe­cially if he were ruined by a Jew. Those people had vices and tra­gedies of their own; they some­times tor­tured and burned people. But that idea of a man, without God or hope in the world, crawl­ing away to die be­cause nobody cared wheth­er he lived—that isn’t a me­di­ev­al idea. That’s a product of our eco­nom­ic sci­ence and pro­gress. The Jew wouldn’t have been a vas­sal of the feud­al lord. The Jews nor­mally had a spe­cial po­s­i­tion as ser­vants of the King. Above all, the Jew couldn’t pos­sibly have been burned for his re­li­gion.”

			“The para­doxes are mul­tiply­ing,” ob­served Tar­rant; “but surely you won’t deny that Jews were per­se­cuted in the Middle Ages?”

			“It would be near­er the truth,” said Fath­er Brown, “to say they were the only people who wer­en’t per­se­cuted in the Middle Ages. If you want to sat­ir­ize me­di­ev­al­ism, you could make a good case by say­ing that some poor Chris­ti­an might be burned alive for mak­ing a mis­take about the Ho­moousion, while a rich Jew might walk down the street openly sneer­ing at Christ and the Moth­er of God. Well, that’s what the story is like. It was nev­er a story of the Middle Ages; it was nev­er even a le­gend about the Middle Ages. It was made up by some­body whose no­tions came from nov­els and news­pa­pers; and prob­ably made up on the spur of the mo­ment.”

			The oth­ers seemed a little dazed by the his­tor­ic­al di­gres­sion, and seemed to won­der vaguely why the priest em­phas­ized it and made it so im­port­ant a part of the puzzle. But Tar­rant, whose trade it was to pick the prac­tic­al de­tail out of many tangles of di­gres­sion, had sud­denly be­come alert. His bearded chin was thrust for­ward farther than ever, but his sul­len eyes were wide awake.

			“Ah,” he said; “made up on the spur of the mo­ment!”

			“Per­haps that is an ex­ag­ger­a­tion,” ad­mit­ted Fath­er Brown calmly. “I should rather say made up more cas­u­ally and care­lessly than the rest of an un­com­monly care­ful plot. But the plot­ter did not think the de­tails of me­di­ev­al his­tory would mat­ter much to any­body. And his cal­cu­la­tion in a gen­er­al way was pretty nearly right, like most of his oth­er cal­cu­la­tions.”

			“Whose cal­cu­la­tions? Who was right?” de­man­ded the lady with a sud­den pas­sion of im­pa­tience. “Who is this per­son you are talk­ing about? Haven’t we gone through enough, without your mak­ing our flesh creep with your he’s and him’s?”

			“I am talk­ing about the mur­der­er,” said Fath­er Brown.

			“What mur­der­er?” she asked sharply. “Do you mean that the poor Pro­fess­or was murdered?”

			“Well,” said the star­ing Tar­rant gruffly in­to his beard, “we can’t say ‘murdered,’ for we don’t know he’s killed.”

			“The mur­der­er killed some­body else, who was not Pro­fess­or Smaill,” said the priest gravely.

			“Why, whom else could he kill?” asked the oth­er.

			“He killed the Rev­er­end John Wal­ters, the Vicar of Dul­ham,” replied Fath­er Brown with pre­ci­sion. “He only wanted to kill those two, be­cause they both had got hold of rel­ics of one rare pat­tern. The mur­der­er was a sort of mono­ma­ni­ac on the point.”

			“It all sounds very strange,” muttered Tar­rant. “Of course we can’t swear that the Vicar’s really dead either. We haven’t seen his body.”

			“Oh yes, you have,” said Fath­er Brown.

			There was a si­lence as sud­den as the stroke of a gong; a si­lence in which that sub­con­scious guess­work that was so act­ive and ac­cur­ate in the wo­man moved her al­most to a shriek.

			“That is ex­actly what you have seen,” went on the priest. “You have seen his body. You haven’t seen him, the real liv­ing man; but you have seen his body all right. You have stared at it hard by the light of four great candles; and it was not toss­ing sui­cid­ally in the sea, but ly­ing in state like a Prince of the Church in a shrine built be­fore the Cru­sades.”

			“In plain words,” said Tar­rant, “you ac­tu­ally ask us to be­lieve that the em­balmed body was really the corpse of a murdered man.”

			Fath­er Brown was si­lent for a mo­ment; then he said al­most with an air of ir­rel­ev­ance:

			“The first thing I no­ticed about it was the cross; or rather the string sus­pend­ing the cross. Nat­ur­ally, for most of you, it was only a string of beads and noth­ing else in par­tic­u­lar, but, nat­ur­ally also, it was rather more in my line than yours. You re­mem­ber it lay close up to the chin, with only a few beads show­ing, as if the whole neck­let were quite short. But the beads that showed were ar­ranged in a spe­cial way, first one and then three, and so on; in fact, I knew at a glance that it was a ros­ary, an or­din­ary ros­ary with a cross at the end of it. But a ros­ary has at least five dec­ades and ad­di­tion­al beads as well; and I nat­ur­ally wondered where all the rest of it was. It would go much more than once round the old man’s neck. I couldn’t un­der­stand it at the time; and it was only af­ter­wards I guessed where the ex­tra length had gone to. It was coiled round and round the foot of the wooden prop that was fixed in the corner of the coffin, hold­ing up the lid. So that when poor Smaill merely plucked at the cross it jerked the prop out of its place and the lid fell on his skull like a club of stone.”

			“By George!” said Tar­rant; “I’m be­gin­ning to think there’s some­thing in what you say. This is a queer story if it’s true.”

			“When I real­ized that,” went on Fath­er Brown, “I could man­age more or less to guess the rest. Re­mem­ber, first of all, that there nev­er was any re­spons­ible ar­chae­olo­gic­al au­thor­ity for any­thing more than in­vest­ig­a­tion. Poor old Wal­ters was an hon­est an­ti­quary, who was en­gaged in open­ing the tomb to find out if there was any truth in the le­gend about em­balmed bod­ies. The rest was all ru­mour, of the sort that of­ten an­ti­cip­ates or ex­ag­ger­ates such finds. As a fact, he found the body had not been em­balmed, but had fallen in­to dust long ago. Only while he was work­ing there by the light of his lonely candle in that sunken chapel, the candle­light threw an­oth­er shad­ow that was not his own.”

			“Ah!” cried Lady Di­ana with a catch in her breath; “and I know what you mean now. You mean to tell us we have met the mur­der­er, talked and joked with the mur­der­er, let him tell us a ro­mantic tale, and let him de­part un­touched.”

			“Leav­ing his cler­ic­al dis­guise on a rock,” as­sen­ted Brown. “It is all dread­fully simple. This man got ahead of the Pro­fess­or in the race to the church­yard and chapel, pos­sibly while the Pro­fess­or was talk­ing to that lugubri­ous journ­al­ist. He came on the old cler­gy­man be­side the empty coffin and killed him. Then he dressed him­self in the black clothes from the corpse, wrapped it in an old cope which had been among the real finds of the ex­plor­a­tion, and put it in the coffin, ar­ran­ging the ros­ary and the wooden sup­port as I have de­scribed. Then, hav­ing thus set the trap for his second en­emy, he went up in­to the day­light and greeted us all with the most ami­able po­lite­ness of a coun­try cler­gy­man.”

			“He ran a con­sid­er­able risk,” ob­jec­ted Tar­rant, “of some­body know­ing Wal­ters by sight.”

			“I ad­mit he was half-mad,” agreed Fath­er Brown; “and I think you will ad­mit that the risk was worth tak­ing, for he has got off, after all.”

			“I’ll ad­mit he was very lucky,” growled Tar­rant. “And who the dev­il was he?”

			“As you say, he was very lucky,” answered Fath­er Brown, “and not least in that re­spect. For that is the one thing we may nev­er know.”

			He frowned at the table for a mo­ment and then went on: “This fel­low has been hov­er­ing round and threat­en­ing for years, but the one thing he was care­ful of was to keep the secret of who he was; and he has kept it still. But if poor Smaill re­cov­ers, as I think he will, it is pretty safe to say that you will hear more of it.”

			“Why, what will Pro­fess­or Smaill do, do you think?” asked Lady Di­ana.

			“I should think the first thing he would do,” said Tar­rant, “would be to put the de­tect­ives on like dogs after this mur­der­ing dev­il. I should like to have a go at him my­self.”

			“Well,” said Fath­er Brown, smil­ing sud­denly after his long fit of frown­ing per­plex­ity, “I think I know the very first thing he ought to do.”

			“And what is that?” asked Lady Di­ana with grace­ful eager­ness.

			“He ought to apo­lo­gize to all of you,” said Fath­er Brown.

			It was not upon this point, how­ever, that Fath­er Brown found him­self talk­ing to Pro­fess­or Smaill as he sat by the bed­side dur­ing the slow con­vales­cence of that em­in­ent ar­chae­olo­gist. Nor in­deed was it chiefly Fath­er Brown who did the talk­ing; for though the Pro­fess­or was lim­ited to small doses of the stim­u­lant of con­ver­sa­tion, he con­cen­trated most of it upon these in­ter­views with his cler­ic­al friend. Fath­er Brown had a tal­ent for be­ing si­lent in an en­cour­aging way, And Smaill was en­cour­aged by it to talk about many strange things not al­ways easy to talk about; such as the mor­bid phases of re­cov­ery and the mon­strous dreams that of­ten ac­com­pany de­li­ri­um. It is of­ten rather an un­bal­an­cing busi­ness to re­cov­er slowly from a bad knock on the head; and when the head is as in­ter­est­ing a head as that of Pro­fess­or Smaill even its dis­turb­ances and dis­tor­tions are apt to be ori­gin­al and curi­ous. His dreams were like bold and big designs rather out of draw­ing, as they can be seen in the strong but stiff ar­cha­ic arts that he had stud­ied; they were full of strange saints with square and tri­an­gu­lar ha­loes, of golden out­stand­ing crowns and glor­ies round dark and flattened faces, of eagles out of the east and the high he­ad­dresses of bearded men with their hair bound like wo­men. Only, as he told his friend, there was one much sim­pler and less en­tangled type that con­tinu­ally re­curred to his ima­gin­at­ive memory. Again and again all these Byz­antine pat­terns would fade away like the fad­ing gold on which they were traced as upon fire; and noth­ing re­mained but the dark bare wall of rock on which the shin­ing shape of the fish was traced as with a fin­ger dipped in the phos­phor­es­cence of fishes. For that was the sign which he once looked up and saw, in the mo­ment when he first heard round the corner of the dark pas­sage the voice of his en­emy.

			“And at last,” he said, “I think I have seen a mean­ing in the pic­ture and the voice; and one that I nev­er un­der­stood be­fore. Why should I worry be­cause one mad­man among a mil­lion of sane men, leagued in a great so­ci­ety against him, chooses to brag of per­se­cut­ing me or pur­su­ing me to death? The man who drew in the dark cata­comb the secret sym­bol of Christ was per­se­cuted in a very dif­fer­ent fash­ion. He was the sol­it­ary mad­man; the whole sane so­ci­ety was leagued to­geth­er not to save but to slay him. I have some­times fussed and fid­geted and wondered wheth­er this or that man was my per­se­cutor; wheth­er it was Tar­rant; wheth­er it was Le­onard Smyth; wheth­er it was any one of them. Sup­pose it had been all of them? Sup­pose it had been all the men on the boat and the men on the train and the men in the vil­lage. Sup­pose, so far as I was con­cerned, they were all mur­der­ers. I thought I had a right to be alarmed be­cause I was creep­ing through the bowels of the earth in the dark and there was a man who would des­troy me. What would it have been like, if the des­troy­er had been up in the day­light and had owned all the earth and com­manded all the armies and the crowds? How if he had been able to stop all the earths or smoke me out of my hole or kill me the mo­ment I put my nose out in the day­light? What was it like to deal with murder on that scale? The world has for­got­ten these things, as un­til a little while ago it had for­got­ten war.”

			“Yes,” said Fath­er Brown, “but the war came. The fish may be driv­en un­der­ground again, but it will come up in­to the day­light once more. As St. Ant­ony of Padua hu­mor­ously re­marked, it is only fishes who sur­vive the De­luge.”

		
	
		
			The Dagger with Wings

			Fath­er Brown, at one peri­od of his life, found it dif­fi­cult to hang his hat on a hat-peg without re­press­ing a slight shud­der. The ori­gin of this idio­syn­crasy was in­deed a mere de­tail in much more com­plic­ated events; but it was per­haps the only de­tail that re­mained to him in his busy life to re­mind him of the whole busi­ness. Its re­mote ori­gin was to be found in the facts which led Dr. Boyne, the med­ic­al of­ficer at­tached to the po­lice force, to send for the priest on a par­tic­u­lar frosty morn­ing in Decem­ber.

			Dr. Boyne was a big dark Ir­ish­man, one of those rather baff­ling Ir­ish­men to be found all over the world, who will talk sci­entif­ic scep­ti­cism, ma­ter­i­al­ism and cyn­icism at length and at large, but who nev­er dream of re­fer­ring any­thing touch­ing the ritu­al of re­li­gion to any­thing ex­cept the tra­di­tion­al re­li­gion of their nat­ive land. It would be hard to say wheth­er their creed is a very su­per­fi­cial var­nish or a very fun­da­ment­al sub­strat­um; but most prob­ably it is both, with a mass of ma­ter­i­al­ism in between. Any­how, when he thought that mat­ters of that sort might be in­volved, he asked Fath­er Brown to call, though he made no pre­tence of pref­er­ence for that as­pect of them.

			“I’m not sure I want you, you know,” was his greet­ing. “I’m not sure about any­thing yet. I’m hanged if I can make out wheth­er it’s a case for a doc­tor, or a po­lice­man, or a priest.”

			“Well,” said Fath­er Brown with a smile, “as I sup­pose you’re both a po­lice­man and a doc­tor, I seem to be rather in a minor­ity.”

			“I ad­mit you’re what politi­cians call an in­struc­ted minor­ity,” replied the doc­tor. “I mean, I know you’ve had to do a little in our line as well as your own. But it’s pre­cious hard to say wheth­er this busi­ness is in your line or ours, or merely in the line of the Com­mis­sion­ers in Lun­acy. We’ve just had a mes­sage from a man liv­ing near here, in that white house on the hill, ask­ing for pro­tec­tion against a mur­der­ous per­se­cu­tion. We’ve gone in­to the facts as far as we could, and per­haps I’d bet­ter tell you the story as it is sup­posed to have happened, from the be­gin­ning.

			“It seems that a man named Aylmer, who was a wealthy landown­er in the West Coun­try, mar­ried rather late in life and had three sons, Philip, Steph­en and Arnold. But in his bach­el­or days, when he thought he would have no heir, he had ad­op­ted a boy whom he thought very bril­liant and prom­ising, who went by the name of John Strake. His ori­gin seems to be vague; they say he was a found­ling; some say he was a gipsy. I think the last no­tion is mixed up with the fact that Aylmer in his old age dabbled in all sorts of dingy oc­cult­ism, in­clud­ing palm­istry and as­tro­logy, and his three sons say that Strake en­cour­aged him in it. But they said a great many oth­er things be­sides that. They said Strake was an amaz­ing scoun­drel, and es­pe­cially an amaz­ing li­ar; a geni­us in in­vent­ing lies on the spur of the mo­ment and telling them so as to de­ceive a de­tect­ive. But that might very well be a nat­ur­al pre­ju­dice, in the light of what happened. Per­haps you can more or less ima­gine what happened. The old man left prac­tic­ally everything to the ad­op­ted son; and when he died the three real sons dis­puted the will. They said their fath­er had been frightened in­to sur­render and, not to put too fine a point on it, in­to gib­ber­ing idiocy. They said Strake had the strangest and most cun­ning ways of get­ting at him, in spite of the nurses and the fam­ily, and ter­ror­iz­ing him on his deathbed. Any­how, they seemed to have proved some­thing about the dead man’s men­tal con­di­tion, for the courts set aside the will and the sons in­her­ited. Strake is said to have broken out in the most dread­ful fash­ion, and sworn he would kill all three of them, one after an­oth­er, and that noth­ing could hide them from his ven­geance. It is the third or last of the broth­ers, Arnold Aylmer, who is ask­ing for po­lice pro­tec­tion.”

			“Third and last,” said the priest, look­ing at him gravely.

			“Yes,” said Boyne. “The oth­er two are dead.”

			There was a si­lence be­fore he con­tin­ued. “That is where the doubt comes in. There is no proof they were murdered, but they might pos­sibly have been. The eld­est, who took up his po­s­i­tion as squire, was sup­posed to have com­mit­ted sui­cide in his garden. The second, who went in­to trade as a man­u­fac­turer, was knocked on the head by the ma­chinery in his fact­ory; he might very well have taken a false step and fallen. But if Strake did kill them, he is cer­tainly very cun­ning in his way of get­ting to work and get­ting away. On the oth­er hand, it’s more than likely that the whole thing is a mania of con­spir­acy foun­ded on a co­in­cid­ence. Look here, what I want is this: I want some­body of sense, who isn’t an of­fi­cial, to go up and have a talk to this Mr. Arnold Aylmer, and form an im­pres­sion of him. You know what a man with a de­lu­sion is like, and how a man looks when he is telling the truth. I want you to be the ad­vance guard, be­fore we take the mat­ter up.”

			“It seems rather odd,” said Fath­er Brown, “that you haven’t had to take it up be­fore. If there is any­thing in this busi­ness, it seems to have been go­ing on for a good time. Is there any par­tic­u­lar reas­on why he should send for you just now, any more than any oth­er time?”

			“That had oc­curred to me, as you may ima­gine,” answered Dr. Boyne. “He does give a reas­on, but I con­fess it is one of the things that make me won­der wheth­er the whole thing isn’t only the whim of some half-wit­ted crank. He de­clares that all his ser­vants have sud­denly gone on strike and left him, so that he is ob­liged to call on the po­lice to look after his house. And on mak­ing in­quir­ies, I cer­tainly do find that there has been a gen­er­al ex­odus of ser­vants from that house on the hill; and of course the town is full of tales, very one-sided tales I daresay. Their ac­count of it seems to be that their em­ploy­er had be­come quite im­possible in his fid­gets and fears and ex­ac­tions; that he wanted them to guard the house like sentries or sit up like night nurses in a hos­pit­al; that they could nev­er be left alone be­cause he must nev­er be left alone. So they all an­nounced in a loud voice that he was a lun­at­ic, and left. Of course that does not prove he is a lun­at­ic; but it seems rather rum nowadays for a man to ex­pect his valet or his par­lour­maid to act as an armed guard.”

			“And so,” said the priest with a smile, “he wants a po­lice­man to act as his par­lour­maid be­cause his par­lour­maid won’t act as a po­lice­man.”

			“I thought that rather thick, too,” agreed the doc­tor; “but I can’t take the re­spons­ib­il­ity of a flat re­fus­al till I’ve tried a com­prom­ise. You are the com­prom­ise.”

			“Very well,” said Fath­er Brown simply. “I’ll go and call on him now if you like.”

			The rolling coun­try round the little town was sealed and bound with frost, and the sky was as clear and cold as steel, ex­cept in the north­east, where clouds with lur­id ha­loes were be­gin­ning to climb up the sky. It was against these dark­er and more sin­is­ter col­ours that the house on the hill gleamed with a row of pale pil­lars, form­ing a short colon­nade of the clas­sic­al sort. A wind­ing road led up to it across the curve of the down, and plunged in­to a mass of dark bushes. Just be­fore it reached the bushes the air seemed to grow colder and colder, as if he were ap­proach­ing an ice­house or the North Pole. But he was a highly prac­tic­al per­son, nev­er en­ter­tain­ing such fan­cies ex­cept as fan­cies. And he merely cocked his eye at the great liv­id cloud crawl­ing up over the house, and re­marked cheer­fully:

			“It’s go­ing to snow.”

			Through a low or­na­ment­al iron gate­way of the Itali­anate pat­tern he entered a garden hav­ing some­thing of that des­ol­a­tion which only be­longs to the dis­order of or­derly things. Deep-green growths were grey with the faint powder of the frost, large weeds had fringed the fad­ing pat­tern of the flower­beds as if in a ragged frame; and the house stood as if waist-high in a stun­ted forest of shrubs and bushes. The ve­get­a­tion con­sisted largely of ever­greens or very hardy plants; and though it was thus thick and heavy, it was too north­ern to be called lux­uri­ant. It might be de­scribed as an Arc­tic jungle. So it was in some sense with the house it­self, which had a row of columns and a clas­sic­al façade, which might have looked out on the Medi­ter­ranean; but which seemed now to be with­er­ing in the wind of the North Sea. Clas­sic­al or­na­ment here and there ac­cen­tu­ated the con­trast; cary­atides and carved masks of com­edy or tragedy looked down from corners of the build­ing upon the grey con­fu­sion of the garden paths; but the faces seemed to be frost­bit­ten. The very vo­lutes of the cap­it­als might have curled up with the cold.

			Fath­er Brown went up the grassy steps to a square porch flanked by big pil­lars and knocked at the door. About four minutes af­ter­wards he knocked again. Then he stood still pa­tiently wait­ing with his back to the door and looked out on the slowly dark­en­ing land­scape. It was dark­en­ing un­der the shad­ow of that one great con­tin­ent of cloud that had come fly­ing out of the north; and even as he looked out bey­ond the pil­lars of the porch, which seemed huge and black above him in the twi­light, he saw the opales­cent crawl­ing rim of the great cloud as it sailed over the roof and bowed over the porch like a can­opy. The grey can­opy with its faintly col­oured fringes seemed to sink lower and lower upon the garden bey­ond, un­til what had re­cently been a clear and pale-hued winter sky was left in a few sil­ver rib­bons and rags like a sickly sun­set. Fath­er Brown waited; and there was no sound with­in.

			Then he betook him­self briskly down the steps and round the house to look for an­oth­er en­trance. He even­tu­ally found one, a side door in the flat wall, and on this also he hammered and out­side this also he waited. Then he tried the handle and found the door ap­par­ently bolted or fastened in some fash­ion; and then he moved along that side of the house, mus­ing on the pos­sib­il­it­ies of the po­s­i­tion, and won­der­ing wheth­er the ec­cent­ric Mr. Aylmer had bar­ri­caded him­self too deep in the house to hear any kind of sum­mons; or wheth­er per­haps he would bar­ri­cade him­self all the more, on the as­sump­tion that any sum­mons must be the chal­lenge of the aven­ging Strake. It might be that the de­camp­ing ser­vants had only un­locked one door when they left in the morn­ing, and that their mas­ter had locked that; but whatever he might have done it was un­likely that they, in the mood of that mo­ment, had looked so care­fully to the de­fences. He con­tin­ued his prowl round the place; it was not really a large place, though per­haps a little pre­ten­tious; and in a few mo­ments he found he had made the com­plete cir­cuit. A mo­ment after he found what he sus­pec­ted and sought. The French win­dow of one room, cur­tained and shad­owed with creep­er, stood open by a crack, doubt­less ac­ci­dently left ajar, and he found him­self in a cent­ral room, com­fort­ably up­holstered in a rather old-fash­ioned way, with a stair­case lead­ing up from it on one side and a door lead­ing out of it on the oth­er. Im­me­di­ately op­pos­ite him was an­oth­er door, with red glass let in­to it, a little gaud­ily for later tastes; some­thing that looked like a red-robed fig­ure in cheap stained glass. On a round table to the right stood a sort of aquar­i­um—a great bowl full of green­ish wa­ter, in which fishes and sim­il­ar things moved about as in a tank; and just op­pos­ite it a plant of the palm vari­ety with very large green leaves. All this looked so very dusty and Early Vic­tori­an that the tele­phone, vis­ible in the cur­tained al­cove, was al­most a sur­prise.

			“Who is that?” a voice called out sharply and rather sus­pi­ciously from be­hind the stained-glass door.

			“Could I see Mr. Aylmer?” asked the priest apo­lo­get­ic­ally.

			The door opened and a gen­tle­man in a pea­cock-green dress­ing-gown came out with an in­quir­ing look. His hair was rather rough and un­tidy, as if he had been in bed or lived in a state of slowly get­ting up, but his eyes were not only awake but alert, and some would have said alarmed. Fath­er Brown knew that the con­tra­dic­tion was likely enough in a man who had rather run to seed un­der the shad­ow either of a de­lu­sion or a danger. He had a fine aquil­ine face when seen in pro­file, but when seen full face the first im­pres­sion was of the un­tidi­ness and even the wil­der­ness of his loose brown beard.

			“I am Mr. Aylmer,” he said, “but I have got out of the way of ex­pect­ing vis­it­ors.”

			Some­thing about Mr. Aylmer’s un­rest­ful eye promp­ted the priest to go straight to the point. If the man’s per­se­cu­tion was only a mono­mania, he would be the less likely to re­sent it.

			“I was won­der­ing,” said Fath­er Brown softly, “wheth­er it is quite true that you nev­er ex­pect vis­it­ors.”

			“You are right,” replied his host stead­ily. “I al­ways ex­pect one vis­it­or. And he may be the last.”

			“I hope not,” said Fath­er Brown, “but at least I am re­lieved to in­fer that I do not look very like him.”

			Mr. Aylmer shook him­self with a sort of sav­age laugh. “You cer­tainly do not,” he said.

			“Mr. Aylmer,” said Fath­er Brown frankly, “I apo­lo­gize for the liberty, but some friends of mine have told me about your trouble, and asked me to see if I could do any­thing for you. The truth is, I have some little ex­per­i­ence in af­fairs like this.”

			“There are no af­fairs like this,” said Aylmer.

			“You mean,” ob­served Fath­er Brown, “that the tra­gedies in your un­for­tu­nate fam­ily were not nor­mal deaths?”

			“I mean they were not even nor­mal murders,” answered the oth­er. “The man who is hound­ing us all to death is a hell­hound, and his power is from hell.”

			“All evil has one ori­gin,” said the priest gravely. “But how do you know they were not nor­mal murders?”

			Aylmer answered with a ges­ture which offered his guest a chair; then he seated him­self slowly in an­oth­er, frown­ing, with his hands on his knees; but when he looked up his ex­pres­sion had grown milder and more thought­ful, and his voice was quite cor­di­al and com­posed.

			“Sir,” he said, “I don’t want you to ima­gine that I’m in the least an un­reas­on­able per­son. I have come to these con­clu­sions by reas­on, be­cause un­for­tu­nately reas­on really leads there. I have read a great deal on these sub­jects; for I was the only one who in­her­ited my fath­er’s schol­ar­ship in some­what ob­scure mat­ters, and I have since in­her­ited his lib­rary. But what I tell you does not rest on what I have read but on what I have seen.”

			Fath­er Brown nod­ded, and the oth­er pro­ceeded, as if pick­ing his words:

			“In my eld­er broth­er’s case I was not cer­tain at first. There were no marks or foot­prints where he was found shot, and the pis­tol was left be­side him. But he had just re­ceived a threat­en­ing let­ter, cer­tainly from our en­emy, for it was marked with a sign like a winged dag­ger, which was one of his in­fernal cabal­ist­ic tricks. And a ser­vant said she had seen some­thing mov­ing along the garden wall in the twi­light that was much too large to be a cat. I leave it there; all I can say is that if the mur­der­er came, he man­aged to leave no traces of his com­ing. But when my broth­er Steph­en died it was dif­fer­ent; and since then I have known. A ma­chine was work­ing in an open scaf­fold­ing un­der the fact­ory tower; I scaled the plat­form a mo­ment after he had fallen un­der the iron ham­mer that struck him; I did not see any­thing else strike him, but I saw what I saw.

			“A great drift of fact­ory smoke was rolling between me and the fact­ory tower; but through a rift of it I saw on the top of it a dark hu­man fig­ure wrapped in what looked like a black cloak. Then the sul­phur­ous smoke drove between us again; and when it cleared I looked up at the dis­tant chim­ney—there was nobody there. I am a ra­tion­al man, and I will ask all ra­tion­al men how he had reached that dizzy un­ap­proach­able tur­ret, and how he left it.”

			He stared across at the priest with a sphinx-like chal­lenge; then after a si­lence he said ab­ruptly:

			“My broth­er’s brains were knocked out, but his body was not much dam­aged. And in his pock­et we found one of those warn­ing mes­sages dated the day be­fore and stamped with the fly­ing dag­ger.

			“I am sure,” he went on gravely, “that the sym­bol of the winged dag­ger is not merely ar­bit­rary or ac­ci­dent­al. Noth­ing about that ab­om­in­able man is ac­ci­dent­al. He is all design; though it is in­deed a most dark and in­tric­ate design. His mind is woven not only out of elab­or­ate schemes but out of all sorts of secret lan­guages and signs and dumb sig­nals and word­less pic­tures which are the names of name­less things. He is the worst sort of man that the world knows; he is the wicked mys­tic. Now, I don’t pre­tend to pen­et­rate all that is con­veyed by this sym­bol; but it seems surely that it must have a re­la­tion to all that was most re­mark­able, or even in­cred­ible, in his move­ments as he had hovered round my un­for­tu­nate fam­ily. Is there no con­nec­tion between the idea of a winged weapon and the mys­tery by which Philip was struck dead on his own lawn without the light­est touch of any foot­print hav­ing dis­turbed the dust or grass? Is there no con­nec­tion between the plumed poignard fly­ing like a feathered ar­row and that fig­ure which hung on the far top of the top­pling chim­ney, clad in a cloak for pin­ions?”

			“You mean,” said Fath­er Brown thought­fully, “that he is in a per­petu­al state of lev­it­a­tion.”

			“Si­mon Magus did it,” replied Aylmer, “and it was one of the com­mon­est pre­dic­tions of the Dark Ages that An­ti­christ would be able to fly. Any­how, there was the fly­ing dag­ger on the doc­u­ment; and wheth­er or no it could fly, it could cer­tainly strike.”

			“Did you no­tice what sort of pa­per it was on?” asked Fath­er Brown. “Com­mon pa­per?”

			The sphinx-like face broke ab­ruptly in­to a harsh laugh.

			“You can see what they’re like,” said Aylmer grimly, “for I got one my­self this morn­ing.”

			He was lean­ing back in his chair now, with his long legs thrust out from un­der the green dress­ing-gown, which was a little short for him, and his bearded chin pil­lowed on his chest. Without mov­ing oth­er­wise, he thrust his hand deep in the dress­ing-gown pock­et and held out a flut­ter­ing scrap of pa­per at the end of a ri­gid arm. His whole at­ti­tude was sug­gest­ive of a sort of para­lys­is, that was both ri­gid­ity and col­lapse. But the next re­mark of the priest had a curi­ous ef­fect of rous­ing him.

			Fath­er Brown was blink­ing in his short­sighted way at the pa­per presen­ted to him. It was a sin­gu­lar sort of pa­per, rough without be­ing com­mon, as from an artist’s sketch­book; and on it was drawn boldly in red ink a dag­ger dec­or­ated with wings like the rod of Her­mes, with the writ­ten words, “Death comes the day after this, as it came to your broth­ers.”

			Fath­er Brown tossed the pa­per on the floor and sat bolt up­right in his chair.

			“You mustn’t let that sort of stuff stu­pefy you,” he said sharply. “These dev­ils al­ways try to make us help­less by mak­ing us hope­less.”

			Rather to his sur­prise, an awaken­ing wave went over the pros­trate fig­ure, which sprang from its chair as if startled out of a dream.

			“You’re right, you’re right!” cried Aylmer with a rather un­canny an­im­a­tion; “and the dev­ils shall find I’m not so hope­less after all, nor so help­less either. Per­haps I have more hope and bet­ter help than you fancy.”

			He stood with his hands in his pock­ets, frown­ing down at the priest, who had a mo­ment­ary doubt, dur­ing that strained si­lence, about wheth­er the man’s long per­il had not touched the man’s brain. But when he spoke it was quite soberly.

			“I be­lieve my un­for­tu­nate broth­ers failed be­cause they used the wrong weapons. Philip car­ried a re­volver, and that was how his death came to be called sui­cide. Steph­en had po­lice pro­tec­tion, but he also had a sense of what made him ri­dicu­lous; and he could not al­low a po­lice­man to climb up a lad­der after him to a scaf­fold­ing where he stood only a mo­ment. They were both scoffers, re­act­ing in­to scep­ti­cism from the strange mys­ti­cism of my fath­er’s last days. But I al­ways knew there was more in my fath­er than they un­der­stood. It is true that by study­ing ma­gic he fell at last un­der the blight of black ma­gic; the black ma­gic of this scoun­drel Strake. But my broth­ers were wrong about the an­ti­dote. The an­ti­dote to black ma­gic is not brute ma­ter­i­al­ism or worldly wis­dom. The an­ti­dote to black ma­gic is white ma­gic.”

			“It rather de­pends,” said Fath­er Brown, “what you mean by white ma­gic.”

			“I mean sil­ver ma­gic,” said the oth­er, in a low voice, like one speak­ing of a secret rev­el­a­tion. Then after a si­lence he said: “Do you know what I mean by sil­ver ma­gic? Ex­cuse me a mo­ment.”

			He turned and opened the cent­ral door with the red glass and went in­to a pas­sage bey­ond it. The house had less depth than Brown had sup­posed; in­stead of the door open­ing in­to in­teri­or rooms, the cor­ridor it re­vealed ended in an­oth­er door on the garden. The door of one room was on one side of the pas­sage; doubt­less, the priest told him­self, the pro­pri­et­or’s bed­room whence he had rushed out in his dress­ing-gown. There was noth­ing else on that side but an or­din­ary hat­stand with the or­din­ary dingy cluster of old hats and over­coats; but on the oth­er side was some­thing more in­ter­est­ing; a very dark old oak side­board laid out with some old sil­ver, and over­hung by a trophy or or­na­ment of old weapons. It was by that that Arnold Aylmer hal­ted, look­ing up at a long, an­ti­quated pis­tol with a bell-shaped mouth.

			The door at the end of the pas­sage was barely open, and through the crack came a streak of white day­light. The priest had very quick in­stincts about nat­ur­al things, and some­thing in the un­usu­al bril­liancy of that white line told him what had happened out­side. It was in­deed what he had proph­esied when he was ap­proach­ing the house. He ran past his rather startled host and opened the door, to face some­thing that was at once a blank and a blaze. What he had seen shin­ing through the crack was not only the more neg­at­ive white­ness of day­light but the pos­it­ive white­ness of snow. All round, the sweep­ing fall of the coun­try was covered with that shin­ing pal­lor that seems at once hoary and in­no­cent.

			“Here is white ma­gic any­how,” said Fath­er Brown in his cheer­ful voice. Then as he turned back in­to the hall he mur­mured, “And sil­ver ma­gic too, I sup­pose,” for the white lustre touched the sil­ver with splend­our and lit up the old steel here and there in the dark­ling ar­moury. The shaggy head of the brood­ing Aylmer seemed to have a halo of sil­ver fire, as he turned with his face in shad­ow and the out­land­ish pis­tol in his hand.

			“Do you know why I choose this sort of old blun­der­buss?” he asked. “Be­cause I can load it with this sort of bul­let.”

			He had picked up a small apostle spoon from the side­board, and by sheer vi­ol­ence broke off the small fig­ure at the top. “Let us go back in­to the oth­er room,” he ad­ded.

			“Did you ever read about the death of Dun­dee?” he asked when they had re­seated them­selves. He had re­covered from his mo­ment­ary an­noy­ance at the priest’s rest­less­ness. “Gra­ham of Claver­house, you know, who per­se­cuted the Cov­en­anters and had a black horse that could ride straight up a pre­cip­ice. Don’t you know he could only be shot with a sil­ver bul­let, be­cause he had sold him­self to the Dev­il? That’s one com­fort about you; at least you know enough to be­lieve in the Dev­il.”

			“Oh, yes,” replied Fath­er Brown, “I be­lieve in the Dev­il. What I don’t be­lieve in is the Dun­dee. I mean the Dun­dee of Cov­en­ant­ing le­gends, with his night­mare of a horse. John Gra­ham was simply a sev­en­teenth-cen­tury pro­fes­sion­al sol­dier, rather bet­ter than most. If he dra­gooned them it was be­cause he was a dra­goon, but not a dragon. Now my ex­per­i­ence is that it’s not that sort of swag­ger­ing blade who sells him­self to the Dev­il. The dev­il-wor­ship­pers I’ve known were quite dif­fer­ent. Not to men­tion names, which might cause a so­cial flut­ter, I’ll take a man in Dun­dee’s own day. Have you ever heard of Dalrymple of Stair?”

			“No,” replied the oth­er gruffly.

			“You’ve heard of what he did,” said Fath­er Brown, “and it was worse than any­thing Dun­dee ever did; yet he es­capes the in­famy by ob­li­vi­on. He was the man who made the Mas­sacre of Glen­coe. He was a very learned man and lu­cid law­yer, a states­man with very ser­i­ous and en­larged ideas of states­man­ship, a quiet man with a very re­fined and in­tel­lec­tu­al face. That’s the sort of man who sells him­self to the Dev­il.”

			Aylmer half star­ted from his chair with an en­thu­si­asm of eager as­sent.

			“By God! you are right,” he cried. “A re­fined in­tel­lec­tu­al face! That is the face of John Strake.”

			Then he raised him­self and stood look­ing at the priest with a curi­ous con­cen­tra­tion. “If you will wait here a little while,” he said, “I will show you some­thing.”

			He went back through the cent­ral door, clos­ing it after him; go­ing, the priest pre­sumed, to the old side­board or pos­sibly to his bed­room. Fath­er Brown re­mained seated, gaz­ing ab­strac­tedly at the car­pet, where a faint red glim­mer shone from the glass in the door­way. Once it seemed to bright­en like a ruby and then darkened again, as if the sun of that stormy day had passed from cloud to cloud. Noth­ing moved ex­cept the aquat­ic creatures which floated to and fro in the dim green bowl. Fath­er Brown was think­ing hard.

			A minute or two af­ter­wards he got up and slipped quietly to the al­cove of the tele­phone, where he rang up his friend Dr. Boyne, at the of­fi­cial headquar­ters. “I wanted to tell you about Aylmer and his af­fairs,” he said quietly. “It’s a queer story, but I rather think there’s some­thing in it. If I were you I’d send some men up here straight away; four or five men, I think, and sur­round the house. If any­thing does hap­pen there’ll prob­ably be some­thing start­ling in the way of an es­cape.”

			Then he went back and sat down again, star­ing at the dark car­pet, which again glowed blood-red with the light from the glass door. Some­thing in that filtered light set his mind drift­ing on cer­tain bor­der­lands of thought, with the first white day­break be­fore the com­ing of col­our, and all that mys­tery which is al­tern­ately veiled and re­vealed in the sym­bol of win­dows and of doors.

			An in­hu­man howl in a hu­man voice came from bey­ond the closed doors, al­most sim­ul­tan­eously with the noise of fir­ing. Be­fore the echoes of the shot had died away the door was vi­ol­ently flung open and his host staggered in­to the room, the dress­ing-gown half torn from his shoulder and the long pis­tol smoking in his hand. He seemed to be shak­ing in every limb, yet he was shaken in part with an un­nat­ur­al laughter.

			“Glory be to the White Ma­gic!” he cried; “Glory be to the sil­ver bul­let! The hell­hound has hunted once too of­ten, and my broth­ers are avenged at last.”

			He sank in­to a chair and the pis­tol slid from his hand and fell on the floor. Fath­er Brown dar­ted past him, slipped through the glass door and went down the pas­sage. As he did so he put his hand on the handle of the bed­room door, as if half in­tend­ing to enter; then he stooped a mo­ment, as if ex­amin­ing some­thing; and then he ran to the out­er door and opened it.

			On the field of snow, which had been so blank a little while be­fore, lay one black ob­ject. At the first glance it looked a little like an enorm­ous bat. A second glance showed that it was, after all, a hu­man fig­ure; fallen on its face, the whole head covered by a broad black hat hav­ing some­thing of a Lat­in-Amer­ic­an look; while the ap­pear­ance of black-wings came from the two flaps or loose sleeves of a very vast black cloak spread out, per­haps by ac­ci­dent, to their ut­most length on either side. Both the hands were hid­den, though Fath­er Brown thought he could de­tect the po­s­i­tion of one of them, and saw close to it, un­der the edge of the cloak, the glim­mer of some metal­lic weapon. The main ef­fect, how­ever, was curi­ously like that of the simple ex­tra­vag­ances of her­aldry; like a black eagle dis­played on a white ground. But by walk­ing round it and peer­ing un­der the hat the priest got a glimpse of the face, which was in­deed what his host had called re­fined and in­tel­lec­tu­al; even scep­tic­al and aus­tere: the face of John Strake.

			“Well, I’m jiggered,” muttered Fath­er Brown. “It really does look like some vast vam­pire that has swooped down like a bird.”

			“How else could he have come?” came a voice from the door­way, and Fath­er Brown looked up to see Aylmer once more stand­ing there.

			“Couldn’t he have walked?” replied Fath­er Brown evas­ively.

			Aylmer stretched out his arm and swept the white land­scape with a ges­ture.

			“Look at the snow,” he said in a deep voice that had a sort of roll and thrill in it. “Is not the snow un­spot­ted—pure as the white ma­gic you your­self called it? Is there a speck on it for miles, save that one foul black blot that has fallen there? There are no foot­prints, but a few of yours and mine; there are none ap­proach­ing the house from any­where.”

			Then he looked at the little priest for a mo­ment with a con­cen­trated and curi­ous ex­pres­sion, and said:

			“I will tell you some­thing else. That cloak he flies with is too long to walk with. He was not a very tall man, and it would trail be­hind him like a roy­al train. Stretch it out over his body, if you like, and see.”

			“What happened to you both?” asked Fath­er Brown ab­ruptly.

			“It was too swift to de­scribe,” answered Aylmer. “I had looked out of the door and was turn­ing back when there came a kind of rush­ing of wind all around me, as if I were be­ing buf­feted by a wheel re­volving in midair. I spun round some­how and fired blindly; and then I saw noth­ing but what you see now. But I am mor­ally cer­tain you wouldn’t see it, if I had not had a sil­ver shot in my gun. It would have been a dif­fer­ent body ly­ing there in the snow.”

			“By the way,” re­marked Fath­er Brown, “shall we leave it ly­ing there in the snow? Or would you like it taken in­to your room—I sup­pose that’s your bed­room in the pas­sage?”

			“No, no,” replied Aylmer hast­ily; “we must leave it there till the po­lice have seen it. Be­sides, I’ve had as much of such things as I can stand for the mo­ment. Whatever else hap­pens, I’m go­ing to have a drink. After that, they can hang me if they like.”

			In­side the cent­ral apart­ment, between the palm plant and the bowl of fishes, Aylmer tumbled in­to a chair. He had nearly knocked the bowl over as he lurched in­to the room, but he had man­aged to find the de­canter of brandy after plunging his hand rather blindly in­to sev­er­al cup­boards and corners. He did not at any time look like a meth­od­ic­al per­son, but at this mo­ment his dis­trac­tion must have been ex­treme. He drank with a long gulp and began to talk rather fe­ver­ishly, as if to fill up a si­lence.

			“I see you are still doubt­ful,” he said, “though you have seen the thing with your own eyes. Be­lieve me, there was some­thing more be­hind the quar­rel between the spir­it of Strake and the spir­it of the house of Aylmer. Be­sides, you have no busi­ness to be an un­be­liev­er. You ought to stand for all the things these stu­pid people call su­per­sti­tions. Come now, don’t you think there’s a lot in those old wives’ tales about luck and charms and so on, sil­ver bul­lets in­cluded? What do you say about them as a Cath­ol­ic?”

			“I say I’m an ag­nost­ic,” replied Fath­er Brown, smil­ing.

			“Non­sense,” said Aylmer im­pa­tiently. “It’s your busi­ness to be­lieve things.”

			“Well, I do be­lieve some things, of course,” con­ceded Fath­er Brown; “and there­fore, of course, I don’t be­lieve oth­er things.”

			Aylmer was lean­ing for­ward, and look­ing at him with a strange in­tens­ity that was al­most like that of a mes­mer­ist.

			“You do be­lieve it,” he said. “You do be­lieve everything. We all be­lieve everything, even when we deny everything. The den­iers be­lieve. The un­be­liev­ers be­lieve. Don’t you feel in your heart that these con­tra­dic­tions do not really con­tra­dict; that there is a cos­mos that con­tains them all? The soul goes round upon a wheel of stars and all things re­turn; per­haps Strake and I have striv­en in many shapes, beast against beast and bird against bird, and per­haps we shall strive forever. But since we seek and need each oth­er, even that etern­al hatred is an etern­al love. Good and evil go round in a wheel that is one thing and not many. Do you not real­ize in your heart, do you not be­lieve be­hind all your be­liefs, that there is but one real­ity and we are its shad­ows; and that all things are but as­pects of one thing: a centre where men melt in­to Man and Man in­to God?”

			“No,” said Fath­er Brown.

			Out­side, twi­light had be­gun to fall, in that phase of such a snow-laden even­ing when the land looks bright­er than the sky. In the porch of the main en­trance, vis­ible through a half-cur­tained win­dow, Fath­er Brown could dimly see a bulky fig­ure stand­ing. He glanced cas­u­ally at the French win­dows through which he had ori­gin­ally entered, and saw they were darkened with two equally mo­tion­less fig­ures. The in­ner door with the col­oured glass stood slightly ajar; and he could see in the short cor­ridor bey­ond, the ends of two long shad­ows, ex­ag­ger­ated and dis­tor­ted by the level light of even­ing, but still like grey ca­ri­ca­tures of the fig­ures of men. Dr. Boyne had already obeyed his tele­phone mes­sage. The house was sur­roun­ded.

			“What is the good of say­ing no?” in­sisted his host, still with the same hyp­not­ic stare. “You have seen part of that etern­al drama with your own eyes. You have seen the threat of John Strake to slay Arnold Aylmer by black ma­gic. You have seen Arnold Aylmer slay John Strake by white ma­gic. You see Arnold Aylmer alive and talk­ing to you now. And yet you do not be­lieve it.”

			“No, I do not be­lieve it,” said Fath­er Brown, and rose from his chair like one ter­min­at­ing a vis­it.

			“Why not?” asked the oth­er.

			The priest only lif­ted his voice a little, but it soun­ded in every corner of the room like a bell.

			“Be­cause you are not Arnold Aylmer,” he said. “I know who you are. Your name is John Strake; and you have murdered the last of the broth­ers, who is ly­ing out­side in the snow.”

			A ring of white showed round the iris of the oth­er man’s eyes; he seemed to be mak­ing, with burst­ing eye­balls, a last ef­fort to mes­mer­ize and mas­ter his com­pan­ion. Then he made a sud­den move­ment side­ways; and even as he did so the door be­hind him opened and a big de­tect­ive in plain clothes put one hand quietly on his shoulder. The oth­er hand hung down, but it held a re­volver. The man looked wildly round, and saw plain-clothes men in all corners of the quiet room.

			That even­ing Fath­er Brown had an­oth­er and longer con­ver­sa­tion with Dr. Boyne about the tragedy of the Aylmer fam­ily. By that time there was no longer any doubt of the cent­ral fact of the case, for John Strake had con­fessed his iden­tity and even con­fessed his crimes; only it would be truer to say that he boas­ted of his vic­tor­ies. Com­pared to the fact that he had roun­ded off his life’s work with the last Aylmer ly­ing dead, everything else, in­clud­ing ex­ist­ence it­self, seemed to be in­dif­fer­ent to him.

			“The man is a sort of mono­ma­ni­ac,” said Fath­er Brown. “He is not in­ter­ested in any oth­er mat­ter; not even in any oth­er murder. I owe him some­thing for that; for I had to com­fort my­self with the re­flec­tion a good many times this af­ter­noon. As has doubt­less oc­curred to you, in­stead of weav­ing all that wild but in­geni­ous ro­mance about winged vam­pires and sil­ver bul­lets, he might have put an or­din­ary leaden bul­let in­to me, and walked out of the house. I as­sure you it oc­curred quite fre­quently to me.”

			“I won­der why he didn’t,” ob­served Boyne. “I don’t un­der­stand it; but I don’t un­der­stand any­thing yet. How on earth did you dis­cov­er it, and what in the world did you dis­cov­er?”

			“Oh, you provided me with very valu­able in­form­a­tion,” replied Fath­er Brown mod­estly, “es­pe­cially the one piece of in­form­a­tion that really coun­ted. I mean the state­ment that Strake was a very in­vent­ive and ima­gin­at­ive li­ar, with great pres­ence of mind in pro­du­cing his lies. This af­ter­noon he needed it; but he rose to the oc­ca­sion. Per­haps his only mis­take was in choos­ing a preter­nat­ur­al story; he had the no­tion that be­cause I am a cler­gy­man I should be­lieve any­thing. Many people have little no­tions of that kind.”

			“But I can’t make head or tail of it,” said the doc­tor. “You must really be­gin at the be­gin­ning.”

			“The be­gin­ning of it was a dress­ing-gown,” said Fath­er Brown simply. “It was the one really good dis­guise I’ve ever known. When you meet a man in a house with a dress­ing-gown on, you as­sume quite auto­mat­ic­ally that he’s in his own house. I as­sumed it my­self; but af­ter­wards queer little things began to hap­pen. When he took the pis­tol down he clicked it at arm’s length, as a man does to make sure a strange weapon isn’t loaded; of course he would know wheth­er the pis­tols in his own hall were loaded or not. I didn’t like the way he looked for the brandy, or the way he nearly barged in­to the bowl of fishes. For a man who has a fra­gile thing of that sort as a fix­ture in his rooms gets a quite mech­an­ic­al habit of avoid­ing it. But these things might pos­sibly have been fan­cies; the first real point was this. He came out from the little pas­sage between the two doors; and in that pas­sage there’s only one oth­er door lead­ing to a room; so I as­sumed it was the bed­room he had just come from. I tried the handle; but it was locked. I thought this odd; and looked through the key­hole. It was an ut­terly bare room, ob­vi­ously deser­ted; no bed, no any­thing. There­fore he had not come from in­side any room, but from out­side the house. And when I saw that, I think I saw the whole pic­ture.

			“Poor Arnold Aylmer doubt­less slept and per­haps lived up­stairs, and came down in his dress­ing-gown and passed through the red glass door. At the end of the pas­sage, black against the winter day­light, he saw the en­emy of his house. He saw a tall bearded man in a broad-brimmed black hat and a large flap­ping black cloak. He did not see much more in this world. Strake sprang on him, throt­tling or stabbing him; we can­not be sure till the in­quest. Then Strake, stand­ing in the nar­row pas­sage between the hat­stand and the old side­board, and look­ing down in tri­umph on the last of his foes, heard some­thing he had not ex­pec­ted. He heard foot­steps in the par­lour bey­ond. It was my­self en­ter­ing by the French win­dows.

			“His mas­quer­ade was a mir­acle of promptitude. It in­volved not only a dis­guise but a ro­mance; an im­promptu ro­mance. He took off his big black hat and cloak and put on the dead man’s dress­ing-gown. Then he did a rather grisly thing; at least a thing that af­fects my fancy as more grisly than the rest. He hung the corpse like a coat on one of the hat­pegs. He draped it in his own long cloak, and found it hung well be­low the heels; he covered the head en­tirely with his own wide hat. It was the only pos­sible way of hid­ing it in that little pas­sage with the locked door; but it was really a very clev­er one. I my­self walked past the hat­stand once without know­ing it was any­thing but a hat­stand. I think that un­con­scious­ness of mine will al­ways give me a shiver.

			“He might per­haps have left it at that; but I might have dis­covered the corpse at any minute; and, hung where it was, it was a corpse call­ing for what you might call an ex­plan­a­tion. He ad­op­ted the bolder stroke of dis­cov­er­ing it him­self and ex­plain­ing it him­self.

			“Then there dawned on this strange and fright­fully fer­tile mind the con­cep­tion of a story of sub­sti­tu­tion; the re­versal of the parts. He had already as­sumed the part of Arnold Aylmer. Why should not his dead en­emy as­sume the part of John Strake? There must have been some­thing in that topsy-turvy­dom to take the fancy of that darkly fanci­ful man. It was like some fright­ful fancy-dress ball to which the two mor­tal en­emies were to go dressed up as each oth­er. Only, the fancy-dress ball was to be a dance of death: and one of the dan­cers would be dead. That is why I can ima­gine that man put­ting it in his own mind; and I can ima­gine him smil­ing.”

			Fath­er Brown was gaz­ing in­to va­cancy with his large grey eyes, which, when not blurred by his trick of blink­ing, were the one not­able thing in his face. He went on speak­ing simply and ser­i­ously.

			“All things are from God; and above all reas­on and ima­gin­a­tion and the great gifts of the mind. They are good in them­selves; and we must not al­to­geth­er for­get their ori­gin even in their per­ver­sion. Now this man had in him a very noble power to be per­ver­ted; the power of telling stor­ies. He was a great nov­el­ist; only he had twis­ted his fict­ive power to prac­tic­al and to evil ends; to de­ceiv­ing men with false fact in­stead of with true fic­tion. It began with his de­ceiv­ing old Aylmer with elab­or­ate ex­cuses and in­geni­ously de­tailed lies; but even that may have been, at the be­gin­ning, little more than the tall stor­ies and tar­ra­diddles of the child who may say equally he has seen the King of Eng­land or the King of the Fair­ies. It grew strong in him through the vice that per­petu­ates all vices, pride; he grew more and more vain of his promptitude in pro­du­cing stor­ies, of his ori­gin­al­ity and sub­tlety in de­vel­op­ing them. That is what the young Aylmers meant by say­ing that he could al­ways cast a spell over their fath­er; and it was true. It was the sort of spell that the storyteller cast over the tyr­ant in the Ar­a­bi­an Nights. And to the last he walked the world with the pride of a poet; and with the false yet un­fathom­able cour­age of a great li­ar. He could al­ways pro­duce more Ar­a­bi­an Nights if ever his neck was in danger. And today his neck was in danger.

			“But I am sure, as I say, that he en­joyed it as a fantasy as well as a con­spir­acy. He set about the task of telling the true story the wrong way round: of treat­ing the dead man as liv­ing and the live man as dead. He had already got in­to Aylmer’s dress­ing-gown; he pro­ceeded to get in­to Aylmer’s body and soul. He looked at the corpse as if it were his own corpse ly­ing cold in the snow. Then he spreadeagled it in that strange fash­ion to sug­gest the sweep­ing des­cent of a bird of prey, and decked it out not only in his own dark and fly­ing gar­ments but in a whole dark fairytale about the black bird that could only fall by the sil­ver bul­let. I do not know wheth­er it was the sil­ver glit­ter­ing on the side­board or the snow shin­ing bey­ond the door that sug­ges­ted to his in­tensely artist­ic tem­pera­ment the theme of white ma­gic and the white met­al used against ma­gi­cians. But whatever its ori­gin, he made it his own like a poet; and did it very promptly, like a prac­tic­al man. He com­pleted the ex­change and re­versal of parts by fling­ing the corpse out on to the snow as the corpse of Strake. He did his best to work up a creepy con­cep­tion of Strake as some­thing hov­er­ing in the air every­where, a harpy with wings of speed and claws of death; to ex­plain the ab­sence of foot­prints and oth­er things. For one piece of artist­ic im­pudence I hugely ad­mire him. He ac­tu­ally turned one of the con­tra­dic­tions in his case in­to an ar­gu­ment for it; and said that the man’s cloak be­ing too long for him proved that he nev­er walked on the ground like an or­din­ary mor­tal. But he looked at me very hard while he said that; and some­thing told me that he was at that mo­ment try­ing a very big bluff.”

			Dr. Boyne looked thought­ful. “Had you dis­covered the truth by then?” he asked. “There is some­thing very queer and close to the nerves, I think, about no­tions af­fect­ing iden­tity. I don’t know wheth­er it would be more weird to get a guess like that swiftly or slowly. I won­der when you sus­pec­ted and when you were sure.”

			“I think I really sus­pec­ted when I tele­phoned to you,” replied his friend. “And it was noth­ing more than the red light from the closed door bright­en­ing and dark­en­ing on the car­pet. It looked like a splash of blood that grew vivid as it cried for ven­geance. Why should it change like that? I knew the sun had not come out; it could only be be­cause the second door be­hind it had been opened and shut on the garden. But if he had gone out and seen his en­emy then, he would have raised the alarm then; and it was some time af­ter­wards that the fracas oc­curred. I began to feel he had gone out to do some­thing … to pre­pare some­thing … but as to when I was cer­tain, that is a dif­fer­ent mat­ter. I knew that right at the end he was try­ing to hyp­not­ize me, to mas­ter me by the black art of eyes like talis­mans and a voice like an in­cant­a­tion. That’s what he used to do with old Aylmer, no doubt. But it wasn’t only the way he said it, it was what he said. It was the re­li­gion and philo­sophy of it.”

			“I’m afraid I’m a prac­tic­al man,” said the doc­tor with gruff hu­mour, “and I don’t both­er much about re­li­gion and philo­sophy.”

			“You’ll nev­er be a prac­tic­al man till you do,” said Fath­er Brown. “Look here, doc­tor; you know me pretty well; I think you know I’m not a big­ot. You know I know there are all sorts in all re­li­gions; good men in bad ones and bad men in good ones. But there’s just one little fact I’ve learned simply as a prac­tic­al man, an en­tirely prac­tic­al point, that I’ve picked up by ex­per­i­ence, like the tricks of an an­im­al or the trade­mark of a good wine. I’ve scarcely ever met a crim­in­al who philo­soph­ized at all, who didn’t philo­soph­ize along those lines of ori­ent­al­ism and re­cur­rence and re­in­carn­a­tion, and the wheel of des­tiny and the ser­pent bit­ing its own tail. I have found merely in prac­tice that there is a curse on the ser­vants of that ser­pent; on their belly shall they go and the dust shall they eat; and there was nev­er a black­guard or a prof­lig­ate born who could not talk that sort of spir­itu­al­ity. It may not be like that in its real re­li­gious ori­gins; but here in our work­ing world it is the re­li­gion of ras­cals; and I knew it was a ras­cal who was speak­ing.”

			“Why,” said Boyne, “I should have thought that a ras­cal could pretty well pro­fess any re­li­gion he chose.”

			“Yes,” as­sen­ted the oth­er; “he could pro­fess any re­li­gion; that is he could pre­tend to any re­li­gion, if it was all a pre­tence. If it was mere mech­an­ic­al hy­po­crisy and noth­ing else, no doubt it could be done by a mere mech­an­ic­al hy­po­crite. Any sort of mask can be put on any sort of face. Any­body can learn cer­tain phrases or state verbally that he holds cer­tain views. I can go out in­to the street and state that I am a Wes­ley­an Meth­od­ist or a San­demani­an, though I fear in no very con­vin­cing ac­cent. But we are talk­ing about an artist; and for the en­joy­ment of the artist the mask must be to some ex­tent moul­ded on the face. What he makes out­side him must cor­res­pond to some­thing in­side him; he can only make his ef­fects out of some of the ma­ter­i­als of his soul. I sup­pose he could have said he was a Wes­ley­an Meth­od­ist; but he could nev­er be an elo­quent Meth­od­ist as he can be an elo­quent mys­tic and fa­tal­ist. I am talk­ing of the sort of ideal such a man thinks of if he really tries to be ideal­ist­ic. It was his whole game with me to be as ideal­ist­ic as pos­sible; and whenev­er that is at­temp­ted by that sort of man, you will gen­er­ally find it is that sort of ideal. That sort of man may be drip­ping with gore; but he will al­ways be able to tell you quite sin­cerely that Buddhism is bet­ter than Chris­tian­ity. Nay, he will tell you quite sin­cerely that Buddhism is more Chris­ti­an than Chris­tian­ity. That alone is enough to throw a hideous and ghastly ray of light on his no­tion of Chris­tian­ity.”

			“Upon my soul,” said the doc­tor, laugh­ing, “I can’t make out wheth­er you’re de­noun­cing or de­fend­ing him.”

			“It isn’t de­fend­ing a man to say he is a geni­us,” said Fath­er Brown. “Far from it. And it is simply a psy­cho­lo­gic­al fact that an artist will be­tray him­self by some sort of sin­cer­ity. Le­onardo da Vinci can­not draw as if he couldn’t draw. Even if he tried, it will al­ways be a strong par­ody of a weak thing. This man would have made some­thing much too fear­ful and won­der­ful out of the Wes­ley­an Meth­od­ist.”

			When the priest went forth again and set his face home­ward, the cold had grown more in­tense and yet was some­how in­tox­ic­at­ing. The trees stood up like sil­ver can­de­labra of some in­cred­ible cold candlemas of puri­fic­a­tion. It was a pier­cing cold, like that sil­ver sword of pure pain that once pierced the very heart of pur­ity. But it was not a killing cold, save in the sense of seem­ing to kill all the mor­tal ob­struc­tions to our im­mor­tal and im­meas­ur­able vi­tal­ity. The pale green sky of twi­light, with one star like the star of Beth­le­hem, seemed by some strange con­tra­dic­tion to be a cav­ern of clar­ity. It was as if there could be a green fur­nace of cold which wakened all things to life like warmth, and that the deep­er they went in­to those cold crys­tal­line col­ours the more were they light like winged creatures and clear like col­oured glass. It tingled with truth and it di­vided truth from er­ror with a blade like ice; but all that was left had nev­er felt so much alive. It was as if all joy were a jew­el in the heart of an ice­berg. The priest hardly un­der­stood his own mood as he ad­vanced deep­er and deep­er in­to the green gloam­ing, drink­ing deep­er and deep­er draughts of that vir­gin­al vi­va­city of the air. Some for­got­ten muddle and mor­bid­ity seemed to be left be­hind, or wiped out as the snow had painted out the foot­prints of the man of blood As he shuffled home­wards through the snow, he muttered to him­self: “And yet he is right enough about there be­ing a white ma­gic, if he only knows where to look for it.”

		
	
		
			The Doom of the Darnaways

			Two land­scape-paint­ers stood look­ing at one land­scape, which was also a sea­scape, and both were curi­ously im­pressed by it, though their im­pres­sions were not ex­actly the same. To one of them, who was a rising artist from Lon­don, it was new as well as strange. To the oth­er, who was a loc­al artist, but with some­thing more than a loc­al celebrity, it was bet­ter known; but per­haps all the more strange for what he knew of it.

			In terms of tone and form, as these men saw it, it was a stretch of sands against a stretch of sun­set, the whole scene ly­ing in strips of sombre col­our, dead green and bronze and brown and a drab that was not merely dull but in that gloam­ing in some way more mys­ter­i­ous than gold. All that broke these level lines was a long build­ing which ran out from the fields in­to the sands of the sea, so that its fringe of dreary weeds and rushes seemed al­most to meet the sea­weed. But its most sin­gu­lar fea­ture was that the up­per part of it had the ragged out­lines of a ru­in, pierced by so many wide win­dows and large rents as to be a mere dark skel­et­on against the dy­ing light; while the lower bulk of the build­ing had hardly any win­dows at all, most of them be­ing blind and bricked up and their out­lines only faintly trace­able in the twi­light. But one win­dow at least was still a win­dow; and it seemed strangest of all that it showed a light.

			“Who on earth can live in that old shell?” ex­claimed the Lon­don­er, who was a big, bo­hemi­an-look­ing man, young but with a shaggy red beard that made him look older; Chelsea knew him fa­mil­iarly as Harry Payne.

			“Ghosts, you might sup­pose,” replied his friend Mar­tin Wood. “Well, the people who live there really are rather like ghosts.”

			It was per­haps rather a para­dox that the Lon­don artist seemed al­most bu­col­ic in his bois­ter­ous fresh­ness and won­der, while the loc­al artist seemed a more shrewd and ex­per­i­enced per­son, re­gard­ing him with ma­ture and ami­able amuse­ment; in­deed, the lat­ter was al­to­geth­er a quieter and more con­ven­tion­al fig­ure, wear­ing dark­er clothes and with his square and stol­id face clean-shaven.

			“It is only a sign of the times, of course,” he went on, “or of the passing of old times and old fam­il­ies with them. The last of the great Darnaways live in that house; and not many of the new poor are as poor as they are. They can’t even af­ford to make their own top-story hab­it­able; but have to live in the lower rooms of a ru­in, like bats and owls. Yet they have fam­ily por­traits that go back to the Wars of the Roses and the first por­trait-paint­ing in Eng­land, and very fine some of them are; I hap­pen to know, be­cause they asked for my pro­fes­sion­al ad­vice in over­haul­ing them. There’s one of them es­pe­cially, and one of the earli­est, but it’s so good that it gives you the creeps.”

			“The whole place gives you the creeps, I should think by the look of it,” replied Payne.

			“Well,” said his friend, “to tell you the truth it does.”

			The si­lence that fol­lowed was stirred by a faint rustle among the rushes by the moat; and it gave them, ra­tion­ally enough, a slight nervous start when a dark fig­ure brushed along the bank, mov­ing rap­idly and al­most like a startled bird. But it was only a man walk­ing briskly with a black bag in his hand: a man with a long sal­low face and sharp eyes that glanced at the Lon­don stranger in a slightly dark­ling and sus­pi­cious man­ner.

			“It’s only Dr. Barnet,” said Wood with a sort of re­lief. “Good even­ing, Doc­tor. Are you go­ing up to the house? I hope nobody’s ill.”

			“Every­body’s al­ways ill in a place like that,” growled the doc­tor, “only some­times they’re too ill to know it. The very air of the place is a blight and a pes­ti­lence. I don’t envy the young man from Aus­tralia.”

			“And who,” asked Payne ab­ruptly and rather ab­sently, “may the young man from Aus­tralia be?”

			“Ah!” snorted the doc­tor; “hasn’t your friend told you about him? As a mat­ter of fact I be­lieve he is ar­riv­ing today. Quite a ro­mance in the old style of me­lo­drama: the heir back from the colon­ies to his ruined castle, all com­plete even down to an old fam­ily com­pact for his mar­ry­ing the lady watch­ing in the ivied tower. Queer old stuff, isn’t it? but it really hap­pens some­times. He’s even got a little money, which is the only bright spot there ever was in this busi­ness.”

			“What does Miss Darnaway her­self, in her ivied tower, think of the busi­ness?” asked Mar­tin Wood dryly.

			“What she thinks of everything else by this time,” replied the doc­tor. “They don’t think in this weedy old den of su­per­sti­tions; they only dream and drift. I think she ac­cepts the fam­ily con­tract and the co­lo­ni­al hus­band as part of the Doom of the Darnaways, don’t you know. I really think that if he turned out to be a hump­backed Negro with one eye and a hom­icid­al mania, she would only think it ad­ded a fin­ish­ing touch and fit­ted in with the twi­light scenery.”

			“You’re not giv­ing my friend from Lon­don a very lively pic­ture of my friends in the coun­try,” said Wood, laugh­ing. “I had in­ten­ded tak­ing him there to call; no artist ought to miss those Darnaway por­traits if he gets the chance. But per­haps I’d bet­ter post­pone it if they’re in the middle of the Aus­trali­an in­va­sion.”

			“Oh, do go in and see them, for the Lord’s sake,” said Dr. Barnet warmly. “Any­thing that will bright­en their blighted lives will make my task easi­er. It will need a good many co­lo­ni­al cous­ins to cheer things up, I should think; and the more the mer­ri­er. Come, I’ll take you in my­self.”

			As they drew near­er to the house it was seen to be isol­ated like an is­land in a moat of brack­ish wa­ter which they crossed by a bridge. On the oth­er side spread a fairly wide stony floor or em­bank­ment with great cracks across it, in which little tufts of weed and thorn sprouted here and there. This rock plat­form looked large and bare in the grey twi­light; and Payne could hardly have be­lieved that such a corner of space could have con­tained so much of the soul of a wil­der­ness. This plat­form only jut­ted out on one side, like a gi­ant door­step, and bey­ond it was the door; a very low-browed Tu­dor arch­way stand­ing open but dark, like a cave.

			When the brisk doc­tor led them in­side without ce­re­mony, Payne had, as it were, an­oth­er shock of de­pres­sion. He could have ex­pec­ted to find him­self mount­ing to a very ru­in­ous tower, by very nar­row wind­ing stair­cases; but in this case the first steps in­to the house were ac­tu­ally steps down­wards. They went down sev­er­al short and broken stair­ways in­to large twi­lit rooms which, but for their lines of dark pic­tures and dusty book­shelves, might have been the tra­di­tion­al dun­geons be­neath the castle moat. Here and there a candle in an old can­dle­stick lit up some dusty ac­ci­dent­al de­tail of a dead el­eg­ance; but the vis­it­or was not so much im­pressed or de­pressed by this ar­ti­fi­cial light as by the one pale gleam of nat­ur­al light. As he passed down the long room he saw the only win­dow in that wall, a curi­ous low oval win­dow of a late-sev­en­teenth-cen­tury fash­ion. But the strange thing about it was that it did not look out dir­ectly on any space of sky but only on a re­flec­tion of sky; a pale strip of day­light merely mirrored in the moat, un­der the hanging shad­ow of the bank. Payne had a memory of the Lady of Shal­lot who nev­er saw the world out­side ex­cept in a mir­ror. The lady of this Shal­lot not only in some sense saw the world in a mir­ror, but even saw the world up­side-down.

			“It’s as if the house of Darnaway were fall­ing lit­er­ally as well as meta­phor­ic­ally,” said Wood in a low voice, “as if it were sink­ing slowly in­to a swamp or a quick­sand; un­til the sea goes over it like a green roof.”

			Even the sturdy Dr. Barnet star­ted a little at the si­lent ap­proach of the fig­ure that came to re­ceive them. In­deed, the room was so si­lent that they were all startled to real­ize that it was not empty. There were three people in it when they entered: three dim fig­ures mo­tion­less in the dim room; all three dressed in black and look­ing like dark shad­ows. As the fore­most fig­ure drew near­er the grey light from the win­dow, he showed a face that looked al­most as grey as its frame of hair. This was old Vine, the stew­ard, long left in loco par­entis since the death of that ec­cent­ric par­ent, the last Lord Darnaway. He would have been a hand­some old man if he had had no teeth. As it was, he had one which showed every now and then and gave him a rather sin­is­ter ap­pear­ance. He re­ceived the doc­tor and his friends with a fine cour­tesy and es­cor­ted them to where the oth­er two fig­ures in black were seated. One of them seemed to Payne to give an­oth­er ap­pro­pri­ate touch of gloomy an­tiquity to the castle by the mere fact of be­ing a Ro­man Cath­ol­ic priest, who might have come out of a priest’s hole in the dark old days. Payne could ima­gine him mut­ter­ing pray­ers or telling beads, or tolling bells or do­ing a num­ber of in­dis­tinct and mel­an­choly things in that mel­an­choly place. Just then he might be sup­posed to have been giv­ing re­li­gious con­sol­a­tion to the lady; but it could hardly be sup­posed that the con­sol­a­tion was very con­sol­ing, or at any rate that it was very cheer­ing. For the rest, the priest was per­son­ally in­sig­ni­fic­ant enough, with plain and rather ex­pres­sion­less fea­tures; but the lady was a very dif­fer­ent mat­ter. Her face was very far from be­ing plain or in­sig­ni­fic­ant; it stood out from the dark­ness of her dress and hair and back­ground with a pal­lor that was al­most aw­ful, but a beauty that was al­most aw­fully alive. Payne looked at it as long as he dared; and he was to look at it a good deal longer be­fore he died.

			Wood merely ex­changed with his friends such pleas­ant and po­lite phrases as would lead up to his pur­pose of re­vis­it­ing the por­traits. He apo­lo­gized for call­ing on the day which he heard was to be one of fam­ily wel­come; but he was soon con­vinced that the fam­ily was rather mildly re­lieved to have vis­it­ors to dis­tract them or break the shock. He did not hes­it­ate, there­fore, to lead Payne through the cent­ral re­cep­tion-room in­to the lib­rary bey­ond, where hung the por­trait, for there was one which he was es­pe­cially bent on show­ing, not only as a pic­ture but al­most as a puzzle. The little priest trudged along with them; he seemed to know some­thing about old pic­tures as well as about old pray­ers.

			“I’m rather proud of hav­ing spot­ted this,” said Wood. “I be­lieve it’s a Hol­bein. If it isn’t, there was some­body liv­ing in Hol­bein’s time who was as great as Hol­bein.”

			It was a por­trait in the hard but sin­cere and liv­ing fash­ion of the peri­od, rep­res­ent­ing a man clad in black trimmed with gold and fur, with a heavy, full, rather pale face but watch­ful eyes.

			“What a pity art couldn’t have stopped forever at just that trans­ition stage,” cried Wood, “and nev­er transitioned any more. Don’t you see it’s just real­ist­ic enough to be real? Don’t you see the face speaks all the more be­cause it stands out from a rather stiffer frame­work of less es­sen­tial things? And the eyes are even more real than the face. On my soul, I think the eyes are too real for the face! It’s just as if those sly, quick eye­balls were pro­trud­ing out of a great pale mask.”

			“The stiff­ness ex­tends to the fig­ure a little, I think,” said Payne. “They hadn’t quite mastered ana­tomy when me­di­ev­al­ism ended, at least in the north. That left leg looks to me a good deal out of draw­ing.”

			“I’m not so sure,” replied Wood quietly. “Those fel­lows who painted just when real­ism began to be done, and be­fore it began to be over­done, were of­ten more real­ist­ic than we think. They put real de­tails of por­trait­ure in­to things that are thought merely con­ven­tion­al. You might say this fel­low’s eye­brows or eye-sock­ets are a little lop­sided; but I bet if you knew him you’d find that one of his eye­brows did really stick up more than the oth­er. And I shouldn’t won­der if he was lame or some­thing, and that black leg was meant to be crooked.”

			“What an old dev­il he looks!” burst out Payne sud­denly. “I trust his rev­er­ence will ex­cuse my lan­guage.”

			“I be­lieve in the dev­il, thank you,” said the priest with an in­scrut­able face. “Curi­ously enough there was a le­gend that the dev­il was lame.”

			“I say,” pro­tested Payne, “you can’t really mean that he was the dev­il; but who the dev­il was he?”

			“He was the Lord Darnaway un­der Henry VII and Henry VIII,” replied his com­pan­ion. “But there are curi­ous le­gends about him, too; one of them is re­ferred to in that in­scrip­tion round the frame, and fur­ther de­veloped in some notes left by some­body in a book I found here. They are both rather curi­ous read­ing.”

			Payne leaned for­ward, cran­ing his head so as to fol­low the ar­cha­ic in­scrip­tion round the frame. Leav­ing out the an­ti­quated let­ter­ing and spelling, it seemed to be a sort of rhyme run­ning some­what thus:

			
				
					In the sev­enth heir I shall re­turn:
					

					In the sev­enth hour I shall de­part:
					

					None in that hour shall hold my hand:
					

					And woe to her that holds my heart.
				

			

			“It sounds creepy some­how,” said Payne, “but that may be partly be­cause I don’t un­der­stand a word of it.”

			“It’s pretty creepy even when you do,” said Wood in a low voice. “The re­cord made at a later date, in the old book I found, is all about how this beauty de­lib­er­ately killed him­self in such a way that his wife was ex­ecuted for his murder. An­oth­er note com­mem­or­ates a later tragedy, sev­en suc­ces­sions later, un­der the Georges, in which an­oth­er Darnaway com­mit­ted sui­cide, hav­ing first thought­fully left pois­on in his wife’s wine. It’s said that both sui­cides took place at sev­en in the even­ing. I sup­pose the in­fer­ence is that he does really re­turn with every sev­enth in­her­it­or and makes things pleas­ant, as the rhyme sug­gests, for any lady un­wise enough to marry him.”

			“On that ar­gu­ment,” replied Payne, “it would be a trifle un­com­fort­able for the next sev­enth gen­tle­man.”

			Wood’s voice was lower still as he said:

			“The new heir will be the sev­enth.”

			Harry Payne sud­denly heaved up his great chest and shoulders like a man fling­ing off a bur­den.

			“What crazy stuff are we all talk­ing?” he cried. “We’re all edu­cated men in an en­lightened age, I sup­pose. Be­fore I came in­to this damned dank at­mo­sphere I’d nev­er have be­lieved I should be talk­ing of such things, ex­cept to laugh at them.”

			“You are right,” said Wood. “If you lived long enough in this un­der­ground palace you’d be­gin to feel dif­fer­ently about things. I’ve be­gun to feel very curi­ously about that pic­ture, hav­ing had so much to do with hand­ling and hanging it. It some­times seems to me that the painted face is more alive than the dead faces of the people liv­ing here; that it is a sort of talis­man or mag­net: that it com­mands the ele­ments and draws out the des­tinies of men and things. I sup­pose you would call it very fanci­ful.”

			“What is that noise?” cried Payne sud­denly.

			They all listened, and there seemed to be no noise ex­cept the dull boom of the dis­tant sea; then they began to have the sense of some­thing ming­ling with it; some­thing like a voice call­ing through the sound of the surf, dulled by it at first, but com­ing near­er and near­er. The next mo­ment they were cer­tain; someone was shout­ing out­side in the dusk.

			Payne turned to the low win­dow be­hind him and bent to look out. It was the win­dow from which noth­ing could be seen ex­cept the moat with its re­flec­tion of bank and sky. But that in­ver­ted vis­ion was not the same that he had seen be­fore. From the hanging shad­ow of the bank in the wa­ter de­pended two dark shad­ows re­flec­ted from the feet and legs of a fig­ure stand­ing above upon the bank. Through that lim­ited aper­ture they could see noth­ing but the two legs black against the re­flec­tion of a pale and liv­id sun­set. But some­how that very fact of the head be­ing in­vis­ible, as if in the clouds, gave some­thing dread­ful to the sound that fol­lowed; the voice of a man cry­ing aloud what they could not prop­erly hear or un­der­stand. Payne es­pe­cially was peer­ing out of the little win­dow with an altered face, and he spoke with an altered voice:

			“How queerly he’s stand­ing!”

			“No, no,” said Wood, in a sort of sooth­ing whis­per. “Things of­ten look like that in re­flec­tion. It’s the waver­ing of the wa­ter that makes you think that.”

			“Think what?” asked the priest shortly.

			“That his left leg is crooked,” said Wood.

			Payne had thought of the oval win­dow as a sort of mys­tic­al mir­ror; and it seemed to him that there were in it oth­er in­scrut­able im­ages of doom. There was some­thing else be­side the fig­ure that he did not un­der­stand; three thin­ner legs show­ing in dark lines against the light, as if some mon­strous three-legged spider or bird were stand­ing be­side the stranger. Then he had the less crazy thought of a tri­pod like that of the hea­then or­acles; and the next mo­ment the thing had van­ished and the legs of the hu­man fig­ure passed out of the pic­ture.

			He turned to meet the pale face of old Vine, the stew­ard, with his mouth open, eager to speak, and his single tooth show­ing.

			“He has come,” he said. “The boat ar­rived from Aus­tralia this morn­ing.”

			Even as they went back out of the lib­rary in­to the cent­ral salon, they heard the foot­steps of the new­comer clat­ter­ing down the en­trance steps, with vari­ous items of light lug­gage trailed be­hind him. When Payne saw one of them, he laughed with a re­ac­tion of re­lief. His tri­pod was noth­ing but the tele­scop­ic legs of a port­able cam­era, eas­ily packed and un­packed; and the man who was car­ry­ing it seemed so far to take on equally sol­id and nor­mal qual­it­ies. He was dressed in dark clothes, but of a care­less and hol­i­day sort; his shirt was of grey flan­nel, and his boots echoed un­com­prom­isingly enough in those still cham­bers. As he strode for­ward to greet his new circle his stride had scarcely more than the sug­ges­tion of a limp. But Payne and his com­pan­ions were look­ing at his face, and could scarcely take their eyes from it.

			He evid­ently felt there was some­thing curi­ous and un­com­fort­able about his re­cep­tion; but they could have sworn that he did not him­self know the cause of it. The lady sup­posed to be in some sense already be­trothed to him was cer­tainly beau­ti­ful enough to at­tract him; but she evid­ently also frightened him. The old stew­ard brought him a sort of feud­al homage, yet treated him as if he were the fam­ily ghost. The priest still looked at him with a face which was quite in­de­cipher­able, and there­fore per­haps all the more un­nerv­ing. A new sort of irony, more like the Greek irony, began to pass over Payne’s mind. He had dreamed of the stranger as a dev­il, but it seemed al­most worse that he was an un­con­scious des­tiny. He seemed to march to­wards crime with the mon­strous in­no­cence of Oed­ipus. He had ap­proached the fam­ily man­sion in so blindly buoy­ant a spir­it as to have set up his cam­era to pho­to­graph his first sight of it; and even the cam­era had taken on the semb­lance of the tri­pod of a tra­gic py­thon­ess.

			Payne was sur­prised, when tak­ing his leave a little while after, at some­thing which showed that the Aus­trali­an was already less un­con­scious of his sur­round­ings. He said in a low voice:

			“Don’t go … or come again soon. You look like a hu­man be­ing. This place fairly gives me the jumps.”

			When Payne emerged out of those al­most sub­ter­ranean halls and came in­to the night air and the smell of the sea, he felt as if he had come out of that un­der­world of dreams in which events tumble on top of each oth­er in a way at once un­rest­ful and un­real. The ar­rival of the strange re­l­at­ive had been some­how un­sat­is­fy­ing and as it were un­con­vin­cing. The doub­ling of the same face in the old por­trait and the new ar­rival troubled him like a two-headed mon­ster. And yet it was not al­to­geth­er a night­mare; nor was it that face, per­haps, that he saw most vividly.

			“Did you say?” he asked of the doc­tor, as they strode to­geth­er across the striped dark sands by the dark­en­ing sea, “Did you say that young man was be­trothed to Miss Darnaway by a fam­ily com­pact or some­thing? Sounds rather like a nov­el.”

			“But an his­tor­ic­al nov­el,” answered Dr. Barnet. “The Darnaways all went to sleep a few cen­tur­ies ago, when things were really done that we only read of in ro­mances. Yes, I be­lieve there’s some fam­ily tra­di­tion by which second or third cous­ins al­ways marry when they stand in a cer­tain re­la­tion of age, in or­der to unite the prop­erty. A damned silly tra­di­tion, I should say; and if they of­ten mar­ried in and in, in that fash­ion, it may ac­count on prin­ciples of hered­ity for their hav­ing gone so rot­ten.”

			“I should hardly say,” answered Payne a little stiffly, “that they had all gone rot­ten.”

			“Well,” replied the doc­tor, “the young man doesn’t look rot­ten, of course, though he’s cer­tainly lame.”

			“The young man!” cried Payne, who was sud­denly and un­reas­on­ably angry. “Well, if you think the young lady looks rot­ten, I think it’s you who have rot­ten taste.”

			The doc­tor’s face grew dark and bit­ter. “I fancy I know more about it than you do,” he snapped.

			They com­pleted the walk in si­lence, each feel­ing that he had been ir­ra­tion­ally rude and had suffered equally ir­ra­tion­al rude­ness; and Payne was left to brood alone on the mat­ter, for his friend Wood had re­mained be­hind to at­tend to some of his busi­ness in con­nec­tion with the pic­tures.

			Payne took very full ad­vant­age of the in­vit­a­tion ex­ten­ded by the co­lo­ni­al cous­in, who wanted some­body to cheer him up. Dur­ing the next few weeks he saw a good deal of the dark in­teri­or of the Darnaway home; though it might be said that he did not con­fine him­self en­tirely to cheer­ing up the co­lo­ni­al cous­in. The lady’s mel­an­choly was of longer stand­ing and per­haps needed more lift­ing; any­how, he showed a la­bor­i­ous read­i­ness to lift it. He was not without a con­science, how­ever, and the situ­ation made him doubt­ful and un­com­fort­able. Weeks went by and nobody could dis­cov­er from the de­mean­our of the new Darnaway wheth­er he con­sidered him­self en­gaged ac­cord­ing to the old com­pact or no. He went moon­ing about the dark gal­ler­ies and stood star­ing va­cantly at the dark and sin­is­ter pic­ture. The shades of that pris­on-house were cer­tainly be­gin­ning to close on him, and there was little of his Aus­trali­an as­sur­ance left. But Payne could dis­cov­er noth­ing upon the point that con­cerned him most. Once he at­temp­ted to con­fide in his friend Mar­tin Wood, as he was pot­ter­ing about in his ca­pa­city of pic­ture-hanger; but even out of him he got very little sat­is­fac­tion.

			“It seems to me you can’t butt in,” said Wood shortly, “be­cause of the en­gage­ment.”

			“Of course I shan’t butt in if there is an en­gage­ment,” re­tor­ted his friend; “but is there? I haven’t said a word to her of course; but I’ve seen enough of her to be pretty cer­tain she doesn’t think there is, even if she thinks there may be. He doesn’t say there is, or even hint that there ought to be. It seems to me this shilly-shal­ly­ing is rather un­fair on every­body.”

			“Es­pe­cially on you, I sup­pose,” said Wood a little harshly. “But if you ask me, I’ll tell you what I think—I think he’s afraid.”

			“Afraid of be­ing re­fused?” asked Payne.

			“No; afraid of be­ing ac­cep­ted,” answered the oth­er. “Don’t bite my head off—I don’t mean afraid of the lady. I mean afraid of the pic­ture.”

			“Afraid of the pic­ture!” re­peated Payne.

			“I mean afraid of the curse,” said Wood. “Don’t you re­mem­ber the rhyme about the Darnaway doom fall­ing on him and her.”

			“Yes, but look here,” cried Payne; “even the Darnaway doom can’t have it both ways. You tell me first that I mustn’t have my own way be­cause of the com­pact, and then that the com­pact mustn’t have its own way be­cause of the curse. But if the curse can des­troy the com­pact, why should she be tied to the com­pact? If they’re frightened of mar­ry­ing each oth­er, they’re free to marry any­body else, and there’s an end of it. Why should I suf­fer for the ob­serv­ance of some­thing they don’t pro­pose to ob­serve? It seems to me your po­s­i­tion is very un­reas­on­able.”

			“Of course it’s all a tangle,” said Wood rather crossly, and went on ham­mer­ing at the frame of a can­vas.

			Sud­denly, one morn­ing, the new heir broke his long and baff­ling si­lence. He did it in a curi­ous fash­ion, a little crude, as was his way, but with an ob­vi­ous anxi­ety to do the right thing. He asked frankly for ad­vice, not of this or that in­di­vidu­al as Payne had done, but col­lect­ively as of a crowd. When he did speak, he threw him­self on the whole com­pany, like a states­man go­ing to the coun­try. He called it “a show­down.” For­tu­nately the lady was not in­cluded in this large ges­ture; and Payne shuddered when he thought of her feel­ings. But the Aus­trali­an was quite hon­est; he thought the nat­ur­al thing was to ask for help and for in­form­a­tion, call­ing a sort of fam­ily coun­cil at which he put his cards on the table. It might be said that he flung down his cards on the table, for he did it with a rather des­per­ate air, like one who had been har­assed for days and nights by the in­creas­ing pres­sure of a prob­lem. In that short time the shad­ows of that place of low win­dows and sink­ing pave­ments had curi­ously changed him and in­creased a cer­tain re­semb­lance that crept through all their memor­ies.

			The five men, in­clud­ing the doc­tor, were sit­ting round a table; and Payne was idly re­flect­ing that his own light tweeds and red hair must be the only col­ours in the room, for the priest and the stew­ard were in black and Wood and Darnaway ha­bitu­ally wore dark grey suits that looked al­most like black. Per­haps this in­con­gru­ity had been what the young man had meant by call­ing him a hu­man be­ing. At that mo­ment the young man him­self turned ab­ruptly in his chair and began to talk. A mo­ment after the dazed artist knew that he was talk­ing about the most tre­mend­ous thing in the world.

			“Is there any­thing in it?” he was say­ing. “That is what I’ve come to ask­ing my­self till I’m nearly crazy. I’d nev­er have be­lieved I should come to think­ing of such things; but I think of the por­trait and the rhyme and the co­in­cid­ences or whatever you call them, and I go cold. Is there any­thing in it? Is there any Doom of the Darnaways or only a damned queer ac­ci­dent? Have I got a right to marry, or shall I bring some­thing big and black out of the sky, that I know noth­ing about, on my­self and some­body else?”

			His rolling eye had roamed round the table and res­ted on the plain face of the priest, to whom he now seemed to be speak­ing. Payne’s sub­merged prac­tic­al­ity rose in protest against the prob­lem of su­per­sti­tion be­ing brought be­fore that su­premely su­per­sti­tious tribunal. He was sit­ting next to Darnaway and struck in be­fore the priest could an­swer.

			“Well, the co­in­cid­ences are curi­ous, I ad­mit,” he said, rather for­cing a note of cheer­ful­ness; “but surely we—” and then he stopped as if he had been struck by light­ning. For Darnaway had turned his head sharply over his shoulder at the in­ter­rup­tion, and with the move­ment his left eye­brow jerked up far above its fel­low and for an in­stant the face of the por­trait glared at him with a ghastly ex­ag­ger­a­tion of ex­actitude. The rest saw it; and all had the air of hav­ing been dazzled by an in­stant of light. The old stew­ard gave a hol­low groan.

			“It is no good,” he said hoarsely; “we are deal­ing with some­thing too ter­rible.”

			“Yes,” as­sen­ted the priest in a low voice, “we are deal­ing with some­thing ter­rible; with the most ter­rible thing I know; and the name of it is non­sense.”

			“What did you say?” said Darnaway, still look­ing to­wards him.

			“I said non­sense,” re­peated the priest. “I have not said any­thing in par­tic­u­lar up to now, for it was none of my busi­ness; I was only tak­ing tem­por­ary duty in the neigh­bour­hood and Miss Darnaway wanted to see me. But since you’re ask­ing me per­son­ally and point-blank, why, it’s easy enough to an­swer. Of course there’s no Doom of the Darnaways to pre­vent your mar­ry­ing any­body you have any de­cent reas­on for mar­ry­ing. A man isn’t fated to fall in­to the smal­lest ve­ni­al sin, let alone in­to crimes like sui­cide and murder. You can’t be made to do wicked things against your will be­cause your name is Darnaway, any more than I can be­cause my name is Brown. The Doom of the Browns,” he ad­ded with rel­ish—“the Weird of the Browns would sound even bet­ter.”

			“And you of all people,” re­peated the Aus­trali­an, star­ing, “tell me to think like that about it.”

			“I tell you to think about some­thing else,” replied the priest cheer­fully. “What has be­come of the rising art of pho­to­graphy? How is the cam­era get­ting on? I know it’s rather dark down­stairs, but those hol­low arches on the floor above could eas­ily be turned in­to a first-rate pho­to­graph­ic stu­dio. A few work­men could fit it out with a glass roof in no time.”

			“Really,” pro­tested Mar­tin Wood, “I do think you should be the last man in the world to tinker about with those beau­ti­ful Goth­ic arches, which are about the best work your own re­li­gion has ever done in the world. I should have thought you’d have had some feel­ing for that sort of art; but I can’t see why you should be so un­com­monly keen on pho­to­graphy.”

			“I’m un­com­monly keen on day­light,” answered Fath­er Brown, “es­pe­cially in this dingy busi­ness; and pho­to­graphy has the vir­tue of de­pend­ing on day­light. And if you don’t know that I would grind all the Goth­ic arches in the world to powder to save the san­ity of a single hu­man soul, you don’t know so much about my re­li­gion as you think you do.”

			The young Aus­trali­an had sprung to his feet like a man re­ju­ven­ated. “By George! that’s the talk,” he cried; “though I nev­er thought to hear it from that quarter. I’ll tell you what, rev­er­end sir, I’ll do some­thing that will show I haven’t lost my cour­age after all.”

			The old stew­ard was still look­ing at him with quak­ing watch­ful­ness, as if he felt some­thing fey about the young man’s de­fi­ance. “Oh,” he cried, “what are you go­ing to do now?”

			“I am go­ing to pho­to­graph the por­trait,” replied Darnaway.

			Yet it was barely a week af­ter­wards that the storm of the cata­strophe seemed to stoop out of the sky, dark­en­ing that sun of san­ity to which the priest had ap­pealed in vain, and plunging the man­sion once more in the dark­ness of the Darnaway doom. It had been easy enough to fit up the new stu­dio; and seen from in­side it looked very like any oth­er such stu­dio, empty ex­cept for the full­ness of the white light. A man com­ing from the gloomy rooms be­low had more than nor­mally the sense of step­ping in­to a more than mod­ern bril­liancy, as blank as the fu­ture. At the sug­ges­tion of Wood, who knew the castle well and had got over his first aes­thet­ic grumblings, a small room re­main­ing in­tact in the up­per ru­ins was eas­ily turned in­to a dark room, in­to which Darnaway went out of the white day­light to grope by the crim­son gleams of a red lamp. Wood said, laugh­ing, that the red lamp had re­con­ciled him to the van­dal­ism; as that blood­shot dark­ness was as ro­mantic as an al­chem­ist’s cave.

			Darnaway had ris­en at day­break on the day that he meant to pho­to­graph the mys­ter­i­ous por­trait, and had it car­ried up from the lib­rary by the single cork­screw stair­case that con­nec­ted the two floors. There he had set it up in the wide white day­light on a sort of easel and planted his pho­to­graph­ic tri­pod in front of it. He said he was anxious to send a re­pro­duc­tion of it to a great an­ti­quary who had writ­ten on the an­tiquit­ies of the house; but the oth­ers knew that this was an ex­cuse cov­er­ing much deep­er things. It was, if not ex­actly a spir­itu­al duel between Darnaway and the de­moni­ac pic­ture, at least a duel between Darnaway and his own doubts. He wanted to bring the day­light of pho­to­graphy face to face with that dark mas­ter­piece of paint­ing; and to see wheth­er the sun­shine of the new art would not drive out the shad­ows of the old.

			Per­haps this was why he pre­ferred to do it by him­self, even if some of the de­tails seemed to take longer and in­volve more than nor­mal delay. Any­how, he rather dis­cour­aged the few who vis­ited his stu­dio dur­ing the day of the ex­per­i­ment, and who found him fo­cus­ing and fuss­ing about in a very isol­ated and im­pen­et­rable fash­ion. The stew­ard had left a meal for him, as he re­fused to come down; the old gen­tle­man also re­turned some hours af­ter­wards and found the meal more or less nor­mally dis­posed of; but when he brought it he got no more grat­it­ude than a grunt. Payne went up once to see how he was get­ting on, but find­ing the pho­to­graph­er dis­in­clined for con­ver­sa­tion came down again. Fath­er Brown had wandered that way in an un­ob­trus­ive style, to take Darnaway a let­ter from the ex­pert to whom the pho­to­graph was to be sent. But he left the let­ter on a tray, and whatever he thought of that great glass­house full of day­light and de­vo­tion to a hobby, a world he had him­self in some sense cre­ated, he kept it to him­self and came down. He had reas­on to re­mem­ber very soon that he was the last to come down the sol­it­ary stair­case con­nect­ing the floors, leav­ing a lonely man and an empty room be­hind him. The oth­ers were stand­ing in the salon that led in­to the lib­rary; just un­der the great black ebony clock that looked like a ti­tan­ic coffin.

			“How was Darnaway get­ting on,” asked Payne, a little later, “when you last went up?”

			The priest passed a hand over his fore­head. “Don’t tell me I’m get­ting psych­ic,” he said with a sad smile. “I be­lieve I’m quite dazzled with day­light up in that room and couldn’t see things straight. Hon­estly, I felt for a flash as if there were some­thing un­canny about Darnaway’s fig­ure stand­ing be­fore that por­trait.”

			“Oh, that’s the lame leg,” said Barnet promptly. “We know all about that.”

			“Do you know,” said Payne ab­ruptly, but lower­ing his voice, “I don’t think we do know all about it or any­thing about it. What’s the mat­ter with his leg? What was the mat­ter with his an­cest­or’s leg?”

			“Oh, there’s some­thing about that in the book I was read­ing, in there, in the fam­ily archives,” said Wood; “I’ll fetch it for you.” And he stepped in­to the lib­rary just bey­ond.

			“I think,” said Fath­er Brown quietly, “Mr. Payne must have some par­tic­u­lar reas­on for ask­ing that.”

			“I may as well blurt it out once and for all,” said Payne, but in a yet lower voice. “After all, there is a ra­tion­al ex­plan­a­tion. A man from any­where might have made up to look like the por­trait. What do we know about Darnaway? He is be­hav­ing rather oddly—”

			The oth­ers were star­ing at him in a rather startled fash­ion; but the priest seemed to take it very calmly.

			“I don’t think the old por­trait’s ever been pho­to­graphed,” he said. “That’s why he wants to do it. I don’t think there’s any­thing odd about that.”

			“Quite an or­din­ary state of things, in fact,” said Wood with a smile; he had just re­turned with the book in his hand. And even as he spoke there was a stir in the clock­work of the great dark clock be­hind him and suc­cess­ive strokes thrilled through the room up to the num­ber of sev­en. With the last stroke there came a crash from the floor above that shook the house like a thun­der­bolt; and Fath­er Brown was already two steps up the wind­ing stair­case be­fore the sound had ceased.

			“My God!” cried Payne in­vol­un­tar­ily, “he is alone up there.”

			“Yes,” said Fath­er Brown without turn­ing as he van­ished up the stair­way. “We shall find him alone.”

			When the rest re­covered from their first para­lys­is and ran hel­ter-skel­ter up the stone steps and found their way to the new stu­dio, it was true in that sense that they found him alone. They found him ly­ing in a wreck of his tall cam­era, with its long splintered legs stand­ing out grot­esquely at three dif­fer­ent angles; and Darnaway had fallen on top of it with one black crooked leg ly­ing at a fourth angle along the floor. For the mo­ment the dark heap looked as if he were en­tangled with some huge and hor­rible spider. Little more than a glance and a touch were needed to tell them that he was dead. Only the por­trait stood un­touched upon the easel, and one could fancy the smil­ing eyes shone.

			An hour af­ter­wards Fath­er Brown, in help­ing to calm the con­fu­sion of the stricken house­hold, came upon the old stew­ard mut­ter­ing al­most as mech­an­ic­ally as the clock had ticked and struck the ter­rible hour. Al­most without hear­ing them, he knew what the muttered words must be.

			
				
					In the sev­enth heir I shall re­turn
					

					In the sev­enth hour I shall de­part.
				

			

			As he was about to say some­thing sooth­ing, the old man seemed sud­denly to start awake and stiffen in­to an­ger; his mut­ter­ings changed to a fierce cry.

			“You!” he cried; “you and your day­light! Even you won’t say now there is no doom for the Darnaways.”

			“My opin­ion about that is un­changed,” said Fath­er Brown mildly.

			Then after a pause he ad­ded: “I hope you will ob­serve poor Darnaway’s last wish, and see the pho­to­graph is sent off.”

			“The pho­to­graph!” cried the doc­tor sharply. “What’s the good of that? As a mat­ter of fact, it’s rather curi­ous; but there isn’t any pho­to­graph. It seems he nev­er took it after all, after pot­ter­ing about all day.”

			Fath­er Brown swung round sharply. “Then take it yourselves,” he said. “Poor Darnaway was per­fectly right. It’s most im­port­ant that the pho­to­graph should be taken.”

			As all the vis­it­ors, the doc­tor, the priest and the two artists trailed away in a black and dis­mal pro­ces­sion across the brown and yel­low sands, they were at first more or less si­lent, rather as if they had been stunned. And cer­tainly there had been some­thing like a crack of thun­der in a clear sky about the ful­fil­ment of that for­got­ten su­per­sti­tion at the very time when they had most for­got­ten it; when the doc­tor and the priest had both filled their minds with ra­tion­al­ism as the pho­to­graph­er had filled his rooms with day­light. They might be as ra­tion­al­ist­ic as they liked; but in broad day­light the sev­enth heir had re­turned, and in broad day­light at the sev­enth hour he had per­ished.

			“I’m afraid every­body will al­ways be­lieve in the Darnaway su­per­sti­tion now,” said Mar­tin Wood.

			“I know one who won’t,” said the doc­tor sharply. “Why should I in­dulge in su­per­sti­tion be­cause some­body else in­dulges in sui­cide?”

			“You think poor Mr. Darnaway com­mit­ted sui­cide?” asked the priest.

			“I’m sure he com­mit­ted sui­cide,” replied the doc­tor.

			“It is pos­sible,” agreed the oth­er.

			“He was quite alone up there, and he had a whole drug­store of pois­ons in the dark room. Be­sides, it’s just the sort of thing that Darnaways do.”

			“You don’t think there’s any­thing in the ful­fil­ment of the fam­ily curse?”

			“Yes,” said the doc­tor; “I be­lieve in one fam­ily curse, and that is the fam­ily con­sti­tu­tion. I told you it was hered­ity, and they are all half mad. If you stag­nate and breed in and brood in your own swamp like that, you’re bound to de­gen­er­ate wheth­er you like it or not. The laws of hered­ity can’t be dodged; the truths of sci­ence can’t be denied. The minds of the Darnaways are fall­ing to pieces, as their blighted old sticks and stones are fall­ing to pieces, eaten away by the sea and the salt air. Sui­cide—of course he com­mit­ted sui­cide; I dare say all the rest will com­mit sui­cide. Per­haps the best thing they could do.”

			As the man of sci­ence spoke there sprang sud­denly and with start­ling clear­ness in­to Payne’s memory the face of the daugh­ter of the Darnaways, a tra­gic mask pale against an un­fathom­able black­ness, but it­self of a blind­ing and more than mor­tal beauty. He opened his mouth to speak and found him­self speech­less.

			“I see,” said Fath­er Brown to the doc­tor; “so you do be­lieve in the su­per­sti­tion after all?”

			“What do you mean—be­lieve in the su­per­sti­tion? I be­lieve in the sui­cide as a mat­ter of sci­entif­ic ne­ces­sity.”

			“Well,” replied the priest, “I don’t see a pin to choose between your sci­entif­ic su­per­sti­tion and the oth­er ma­gic­al su­per­sti­tion. They both seem to end in turn­ing people in­to para­lyt­ics, who can’t move their own legs or arms or save their own lives or souls. The rhyme said it was the doom of the Darnaways to be killed, and the sci­entif­ic text­book says it is the doom of the Darnaways to kill them­selves. Both ways they seem to be slaves.”

			“But I thought you said you be­lieved in ra­tion­al views of these things,” said Dr. Barnet. “Don’t you be­lieve in hered­ity?”

			“I said I be­lieved in day­light,” replied the priest in a loud and clear voice, “and I won’t choose between two tun­nels of sub­ter­ranean su­per­sti­tion that both end in the dark. And the proof of it is this: that you are all en­tirely in the dark about what really happened in that house.”

			“Do you mean about the sui­cide?” asked Payne.

			“I mean about the murder,” said Fath­er Brown; and his voice, though only slightly lif­ted to a louder note, seemed some­how to re­sound over the whole shore. “It was murder: but murder is of the will, which God made free.”

			What the oth­ers said at the mo­ment in an­swer to it Payne nev­er knew. For the word had a rather curi­ous ef­fect on him; stir­ring him like the blast of a trum­pet and yet bring­ing him to a halt. He stood still in the middle of the sandy waste and let the oth­ers go on in front of him; he felt the blood crawl­ing through all his veins and the sen­sa­tion that is called the hair stand­ing on end; and yet he felt a new and un­nat­ur­al hap­pi­ness. A psy­cho­lo­gic­al pro­cess too quick and too com­plic­ated for him­self to fol­low had already reached a con­clu­sion that he could not ana­lyse; but the con­clu­sion was one of re­lief. After stand­ing still for a mo­ment he turned and went back slowly across the sands to the house of the Darnaways.

			He crossed the moat with a stride that shook the bridge, des­cen­ded the stairs and tra­versed the long rooms with a re­sound­ing tread, till he came to the place where Ad­elaide Darnaway sat ha­loed with the low light of the oval win­dow, al­most like some for­got­ten saint left be­hind in the land of death. She looked up, and an ex­pres­sion of won­der made her face yet more won­der­ful.

			“What is it?” she said. “Why have you come back?”

			“I have come for the Sleep­ing Beauty,” he said in a tone that had the res­on­ance of a laugh. “This old house went to sleep long ago, as the doc­tor said; but it is silly for you to pre­tend to be old. Come up in­to the day­light and hear the truth. I have brought you a word; it is a ter­rible word, but it breaks the spell of your cap­tiv­ity.”

			She did not un­der­stand a word he said, but some­thing made her rise and let him lead her down the long hall and up the stairs and out un­der the even­ing sky. The ru­ins of a dead garden stretched to­wards the sea; and an old foun­tain with the fig­ure of a tri­ton, green with rust, re­mained poised there, pour­ing noth­ing out of a dried horn in­to an empty basin. He had of­ten seen that des­ol­ate out­line against the even­ing sky as he passed, and it had seemed to him a type of fallen for­tunes in more ways than one. Be­fore long, doubt­less, those hol­low fonts would be filled, but it would be with the pale green bit­ter wa­ters of the sea and the flowers would be drowned and strangled in sea­weed. So, he had told him­self, the daugh­ter of the Darnaways might in­deed be wed­ded, but she would be wed­ded to death and a doom as deaf and ruth­less as the sea. But now he laid a hand on the bronze tri­ton that was like the hand of a gi­ant, and shook it as if he meant to hurl it over like an idol or an evil god of the garden.

			“What do you mean?” she asked stead­ily. “What is this word that will set us free?”

			“The word is murder,” he said, “and the free­dom it brings is as fresh as the flowers of spring. No; I do not mean I have murdered any­body. But the fact that any­body can be murdered is it­self good news, after the evil dreams you have been liv­ing in. Don’t you un­der­stand? In that dream of yours everything that happened to you came from in­side you; the doom of the Darnaways was stored up in the Darnaways; it un­fol­ded it­self like a hor­rible flower. There was no es­cape even by happy ac­ci­dent; it was all in­ev­it­able; wheth­er it was Vine and his old­wives tales or Barnet and his new­fangled hered­ity. But this man who died was not the vic­tim of a ma­gic curse or an in­her­ited mad­ness. He was murdered; and for us that murder is simply an ac­ci­dent; yes, re­qui­es­cat in pace, but a happy ac­ci­dent. It is a ray of day­light, be­cause it comes from out­side.”

			She sud­denly smiled. “Yes, I be­lieve I un­der­stand. I sup­pose you are talk­ing like a lun­at­ic; but I un­der­stand. But who murdered him?”

			“I do not know,” he answered calmly, “but Fath­er Brown knows. And as Fath­er Brown says, murder is at least done by the will, free as that wind from the sea.”

			“Fath­er Brown is a won­der­ful per­son,” she said after a pause; “he was the only per­son who ever brightened my ex­ist­ence in any way at all un­til—”

			“Un­til what?” asked Payne, and made a move­ment al­most im­petu­ous, lean­ing to­wards her and thrust­ing away the bronze mon­ster so that it seemed to rock on its ped­es­tal.

			“Well, un­til you did,” she said and smiled again.

			So was the sleep­ing palace awakened, and it is no part of this story to de­scribe the stages of its awaken­ing, though much of it had come to pass be­fore the dark of that even­ing had fallen upon the shore. As Harry Payne strode home­wards once more, across those dark sands that he had crossed in so many moods, he was at the highest turn of hap­pi­ness that is giv­en in this mor­tal life, and the whole red sea with­in him was at the top of its tide. He would have had no dif­fi­culty in pic­tur­ing all that place again in flower, and the bronze tri­ton bright as a golden god and the foun­tain flow­ing with wa­ter or with wine. But all this bright­ness and blos­som­ing had been un­fol­ded for him by the one word “murder,” and it was still a word that he did not un­der­stand. He had taken it on trust, and he was not un­wise; for he was one of those who have a sense of the sound of truth.

			It was more than a month later that Payne re­turned to his Lon­don house to keep an ap­point­ment with Fath­er Brown, tak­ing the re­quired pho­to­graph with him. His per­son­al ro­mance had prospered as well as was fit­ting un­der the shad­ow of such a tragedy, and the shad­ow it­self there­fore lay rather more lightly on him; but it was hard to view it as any­thing but the shad­ow of a fam­ily fatal­ity. In many ways he had been much oc­cu­pied, and it was not un­til the Darnaway house­hold had re­sumed its some­what stern routine and the por­trait had long been re­stored to its place in the lib­rary that he had man­aged to pho­to­graph it with a mag­nesi­um flare. Be­fore send­ing it to the an­ti­quary, as ori­gin­ally ar­ranged, he brought it to the priest who had so press­ingly de­man­ded it.

			“I can’t un­der­stand your at­ti­tude about all this, Fath­er Brown,” he said. “You act as if you had already solved the prob­lem in some way of your own.”

			The priest shook his head mourn­fully. “Not a bit of it,” he answered. “I must be very stu­pid, but I’m quite stuck; stuck about the most prac­tic­al point of all. It’s a queer busi­ness; so simple up to a point, and then—Let me have a look at that pho­to­graph, will you?”

			He held it close to his screwed, short­sighted eyes for a mo­ment, and then said: “Have you got a mag­ni­fy­ing glass?”

			Payne pro­duced one, and the priest looked through it in­tently for some time and then said: “Look at the title of that book at the edge of the book­shelf be­side the frame; it’s The His­tory of Pope Joan. Now, I won­der … yes, by George; and the one above is some­thing or oth­er of Ice­land. Lord! what a queer way to find it out! What a dolt and don­key I was not to no­tice it when I was there!”

			“But what have you found out?” asked Payne im­pa­tiently.

			“The last link,” said Fath­er Brown, “and I’m not stuck any longer. Yes; I think I know how that un­happy story went from first to last now.”

			“But why?” in­sisted the oth­er.

			“Why, be­cause,” said the priest with a smile, “the Darnaway lib­rary con­tained books about Pope Joan and Ice­land, not to men­tion an­oth­er I see with the title be­gin­ning The Re­li­gion of Fre­d­er­ick, which is not so very hard to fill up.” Then, see­ing the oth­er’s an­noy­ance, his smile faded and he said more earn­estly:

			“As a mat­ter of fact, this last point, though it is the last link, is not the main busi­ness. There were much more curi­ous things in the case than that. One of them is rather a curi­os­ity of evid­ence. Let me be­gin by say­ing some­thing that may sur­prise you. Darnaway did not die at sev­en o’clock that even­ing. He had been already dead for a whole day.”

			“Sur­prise is rather a mild word,” said Payne grimly, “since you and I both saw him walk­ing about af­ter­wards.”

			“No, we did not,” replied Fath­er Brown quietly. “I think we both saw him, or thought we saw him, fuss­ing about with the fo­cus­ing of his cam­era. Wasn’t his head un­der that black cloak when you passed through the room? It was when I did. And that’s why I felt there was some­thing queer about the room and the fig­ure. It wasn’t that the leg was crooked, but rather that it wasn’t crooked. It was dressed in the same sort of dark clothes; but if you see what you be­lieve to be one man stand­ing in the way that an­oth­er man stands, you will think he’s in a strange and strained at­ti­tude.”

			“Do you really mean,” cried Payne with some­thing like a shud­der, “that it was some un­known man?”

			“It was the mur­der­er,” said Fath­er Brown. “He had already killed Darnaway at day­break and hid the corpse and him­self in the dark room—an ex­cel­lent hid­ing-place, be­cause nobody nor­mally goes in­to it or can see much if he does. But he let it fall out on the floor at sev­en o’clock, of course, that the whole thing might be ex­plained by the curse.”

			“But I don’t un­der­stand,” ob­served Payne. “Why didn’t he kill him at sev­en o’clock then, in­stead of load­ing him­self with a corpse for four­teen hours?”

			“Let me ask you an­oth­er ques­tion,” said the priest. “Why was there no pho­to­graph taken? Be­cause the mur­der­er made sure of killing him when he first got up, and be­fore he could take it. It was es­sen­tial to the mur­der­er to pre­vent that pho­to­graph reach­ing the ex­pert on the Darnaway an­tiquit­ies.”

			There was a sud­den si­lence for a mo­ment, and then the priest went on in a lower tone:

			“Don’t you see how simple it is? Why, you your­self saw one side of the pos­sib­il­ity; but it’s sim­pler even than you thought. You said a man might be faked to re­semble an old pic­ture. Surely it’s sim­pler that a pic­ture should be faked to re­semble a man. In plain words, it’s true in a rather spe­cial way that there was no Doom of the Darnaways. There was no old pic­ture; there was no old rhyme; there was no le­gend of a man who caused his wife’s death. But there was a very wicked and a very clev­er man who was will­ing to cause an­oth­er man’s death in or­der to rob him of his prom­ised wife.”

			The priest sud­denly gave Payne a sad smile, as if in re­as­sur­ance. “For the mo­ment I be­lieve you thought I meant you,” he said, “but you were not the only per­son who haunted that house for sen­ti­ment­al reas­ons. You know the man, or rather you think you do. But there were depths in the man called Mar­tin Wood, artist and an­ti­quary, which none of his mere artist­ic ac­quaint­ances were likely to guess. Re­mem­ber that he was called in to cri­ti­cize and cata­logue the pic­tures; in an ar­is­to­crat­ic dust­bin of that sort that prac­tic­ally means simply to tell the Darnaways what art treas­ures they had got. They would not be sur­prised at things turn­ing up they had nev­er no­ticed be­fore. It had to be done well, and it was; per­haps he was right when he said that if it wasn’t Hol­bein it was some­body of the same geni­us.”

			“I feel rather stunned,” said Payne, “and there are twenty things I don’t see yet. How did he know what Darnaway looked like? How did he ac­tu­ally kill him? The doc­tors seem rather puzzled at present.”

			“I saw a pho­to­graph the lady had which the Aus­trali­an sent on be­fore him,” said the priest, “and there are sev­er­al ways in which he could have learned things when the new heir was once re­cog­nized. We may not know these de­tails; but they are not dif­fi­culties. You re­mem­ber he used to help in the dark room; it seems to me an ideal place, say, to prick a man with a poisoned pin, with the pois­ons all handy. No; I say these were not dif­fi­culties. The dif­fi­culty that stumped me was how Wood could be in two places at once. How could he take the corpse from the dark­room and prop it against the cam­era so that it would fall in a few seconds, without com­ing down­stairs, when he was in the lib­rary look­ing out a book? And I was such a fool that I nev­er looked at the books in the lib­rary; and it was only in this pho­to­graph, by very un­deserved good luck, that I saw the simple fact of a book about Pope Joan.”

			“You’ve kept your best riddle for the end,” said Payne grimly. “What on earth can Pope Joan have to do with it?”

			“Don’t for­get the book about the Some­thing of Ice­land,” ad­vised the priest, “or the re­li­gion of some­body called Fre­d­er­ick. It only re­mains to ask what sort of man was the late Lord Darnaway.”

			“Oh, does it?” ob­served Payne heav­ily.

			“He was a cul­tiv­ated, hu­mor­ous sort of ec­cent­ric, I be­lieve,” went on Fath­er Brown. “Be­ing cul­tiv­ated, he knew there was no such per­son as Pope Joan. Be­ing hu­mor­ous, he was very likely to have thought of the title of The Snakes of Ice­land or some­thing else that didn’t ex­ist. I ven­ture to re­con­struct the third title as The Re­li­gion of Fre­d­er­ick the Great’—which also doesn’t ex­ist. Now, doesn’t it strike you that those would be just the titles to put on the backs of books that didn’t ex­ist; or in oth­er words on a book­case that wasn’t a book­case?”

			“Ah!” cried Payne; “I see what you mean now. There was some hid­den stair­case—”

			“Up to the room Wood him­self se­lec­ted as a dark room,” said the priest nod­ding. “I’m sorry. It couldn’t be helped. It’s dread­fully banal and stu­pid, as stu­pid as I have been on this pretty banal case. But we were mixed up in a real musty old ro­mance of de­cayed gen­til­ity and a fallen fam­ily man­sion; and it was too much to hope that we could es­cape hav­ing a secret pas­sage. It was a priest’s hole; and I de­serve to be put in it.”

		
	
		
			The Ghost of Gideon Wise

			Fath­er Brown al­ways re­garded the case as the queerest ex­ample of the the­ory of an alibi; the the­ory by which it is main­tained, in de­fi­ance of the myth­o­lo­gic­al Ir­ish bird, that it is im­possible for any­body to be in two places at once. To be­gin with, James Byrne, be­ing an Ir­ish journ­al­ist, was per­haps the nearest ap­prox­im­a­tion to the Ir­ish bird. He came as near as any­body could to be­ing in two places at once; for he was in two places at the op­pos­ite ex­tremes of the so­cial and polit­ic­al world with­in the space of twenty minutes. The first was in the Baby­lo­ni­an halls of the big hotel, which was the meet­ing place of the three com­mer­cial mag­nates con­cerned with ar­ran­ging for a coal lock­out and de­noun­cing it as a coal-strike; the second was in a curi­ous tav­ern, hav­ing the façade of a gro­cery store, where met the more sub­ter­ranean tri­um­vir­ate of those who would have been very glad to turn the lock­out in­to a strike—and the strike in­to a re­volu­tion. The re­port­er passed to and fro between the three mil­lion­aires and the three Bolshev­ist lead­ers with the im­munity of the mod­ern her­ald or the new am­bas­sad­or.

			He found the three min­ing mag­nates hid­den in a jungle of flower­ing plants and a forest of fluted and flor­id columns of gil­ded plaster; gil­ded bird­cages hung high un­der the painted domes amid the highest leaves of the palms; and in them were birds of mot­ley col­ours and var­ied cries. No bird in the wil­der­ness ever sang more un­heeded and no flower ever wasted its sweet­ness on the desert air more com­pletely than the blos­soms of those tall plants wasted theirs upon the brisk and breath­less busi­ness men, mostly Amer­ic­an, who talked and ran to and fro in that place. And there, amid a ri­ot of ro­coco or­na­ment that nobody ever looked at, and a chat­ter of ex­pens­ive for­eign birds that nobody ever heard, and a mass of gor­geous up­hol­stery and a labyrinth of lux­uri­ous ar­chi­tec­ture, the three men sat and talked of how suc­cess was foun­ded on the thought and thrift and a vi­gil­ance of eco­nomy and self-con­trol. One of them in­deed did not talk so much as the oth­ers; but he watched with very bright and mo­tion­less eyes, which seemed to be pinched to­geth­er by his pince-nez, and the per­man­ent smile un­der his small black mous­tache was rather like a per­man­ent sneer. This was the fam­ous Jac­ob P. Stein, and he did not speak till he had some­thing to say. But his com­pan­ion, old Gal­lup the Pennsylvani­an, a huge fat fel­low with rev­er­end grey hair but a face like a pu­gil­ist, talked a great deal. He was in a jovi­al mood and was half ral­ly­ing, half bul­ly­ing the third mil­lion­aire, Gideon Wise, a hard, dried, an­gu­lar old bird of the type that his coun­try­men com­pare to hick­ory, with a stiff grey chin-beard and the man­ners and clothes of any old farm­er from the cent­ral plains. There was an old ar­gu­ment between Wise and Gal­lup about com­bin­a­tion and com­pet­i­tion. For old Wise still re­tained, with the man­ners of the old back­woods­man, some­thing of his opin­ions of the old in­di­vidu­al­ist; he be­longed, as we should say in Eng­land, to the Manchester School; and Gal­lup was al­ways try­ing to per­suade him to cut out com­pet­i­tion and pool the re­sources of the world.

			“You’ll have to come in, old fel­low, soon­er or later,” Gal­lup was say­ing gen­i­ally as Byrne entered. “It’s the way the world is go­ing, and we can’t go back to the one man busi­ness now. We’ve all got to stand to­geth­er.”

			“If I might say a word,” said Stein, in his tran­quil way, “I would say there is some­thing a little more ur­gent even than stand­ing to­geth­er com­mer­cially. Any­how, we must stand to­geth­er polit­ic­ally; and that’s why I’ve asked Mr. Byrne to meet us here today. On the polit­ic­al is­sue we must com­bine; for the simple reas­on that all our most dan­ger­ous en­emies are already com­bined.”

			“Oh, I quite agree about polit­ic­al com­bin­a­tion,” grumbled Gideon Wise.

			“See here,” said Stein to the journ­al­ist; “I know you have the run of these queer places, Mr. Byrne, and I want you to do some­thing for us un­of­fi­cially. You know where these men meet; there are only two or three of them that count, John Eli­as and Jake Halket, who does all the spout­ing, and per­haps that poet fel­low, Horne.”

			“Why Horne used to be a friend of Gideon,” said the jeer­ing Mr. Gal­lup; “used to be in his Sunday School class or some­thing.”

			“He was a Chris­ti­an, then,” said old Gideon sol­emnly; “but when a man takes up with athe­ists you nev­er know. I still meet him now and then. I was quite ready to back him against war and con­scrip­tion and all that, of course, but when it comes to all the gol­darn bolsh­ies in cre­ation—”

			“Ex­cuse me,” in­ter­posed Stein, “the mat­ter is rather ur­gent, so I hope you will ex­cuse me put­ting it be­fore Mr. Byrne at once. Mr. Byrne, I may tell you in con­fid­ence that I hold in­form­a­tion, or rather evid­ence, that would land at least two of those men in pris­on for long terms, in con­nec­tion with con­spir­acies dur­ing the late war. I don’t want to use that evid­ence. But I want you to go to them quietly and tell them that I shall use it, and use it to­mor­row, un­less they al­ter their at­ti­tude.”

			“Well,” replied Byrne, “what you pro­pose would cer­tainly be called com­pound­ing a felony and might be called black­mail. Don’t you think it is rather dan­ger­ous?”

			“I think it is rather dan­ger­ous for them,” said Stein with a snap, “and I want you to go and tell them so.”

			“Oh, very well,” said Byrne stand­ing up, with a halt hu­mor­ous sigh. “It’s all in the day’s work; but if I get in­to trouble, I warn you I shall try to drag you in­to it.”

			“You will try, boy,” said old Gal­lup with a hearty laugh.

			For so much still lingers of that great dream of Jef­fer­son and the thing that men have called Demo­cracy, that in his coun­try, while the rich rule like tyr­ants, the poor do not talk like slaves; but there is cand­our between the op­press­or and the op­pressed.

			The meet­ing-place of the re­volu­tion­ists was a queer, bare, white­washed place, on the walls of which were one or two dis­tor­ted un­couth sketches in black and white, in the style of some­thing that was sup­posed to be Pro­let­ari­an Art, of which not one pro­let­ari­an in a mil­lion could have made head or tail. Per­haps the one point in com­mon to the two coun­cil cham­bers was that both vi­ol­ated the Amer­ic­an Con­sti­tu­tion by the dis­play of strong drink. Cock­tails of vari­ous col­ours had stood be­fore the three mil­lion­aires. Halket, the most vi­ol­ent of the Bolshev­ists, thought it only ap­pro­pri­ate to drink vodka. He was a long, hulk­ing fel­low with a men­acing stoop, and his very pro­file was ag­gress­ive like a dog’s, the nose and lips thrust out to­geth­er, the lat­ter car­ry­ing a ragged red mous­tache and the whole curl­ing out­wards with per­petu­al scorn. John Eli­as was a dark watch­ful man in spec­tacles, with a black poin­ted beard; and he had learnt in many European cafés a taste for ab­sinthe. The journ­al­ist’s first and last feel­ing was how very like each oth­er, after all, were John Eli­as and Jac­ob P. Stein. They were so like in face and mind and man­ner, that the mil­lion­aire might have dis­ap­peared down a trap-door in the Babylon Hotel and come up again in the strong­hold of the Bolshev­ists.

			The third man also had a curi­ous taste in drinks, and his drink was sym­bol­ic of him. For what stood in front of the poet Horne was a glass of milk, and its very mild­ness seemed in that set­ting to have some­thing sin­is­ter about it, as if its opaque and col­our­less col­our were of some lep­rous paste more pois­on­ous than the dead sick green of ab­sinthe. Yet in truth the mild­ness was so far genu­ine enough; for Henry Horne came to the camp of re­volu­tion along a very dif­fer­ent road and from very dif­fer­ent ori­gins from those of Jake, the com­mon tub-thump­er, and Eli­as, the cos­mo­pol­it­an wire-puller. He had had what is called a care­ful up­bring­ing, had gone to chapel in his child­hood, and car­ried through life a tee­to­tal­ism which he could not shake off when he cast away such trifles as Chris­tian­ity and mar­riage. He had fair hair and a fine face that might have looked like Shel­ley, if he had not weakened the chin with a little for­eign fringe of beard. Some­how the beard made him look more like a wo­man; it was as if those few golden hairs were all he could do.

			When the journ­al­ist entered, the no­tori­ous Jake was talk­ing, as he gen­er­ally was. Horne had uttered some cas­u­al and con­ven­tion­al phrase about “Heav­en for­bid” some­thing or oth­er, and this was quite enough to set Jake off with a tor­rent of pro­fan­ity.

			“Heav­en for­bid!; and that’s about all it bally well does do,” he said. “Heav­en nev­er does any­thing but for­bid this, that and the oth­er; for­bids us to strike, and for­bids us to fight, and for­bids us to shoot the damned usurers and blood­suck­ers where they sit. Why doesn’t Heav­en for­bid them some­thing for a bit? Why don’t your damned priests and par­sons stand up and tell the truth about these brutes for a change? Why doesn’t their pre­cious God—”

			Eli­as al­lowed a gentle sigh, as of faint fa­tigue, to es­cape him.

			“Priests,” he said, “be­longed, as Marx has shown, to the feud­al stage of eco­nom­ic de­vel­op­ment and are there­fore no longer really any part of the prob­lem. The part once played by the priest is now played by the cap­it­al­ist ex­pert and—”

			“Yes,” in­ter­rup­ted the journ­al­ist, with his grim and iron­ic im­par­ti­al­ity, “and it’s about time you knew that some of them are pretty ex­pert in play­ing it.” And without mov­ing his own eyes from the bright but dead eyes of Eli­as, he told him of the threat of Stein.

			“I was pre­pared for some­thing of that sort,” said the smil­ing Eli­as without mov­ing, “I may say quite pre­pared.”

			“Dirty dogs!” ex­ploded Jake. “If a poor man said a thing like that he’d go to pen­al ser­vitude. But I reck­on they’ll go some­where worse be­fore they guess. If they don’t go to hell, I don’t know where the hell they’ll go to—”

			Horne made a move­ment of protest, per­haps not so much at what the man was say­ing as at what he was go­ing to say, and Eli­as cut the speech short with cold ex­actitude.

			“It is quite un­ne­ces­sary for us,” he said, look­ing at Byrne stead­ily through his spec­tacles, “to bandy threats with the oth­er side. It is quite suf­fi­cient that their threats are quite in­ef­fect­ive so far as we are con­cerned. We also have made all our own ar­range­ments, and some of them will not ap­pear un­til they ap­pear in ac­tion. So far as we are con­cerned, an im­me­di­ate rup­ture and an ex­treme tri­al of strength will be quite ac­cord­ing to plan.”

			As he spoke in a quite quiet and dig­ni­fied fash­ion, some­thing in his mo­tion­less yel­low face and his great goggles star­ted a faint fear creep­ing up the journ­al­ist’s spine. Halket’s sav­age face might seem to have a snarl in its very sil­hou­ette, when seen side­ways; but when seen face to face, the smoul­der­ing rage in his eyes had also some­thing of anxi­ety, as if the eth­ic­al and eco­nom­ic riddle were after all a little too much for him; and Horne seemed even more hung on wires of worry and self-cri­ti­cism. But about this third man with the goggles, who spoke so sens­ibly and simply, there was some­thing un­canny; it was like a dead man talk­ing at the table.

			As Byrne went out with his mes­sage of de­fi­ance, and passed along the very nar­row pas­sage be­side the gro­cery store, he found the end of it blocked by a strange though strangely fa­mil­i­ar fig­ure; short and sturdy and look­ing rather quaint when seen in dark out­line with its round head and wide hat.

			“Fath­er Brown!” cried the as­ton­ished journ­al­ist. “I think you must have come in­to the wrong door. You’re not likely to be in this little con­spir­acy.”

			“Mine is a rather older con­spir­acy,” replied Fath­er Brown smil­ing, “but it is quite a wide­spread con­spir­acy.”

			“Well,” replied Byrne, “you can’t ima­gine any of the people here be­ing with­in a thou­sand miles of your con­cern.”

			“It’s not al­ways easy to tell,” replied the priest equably; “but as a mat­ter of fact, there is one per­son here who’s with­in an inch of it.”

			He dis­ap­peared in­to the dark en­trance and the journ­al­ist went on his way very much puzzled. He was still more puzzled by a small in­cid­ent that happened to him as he turned in­to the hotel to make his re­port to his cap­it­al­ist cli­ents. The bower of blos­soms and bird­cages in which those crabbed old gen­tle­men were en­bosomed was ap­proached by a flight of marble steps, flanked by gil­ded nymphs and tri­tons. Down these steps ran an act­ive young man with black hair, a snub nose and a flower in his but­ton­hole, who seized him and drew him aside be­fore he could as­cend the stair.

			“I say,” whispered the young man, “I’m Pot­ter—old Gid’s sec­ret­ary, you know; now, between ourselves, there is a sort of a thun­der­bolt be­ing forged, isn’t there, now?”

			“I came to the con­clu­sion,” replied Byrne cau­tiously, “that the Cyc­lops had some­thing on the an­vil. But al­ways re­mem­ber that the Cyc­lops is a gi­ant, but he has only one eye. I think Bolshev­ism is—”

			While he was speak­ing the sec­ret­ary listened with a face that had a cer­tain al­most Mon­go­li­an im­mob­il­ity, des­pite the live­li­ness of his legs and his at­tire. But when Byrne said the word “Bolshev­ism,” the young man’s sharp eyes shif­ted and he said quickly: “What has that—oh yes, that sort of thun­der­bolt; so sorry, my mis­take. So easy to say an­vil when you mean ice­box.”

			With which the ex­traordin­ary young man dis­ap­peared down the steps and Byrne con­tin­ued to mount them, more and more mys­ti­fic­a­tion cloud­ing his mind.

			He found the group of three aug­men­ted to four by the pres­ence of a hatchet-faced per­son with very thin straw-col­oured hair and a monocle, who ap­peared to be a sort of ad­viser to old Gal­lup, pos­sibly his so­li­cit­or, though he was not def­in­itely so called. His name was Nares, and the ques­tions which he dir­ec­ted to­wards Byrne re­ferred chiefly, for some reas­on or oth­er, to the num­ber of those prob­ably en­rolled in the re­volu­tion­ary or­gan­iz­a­tion. Of this, as Byrne knew little, he said less; and the four men even­tu­ally rose from their seats, the last word be­ing with the man who had been most si­lent.

			“Thank you, Mr. Byrne,” said Stein, fold­ing up his eye­glasses. “It only re­mains to say that everything is ready; on that point I quite agree with Mr. Eli­as. To­mor­row be­fore noon the po­lice will have ar­res­ted Mr. Eli­as, on evid­ence I shall by then have put be­fore them, and those three at least will be in jail be­fore night. As you know, I at­temp­ted to avoid this course. I think that is all, gen­tle­men.”

			But Mr. Jac­ob P. Stein did not lay his form­al in­form­a­tion next day, for a reas­on that has of­ten in­ter­rup­ted the activ­it­ies of such in­dus­tri­ous char­ac­ters. He did not do it be­cause he happened to be dead; and none of the rest of the pro­gramme was car­ried out, for a reas­on which Byrne found dis­played in gi­gant­ic let­ters when he opened his morn­ing pa­per: “Ter­rif­ic Triple Murder: Three Mil­lion­aires Slain in One Night.” Oth­er ex­clam­at­ory phrases fol­lowed in smal­ler let­ters, only about four times the size of nor­mal type, which in­sisted on the spe­cial fea­ture of the mys­tery: the fact that the three men had been killed not only sim­ul­tan­eously but in three widely sep­ar­ated places—Stein in his artist­ic and lux­uri­ous coun­try seat a hun­dred miles in­land, Wise out­side the little bun­ga­low on the coast where he lived on sea breezes and the simple life, and old Gal­lup in a thick­et just out­side the lodge-gates of his great house at the oth­er end of the county. In all three cases there could be no doubt about the scenes of vi­ol­ence that had pre­ceded death, though the ac­tu­al body of Gal­lup was not found till the second day, where it hung huge and hor­rible amid the broken forks and branches of the little wood in­to which its weight had crashed, like a bison rush­ing on the spears: while Wise had clearly been flung over the cliff in­to the sea, not without a struggle, for his scrap­ing and slip­ping foot­prints could still be traced upon the very brink. But the first sig­nal of the tragedy had been the sight of his large limp straw hat, float­ing far out upon the waves and con­spicu­ous from the cliffs above. Stein’s body also had at first eluded search, till a faint trail of blood led the in­vest­ig­at­ors to a bath on the an­cient Ro­man mod­el he had been con­struct­ing in his garden; for he had been a man of an ex­per­i­ment­al turn of mind with a taste for an­tiquit­ies.

			Whatever he might think, Byrne was bound to ad­mit that there was no leg­al evid­ence against any­body as things stood. A motive for murder was not enough. Even a mor­al aptitude for murder was not enough. And he could not con­ceive that pale young pa­ci­fist, Henry Horne, but­cher­ing an­oth­er man by bru­tal vi­ol­ence, though he might ima­gine the blas­phem­ing Jake and even the sneer­ing Jew as cap­able of any­thing. The po­lice and the man who ap­peared to be as­sist­ing them (who was no oth­er than the rather mys­ter­i­ous man with the monocle, who had been in­tro­duced as Mr. Nares) real­ized the po­s­i­tion quite as clearly as the journ­al­ist. They knew that at the mo­ment the Bolshev­ist con­spir­at­ors could not be pro­sec­uted and con­victed, and that it would be a highly sen­sa­tion­al fail­ure if they were pro­sec­uted and ac­quit­ted. Nares star­ted with an art­ful cand­our by call­ing them in some sense to the coun­cil, in­vit­ing them to a private con­clave and ask­ing them to give their opin­ions freely in the in­terests of hu­man­ity. He had star­ted his in­vest­ig­a­tions at the nearest scene of tragedy, the bun­ga­low by the sea; and Byrne was per­mit­ted to be present at a curi­ous scene, which was at once a peace­ful par­ley of dip­lo­mat­ists and a veiled in­quis­i­tion or put­ting of sus­pects to the ques­tion. Rather to Byrne’s sur­prise the in­con­gru­ous com­pany, seated round the table in the sea­side bun­ga­low, in­cluded the dumpy fig­ure and owl­ish head of Fath­er Brown, though his con­nec­tion with the af­fair did not ap­pear un­til some time af­ter­wards. The pres­ence of young Pot­ter, the dead man’s sec­ret­ary, was more nat­ur­al; yet some­how his de­mean­our was not quite so nat­ur­al. He alone was quite fa­mil­i­ar with their meet­ing-place, and was even in some grim sense their host; yet he offered little as­sist­ance or in­form­a­tion. His round snub-nosed face wore an ex­pres­sion more like sulks than sor­row.

			Jake Halket as usu­al talked most; and a man of his type could not be ex­pec­ted to keep up the po­lite fic­tion that he and his friends were not ac­cused. Young Horne, in his more re­fined way, tried to re­strain him when he began to ab­use the men who had been murdered; but Jake was al­ways quite as ready to roar down his friends as his foes. In a spout of blas­phemies he re­lieved his soul of a very un­of­fi­cial ob­it­u­ary no­tice of the late Gideon Wise. Eli­as sat quite still and ap­par­ently in­dif­fer­ent be­hind those spec­tacles that masked his eyes.

			“It would be use­less, I sup­pose,” said Nares coldly, “to tell you that your re­marks are in­de­cent. It may af­fect you more if I tell you they are im­prudent. You prac­tic­ally ad­mit that you hated the dead man.”

			“Go­ing to put me in quod for that, are you?” jeered the dem­agogue. “All right. Only you’ll have to build a pris­on for a mil­lion men, if you’re go­ing to jail all the poor people who had reas­on to hate Gid Wise. And you know it’s God truth as well as I do.”

			Nares was si­lent; and nobody spoke un­til Eli­as in­ter­posed with his clear though faintly lisp­ing drawl.

			“This ap­pears to me to be a highly un­prof­it­able dis­cus­sion on both sides,” he said. “You have summoned us here either to ask us for in­form­a­tion or to sub­ject us to cross-ex­am­in­a­tion. If you trust us, we tell you we have no in­form­a­tion. If you dis­trust us, you must tell us of what we are ac­cused, or have the po­lite­ness to keep the fact to yourselves. Nobody has been able to sug­gest the faintest trace of evid­ence con­nect­ing any one of us with these tra­gedies any more than with the murder of Ju­li­us Caesar. You dare not ar­rest us, and you will not be­lieve us. What is the good of our re­main­ing here?”

			And he rose, calmly but­ton­ing his coat, his friends fol­low­ing his ex­ample. As they went to­wards the door, young Horne turned back and faced the in­vest­ig­at­ors for a mo­ment with his pale fan­at­ic­al face.

			“I wish to say,” he said, “that I went to a filthy jail dur­ing the whole war be­cause I would not con­sent to kill a man.”

			With that they passed out, and the mem­bers of the group re­main­ing looked grimly at each oth­er.

			“I hardly think,” said Fath­er Brown, “that we re­main en­tirely vic­tori­ous, in spite of the re­treat.”

			“I don’t mind any­thing,” said Nares, “ex­cept be­ing bul­ly­ragged by that blas­phem­ous black­guard Halket. Horne is a gen­tle­man, any­how. But whatever they say, I am dead cer­tain they know; they are in it, or most of them are. They al­most ad­mit­ted it. They taunted us with not be­ing able to prove we’re right, much more than with be­ing wrong. What do you think, Fath­er Brown?”

			The per­son ad­dressed looked across at Nares with a gaze al­most dis­con­cert­ingly mild and med­it­at­ive.

			“It is quite true,” he said, “that I have formed an idea that one par­tic­u­lar per­son knows more than he has told us. But I think it would be well if I did not men­tion his name just yet.”

			Nare’s eye­glass dropped from his eye; and he looked up sharply. “This is un­of­fi­cial so far,” he said. “I sup­pose you know that at a later stage if you with­hold in­form­a­tion, your po­s­i­tion may be ser­i­ous.”

			“My po­s­i­tion is simple,” replied the priest. “I am here to look after the le­git­im­ate in­terests of my friend Halket. I think it will be in his in­terest, un­der the cir­cum­stances, if I tell you I think he will be­fore long sever his con­nec­tion with this or­gan­iz­a­tion, and cease to be a So­cial­ist in that sense. I have every reas­on to be­lieve he will prob­ably end as a Cath­ol­ic.”

			“Halket!” ex­ploded the oth­er in­cred­u­lously. “Why he curses priests from morn­ing till night!”

			“I don’t think you quite un­der­stand that kind of man,” said Fath­er Brown mildly. “He curses priests for fail­ing (in his opin­ion) to defy the whole world for justice. Why should he ex­pect them to defy the whole world for justice, un­less he had already be­gun to as­sume they were—what they are? But we haven’t met here to dis­cuss the psy­cho­logy of con­ver­sion. I only men­tion this be­cause it may sim­pli­fy your task—per­haps nar­row your search.”

			“If it’s true, it would jolly well nar­row it to that nar­row-faced ras­cal Eli­as—and I shouldn’t won­der, for a more creepy, cold-blooded, sneer­ing dev­il I nev­er saw.”

			Fath­er Brown sighed. “He al­ways re­minded me of poor Stein,” he said, “in fact I think he was some re­la­tion.”

			“Oh, I say,” began Nares, when his protest was cut short by the door be­ing flung open, re­veal­ing once more the long loose fig­ure and pale face of young Horne; but it seemed as if he had not merely his nat­ur­al, but a new and un­nat­ur­al pal­lor.

			“Hullo,” cried Nares, put­ting up his single eye­glass, “why have you come back again?”

			Horne crossed the room rather shakily without a word and sat down heav­ily in a chair. Then he said, as in a sort of daze: “I missed the oth­ers … I lost my way. I thought I’d bet­ter come back.”

			The re­mains of even­ing re­fresh­ments were on the table, and Henry Horne, that lifelong Pro­hib­i­tion­ist, poured him­self out a wine-glass­ful of li­queur brandy and drank it at a gulp.

			“You seem up­set,” said Fath­er Brown.

			Horne had put his hands to his fore­head and spoke as from un­der the shad­ow of it; he seemed to be speak­ing to the priest only, in a low voice.

			“I may as well tell you. I have seen a ghost.”

			“A ghost!” re­peated Nares in as­ton­ish­ment. “Whose ghost?”

			“The ghost of Gideon Wise, the mas­ter of this house,” answered Horne more firmly, “stand­ing over the abyss in­to which he fell.”

			“Oh, non­sense!” said Nares; “no sens­ible per­son be­lieves in ghosts.”

			“That is hardly ex­act,” said Fath­er Brown, smil­ing a little. “There is really quite as good evid­ence for many ghosts as there is for most crimes.”

			“Well, it’s my busi­ness to run after the crim­in­als,” said Nares rather roughly, “and I will leave oth­er people to run away from the ghosts. If any­body at this time of day chooses to be frightened of ghosts, it’s his af­fair.”

			“I didn’t say I was frightened of them, though I dare say I might be,” said Fath­er Brown. “Nobody knows till he tries. I said I be­lieved in them, at any rate, enough to want to hear more about this one. What, ex­actly, did you see, Mr. Horne?”

			“It was over there on the brink of those crum­bling cliffs; you know there is a sort of gap or crevice just about the spot where he was thrown over. The oth­ers had gone on ahead, and I was cross­ing the moor to­wards the path along the cliff. I of­ten went that way, for I liked see­ing the high seas dash up against the crags. I thought little of it to­night, bey­ond won­der­ing that the sea should be so rough on this sort of clear moon­light night. I could see the pale crests of spray ap­pear and dis­ap­pear as the great waves leapt up at the head­land. Thrice I saw the mo­ment­ary flash of foam in the moon­light and then I saw some­thing in­scrut­able. The fourth flash of the sil­ver foam seemed to be fixed in the sky. It did not fall; I waited with in­sane in­tens­ity for it to fall. I fan­cied I was mad, and that time had been for me mys­ter­i­ously ar­res­ted or pro­longed. Then I drew near­er, and then I think I screamed aloud. For that sus­pen­ded spray, like un­fal­len snow­flakes, had fit­ted to­geth­er in­to a face and a fig­ure, white as the shin­ing leper in a le­gend and ter­rible as the fixed light­ning.”

			“And it was Gideon Wise, you say?”

			Horne nod­ded without speech; there was a si­lence broken ab­ruptly by Nares rising to his feet; so ab­ruptly in­deed that he knocked a chair over.

			“Oh, this is all non­sense,” he said, “but we’d bet­ter go out and see.”

			“I won’t go,” said Horne with sud­den vi­ol­ence. “I’ll nev­er walk by that path again.”

			“I think we must all walk by that path to­night,” said the priest gravely, “though I will nev­er deny it has been a per­il­ous path … to more people than one.”

			“I will not … God, how you all goad me,” cried Horne, and his eyes began to roll in a strange fash­ion. He had ris­en with the rest, but he made no mo­tion to­wards the door.

			“Mr. Horne,” said Nares firmly, “I am a po­lice of­ficer, and this house, though you may not know it, is sur­roun­ded by the po­lice. I have tried to in­vest­ig­ate in a friendly fash­ion, but I must in­vest­ig­ate everything, even any­thing so silly as a ghost. I must ask you to take me to the spot you speak of.”

			There was an­oth­er si­lence while Horne stood heav­ing and pant­ing as with in­des­crib­able fears. Then he sud­denly sat down on his chair again and said with an en­tirely new and much more com­posed voice:

			“I can’t do it. You may just as well know why. You will know it soon­er or later. I killed him.”

			For an in­stant there was the still­ness of a house struck by a thun­der­bolt and full of corpses. Then the voice of Fath­er Brown soun­ded in that enorm­ous si­lence strangely small like the squeak of a mouse.

			“Did you kill him de­lib­er­ately?” he asked.

			“How can one an­swer such a ques­tion?” answered the man in the chair, moodily gnaw­ing his fin­ger. “I was mad, I sup­pose. He was in­tol­er­able and in­solent, I know. I was on his land and I be­lieve he struck me; any­how, we came to a grapple and he went over the cliff. When I was well away from the scene it burst upon me that I had done a crime that cut me off from men; the brand of Cain throbbed on my brow and my very brain; I real­ized for the first time that I had in­deed killed a man. I knew I should have to con­fess it soon­er or later.” He sat sud­denly erect in his chair. “But I will say noth­ing against any­body else. It is no use ask­ing me about plots or ac­com­plices—I will say noth­ing.”

			“In the light of the oth­er murders,” said Nares, “it is dif­fi­cult to be­lieve that the quar­rel was quite so un­pre­med­it­ated. Surely some­body sent you there?”

			“I will say noth­ing against any­body I worked with,” said Horne proudly. “I am a mur­der­er, but I will not be a trait­or.”

			Nares stepped between the man and the door and called out in an of­fi­cial fash­ion to someone out­side.

			“We will all go to the place, any­how,” he said in a low voice to the sec­ret­ary; “but this man must go in cus­tody.”

			The com­pany gen­er­ally felt that to go spook-hunt­ing on a sea-cliff was a very silly an­ti­cli­max after the con­fes­sion of the mur­der­er. But Nares, though the most scep­tic­al and scorn­ful of all, thought it his duty to leave no stone un­turned; as one might say, no grave­stone un­turned. For, after all, that crum­bling cliff was the only grave­stone over the wa­tery grave of poor Gideon Wise. Nares locked the door, be­ing the last out of the house, and fol­lowed the rest across the moor to the cliff; when he was as­ton­ished to see young Pot­ter, the sec­ret­ary, com­ing back quickly to­wards them, his face in the moon­light look­ing white as a moon.

			“By God, sir,” he said, speak­ing for the first time that night, “there really is some­thing there. It—it’s just like him.”

			“Why, you’re rav­ing,” gasped the de­tect­ive. “Every­body’s rav­ing.”

			“Do you think I don’t know him when I see him?” cried the sec­ret­ary with sin­gu­lar bit­ter­ness. “I have reas­on to.”

			“Per­haps,” said the de­tect­ive sharply, “you are one of those who had reas­on to hate him, as Halket said.”

			“Per­haps,” said the sec­ret­ary; “any­how, I know him, and I tell you I can see him stand­ing there stark and star­ing un­der this hellish moon.”

			And he poin­ted to­wards the crack in the cliffs, where they could already see some­thing that might have been a moon­beam or a streak of foam, but which was already be­gin­ning to look a little more sol­id. They had crept a hun­dred yards near­er, and it was still mo­tion­less; but it looked like a statue in sil­ver.

			Nares him­self looked a little pale and seemed to stand de­bat­ing what to do. Pot­ter was frankly as much frightened as Horne him­self; and even Byrne, who was a hardened re­port­er, was rather re­luct­ant to go any near­er if he could help it. He could not help con­sid­er­ing it a little quaint, there­fore, that the only man who did not seem to be frightened of a ghost was the man who had said openly that he might be. For Fath­er Brown was ad­van­cing as stead­ily, at his stump­ing pace, as if he were go­ing to con­sult a no­tice-board.

			“It don’t seem to both­er you much,” said Byrne to the priest, “and yet I thought you were the only one who be­lieved in spooks.”

			“If it comes to that,” replied Fath­er Brown, “I thought you were one who didn’t be­lieve in them. But be­liev­ing in ghosts is one thing, and be­liev­ing in a ghost is quite an­oth­er.”

			Byrne looked rather ashamed of him­self, and glanced al­most cov­ertly at the crum­bling head­lands in the cold moon­light which were the haunts of the vis­ion or de­lu­sion.

			“I didn’t be­lieve in it till I saw it,” he said.

			“And I did be­lieve in it till I saw it,” said Fath­er Brown.

			The journ­al­ist stared after him as he went stump­ing across the great waste ground that rose to­wards the cloven head­land like the slop­ing side of a hill cut in two. Un­der the dis­col­our­ing moon the grass looked like long grey hair all combed one way by the wind and seem­ing to point to­wards the place where the break­ing cliff showed pale gleams of chalk in the grey-green turf, and where stood the pale fig­ure or shin­ing shade that none could yet un­der­stand. As yet that pale fig­ure dom­in­ated a des­ol­ate land­scape that was empty ex­cept for the black square back and busi­ness­like fig­ure of the priest ad­van­cing alone to­wards it. Then the pris­on­er Horne broke sud­denly from his captors with a pier­cing cry and ran ahead of the priest, fall­ing on his knees be­fore the spectre.

			“I have con­fessed,” they heard him cry­ing. “Why have you come to tell them I killed you?”

			“I have come to tell them you did not,” said the ghost, and stretched forth a hand to him. Then the kneel­ing man sprang up with quite a new kind of scream; and they knew it was the hand of flesh.

			

			It was the most re­mark­able es­cape from death in re­cent re­cords, said the ex­per­i­enced de­tect­ive and the no less ex­per­i­enced journ­al­ist. Yet in a sense it had been very simple after all. Flakes and shards of the cliff were con­tinu­ally fall­ing away, and some had caught in the gi­gant­ic crevice, so as to form what was really a ledge or pock­et in what was sup­posed to be a sheer drop through dark­ness to the sea. The old man, who was a very tough and wiry old man, had fallen on this lower shoulder of rock and had passed a pretty ter­rible twenty-four hours in try­ing to climb back by crags that con­stantly col­lapsed un­der him, but at length formed by their very ru­ins a sort of stair­way of es­cape. This might be the ex­plan­a­tion of Horne’s op­tic­al il­lu­sion about a white wave that ap­peared and dis­ap­peared, and fi­nally came to stay. But any­how, there was Gideon Wise, sol­id in bone and sinew, with his white hair and white dusty coun­try clothes and harsh coun­try fea­tures, which were, how­ever, a great deal less harsh than usu­al. Per­haps it is good for mil­lion­aires to spend twenty-four hours on a ledge of rock with­in a foot of etern­ity. Any­how, he not only dis­claimed all malice against the crim­in­al, but gave an ac­count of the mat­ter which con­sid­er­ably mod­i­fied the crime. He de­clared that Horne had not thrown him over at all; that the con­tinu­ally break­ing ground had giv­en way un­der him, and that Horne had even made some move­ment as of at­temp­ted res­cue.

			“On that provid­en­tial bit of rock down there,” he said sol­emnly, “I prom­ised the Lord to for­give my en­emies; and the Lord would think it mighty mean if I didn’t for­give a little ac­ci­dent like that.”

			Horne had to de­part un­der po­lice su­per­vi­sion, of course, but the de­tect­ive did not dis­guise from him­self that the pris­on­er’s de­ten­tion would prob­ably be short and his pun­ish­ment, if any, tri­fling. It is not every mur­der­er who can put the murdered man in the wit­ness-box to give him a testi­mo­ni­al.

			“It’s a strange case,” said Byrne, as the de­tect­ive and the oth­ers hastened along the cliff path to­wards the town.

			“It is,” said Fath­er Brown. “It’s no busi­ness of ours; but I wish you’d stop with me and talk it over.”

			There was a si­lence and then Byrne com­plied by say­ing sud­denly, “I sup­pose you were think­ing of Horne already, when you said some­body wasn’t telling all he knew.”

			“When I said that,” replied his friend, “I was think­ing of the ex­ceed­ingly si­lent Mr. Pot­ter, the sec­ret­ary of the no longer late or (shall we say) lamen­ted Mr. Gideon Wise.”

			“Well, the only time Pot­ter ever spoke to me I thought he was a lun­at­ic,” said Byrne, star­ing, “but I nev­er thought of his be­ing a crim­in­al. He said some­thing about it all hav­ing to do with an ice­box.”

			“Yes, I thought he knew some­thing about it,” said Fath­er Brown re­flect­ively. “I nev­er said he had any­thing to do with it. … I sup­pose old Wise really is strong enough to have climbed out of that chasm.”

			“What do you mean?” asked the as­ton­ished re­port­er. “Why, of course he got out of that chasm; for there he is.”

			The priest did not an­swer the ques­tion but asked ab­ruptly:

			“What do you think of Horne?”

			“Well, one can’t call him a crim­in­al ex­actly,” answered Byrne. “He nev­er was at all like any crim­in­al I ever knew, and I’ve had some ex­per­i­ence, and, of course, Nares has had much more. I don’t think we ever quite be­lieved him a crim­in­al.”

			“And I nev­er be­lieved in him in an­oth­er ca­pa­city,” said the priest quietly. “You may know more about crim­in­als. But there’s one class of people I prob­ably do know more about than you do, or even Nares for that mat­ter. I’ve known quite a lot of them, and I know their little ways.”

			“An­oth­er class of people,” re­peated Byme, mys­ti­fied. “Why, what class do you know about?”

			“Pen­it­ents,” said Fath­er Brown.

			“I don’t quite un­der­stand,” ob­jec­ted Byrne. “Do you mean you don’t be­lieve in his crime?”

			“I don’t be­lieve in his con­fes­sion,” said Fath­er Brown. “I’ve heard a good many con­fes­sions, and there was nev­er a genu­ine one like that. It was ro­mantic; it was all out of books. Look how he talked about hav­ing the brand of Cain. That’s out of books. It’s not what any­one would feel who had in his own per­son done a thing hitherto hor­rible to him. Sup­pose you were an hon­est clerk or shop-boy shocked to feel that for the first time you’d stolen money. Would you im­me­di­ately re­flect that your ac­tion was the same as that of Barab­bas? Sup­pose you’d killed a child in some ghastly an­ger. Would you go back through his­tory, till you could identi­fy your ac­tion with that of an Idumean po­tentate named Herod? Be­lieve me, our own crimes are far too hideously private and pro­sa­ic to make our first thoughts turn to­wards his­tor­ic­al par­al­lels, how­ever apt. And why did he go out of his way to say he would not give his col­leagues away? Even in say­ing so, he was giv­ing them away. Nobody had asked him so far to give away any­thing or any­body. No; I don’t think he was genu­ine, and I wouldn’t give him ab­so­lu­tion. A nice state of things, if people star­ted get­ting ab­solved for what they hadn’t done.” And Fath­er Brown, his head turned away, looked stead­ily out to sea.

			“But I don’t un­der­stand what you’re driv­ing at,” cried Byrne. “What’s the good of buzz­ing round him with sus­pi­cions when he’s pardoned? He’s out of it any­how. He’s quite safe.”

			Fath­er Brown spun round like a tee­tot­um and caught his friend by the coat with un­ex­pec­ted and in­ex­plic­able ex­cite­ment.

			“That’s it,” he cried em­phat­ic­ally. “Freeze on to that! He’s quite safe. He’s out of it. That’s why he’s the key of the whole puzzle.”

			“Oh, help,” said Byrne feebly.

			“I mean,” per­sisted the little priest, “he’s in it be­cause he’s out of it. That’s the whole ex­plan­a­tion.”

			“And a very lu­cid ex­plan­a­tion too,” said the journ­al­ist with feel­ing.

			They stood look­ing out to sea for a time in si­lence, and then Fath­er Brown said cheer­fully:

			“And so we come back to the ice­box. Where you have all gone wrong from the first in this busi­ness is where a good many of the pa­pers and the pub­lic men do go wrong. It’s be­cause you as­sumed that there is noth­ing whatever in the mod­ern world to fight about ex­cept Bolshev­ism. This story has noth­ing whatever to do with Bolshev­ism; ex­cept per­haps as a blind.”

			“I don’t see how that can be,” re­mon­strated Byrne. “Here you have the three mil­lion­aires in that one busi­ness murdered—”

			“No!” said the priest in a sharp ringing voice. “You do not. That is just the point. You do not have three mil­lion­aires murdered. You have two mil­lion­aires murdered; and you have the third mil­lion­aire very much alive and kick­ing and quite ready to kick. And you have that third mil­lion­aire freed forever from the threat that was thrown at his head be­fore your very face, in play­fully po­lite terms, and in that con­ver­sa­tion you de­scribed as tak­ing place in the hotel. Gal­lup and Stein threatened the more old-fash­ioned and in­de­pend­ent old huck­ster that if he would not come in­to their com­bine they would freeze him out. Hence the ice­box, of course.”

			After a pause he went on. “There is un­doubtedly a Bolshev­ist move­ment in the mod­ern world, and it must un­doubtedly be res­isted, though I do not be­lieve very much in your way of res­ist­ing it. But what nobody no­tices is that there is an­oth­er move­ment equally mod­ern and equally mov­ing: the great move­ment to­wards mono­poly or the turn­ing of all trades in­to trusts. That also is a re­volu­tion. That also pro­duces what all re­volu­tions pro­duce. Men will kill for that and against that, as they do for and against Bolshev­ism. It has its ul­ti­mat­ums and its in­va­sions and its ex­e­cu­tions. These trust mag­nates have their courts like kings; they have their body­guard and bra­vos; they have their spies in the en­emy camp. Horne was one of old Gideon’s spies in one of the en­emy camps; but he was used here against an­oth­er en­emy; the rivals who were ru­in­ing him for stand­ing out.”

			“I still don’t quite see how he was used,” said Byrne, “or what was the good of it.”

			“Don’t you see,” cried Fath­er Brown sharply, “that they gave each oth­er an alibi?”

			Byrne still looked at him a little doubt­fully, though un­der­stand­ing was dawn­ing on his face.

			“That’s what I mean,” con­tin­ued the oth­er, “when I say they were in it be­cause they were out of it. Most people would say they must be out of the oth­er two crimes, be­cause they were in this one. As a fact, they were in the oth­er two be­cause they were out of this one; be­cause this one nev­er happened at all. A very queer, im­prob­able sort of alibi, of course; im­prob­able and there­fore im­pen­et­rable. Most people would say a man who con­fesses a murder must be sin­cere; a man who for­gives his mur­der­er must be sin­cere. Nobody would think of the no­tion that the thing nev­er happened, so that one man had noth­ing to for­give and the oth­er noth­ing to fear. They were fixed here for that night by a story against them­selves. But they were not here that night; for Horne was mur­der­ing old Gal­lup in the wood while Wise was strangling that little Jew in his Ro­man bath. That’s why I ask wheth­er Wise was really strong enough for the climb­ing ad­ven­ture.”

			“It was quite a good ad­ven­ture,” said Byrne re­gret­fully. “It fit­ted in­to the land­scape, and was really very con­vin­cing.”

			“Too con­vin­cing to con­vince,” said Fath­er Brown, shak­ing his head. “How very vivid was that moon­lit foam flung up and turn­ing to a ghost. And how very lit­er­ary! Horne is a sneak and a skunk, but do not for­get that, like many oth­er sneaks and skunks in his­tory, he is also a poet.”
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